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NEW 1S0NTH].Y MAGAZIN 


ORIGINAL PAPERS. 

STUDIES IN SPANISH HISTORY.—NO. 

Aragon. 

The kingtlom of Aragon, which, by a fatality ever to 
by the friends of Spain, has ‘always held a secondary rank in 
renean j^^eninaula, was originally a fief of Navarre. A Count of Aragon 
was present at the election of Inigo Arista, the first king of Navarre who 
falls within the dawn of real Spaeish history, (A. D, 819 or 885), The 
first union of the two states was effected by the marriage of Garci 
Iniguez*, Arista’s son, with the daughter of Fortun Ximennj^, Count of 
Aragon. 

That Inigo Arista, as well as most, if not all the founders of the 
stales of Navarre, Aragon, and Sobrarbe, came from the northern side 
of the Pyreqpes, is ceitain. Purer sources than the oppressive laws of 
the Spanish Visigoths were resorted to for materials in the political es¬ 
tablishment of (these sovereignties. In the preamble to the Fuero or 
Constitutional laws of Sobrarbe, it is said, that, Spain bein^ in the pos- 



• We wish, thus early, to acquaint the reailcr w#th the original use and forma¬ 
tion of Spanish surnames. The Spaniards, like the Greeks, showed their imme¬ 
diate descent by a patronymic, ending in ez. We do not recolleqt any exception to 
this but Garcia, whichfcgcncrnlly loses the last letter, as a Christian name, and 
suffers no alteration as a patronyjnic, e. g.; Garci Perez, Gweia, the son of Peter; 
Pedro (anciently Pero) G^na, Peter, tli^ son of Gkrcia. There is also Garces^ 
which we take to be the regulaf derivation from Gama, tlie^iachanged into s, to 
avoid the immediate repetition of the dental sound of the r,‘formerly written 9, 
which is the same as that of the *. In a similar manner^ Sanchez signifies the son 
of Sancho j Gonzalvez, more commonly Gonzalez, the son %f Gonzalvo, generally 
written and pronounced Gonxalo. From Rodrigo was derived Rodriguez, and from 
Ruy, the abbreviation of th.it name, Ruyz. Men of distinction added to these two 
names an agnomen, taken from their estates, or from the place where their ances¬ 
tors lived when they rose into notice. This, tHe Spaniards call solar ; the ground 
otiflot of a family. Hence, the preposition de or d^l, which is always prefixed to 
this designation, may be generally taken to be a mark ob good descent. The 
proudest names in Spanish history are formed in this manner:—/?«»/ Diezf del 
Btuarj Garci Perez de Vargas', Goiiialo Fernandez de Cordoba, (sc. ^r.-—The af- 
fectation of distinguished birth inducei? roanyjto add the name of their birthplace 
to the patronymic, a fashion much in vogue among the learned of the sixteenth 
centi^ I and, in progress of time, this addition was adopted as the surname of^a 
whole family, either singly or with the patronymic; which, in modern times, is 
never altered. This is the cause of the multitude of Rodriguez, Samhez, Fernandez, 
which, like the British Johnsons, Jacksons, Jamesons, &c. are found among the 
Spanish peasantry. 

t Or Diaz, ns it may be derived from Diego or Diago, (James) from which comes 
Santiago, i. c. San Dtago, the combination of dt before the a being intendro 10 ex¬ 
press the sound of thej in Jacobo, afterwards converted into Jacomo, iOtOUiei pasts 
ofEorope. 

vot. X. NO. XXXVII. B 
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Studies in Spanish^tlUtory. 

* 

session of the Moors, the Ricoshombres(ji:hie& or barons, literally, wealthy 
men,) had agreed to choose Ihigo Arista for their king; and that for 
the purpose of establishing the fundamental code of the new kingdom, 
they had enquired among the Lombards and Franks, from whose statutes 
and.cqatoms such laws had been selected as were most suited to their 
ihfantr^aiionarchy. The new Constitution was confirmed by the Pope, 
and became one of the chief sources of the enterprising character, 
which, actuated by the consciousness of rights and freedom, made the 
Aragonese %nd Catalans so conspicuous in the history of the middle 
ages. Had the kingdom of Navarre been inseparably united with 
Aragon, it is probable that the Aragonese would have eventually pre- 
vmled over both the Moors and the other Christian states of the Pe¬ 
ninsula, spreading with their preponderance much sounder principles 
of ^vernment than the Castilian princes established among their 
subjects. 

The original Aragonese government was a monarchy more limited 
by a feudal aristocracy than that of England under the'immediate 
successors of tlie Conqueror. In England, the whole country was 
actually parcelled out to the barons who assisted William in seizing 
the crown.In Aragon, the king, who neither by birth nor wealth was 
much above the nobles, could only make grants of what the national 
enemy had still in their hands. These grants might be therefore called 
fees in military reversion, the chances of which depended on the united 
valour and success of the Christian chiefs. To their kings tl^ey were 
indebted for little more than the advantages of subordination, and such 
others as, in that warlike age, might arise from the personal talents 
and courage of the monarch. The form of words commonly reported 
as used by the Aragonese peers at the installation of their kings, 
though unattested by any historical document with which we are ac¬ 
quainted, is very much in the spirit of their original constitution.* By 
the Fuero de Sobrarbe, the king was'made to s^ear that he would 
govern the country according to law, and maintain the noblemen in 
their rights, so as always to lean tt^wards^the chcrease of their privi- 
leges.t This t'ney claimed as their due for putting into the king’s hands 
the towns and districts which they had already taken, or were to take, 
from the Moors. It was also enacted, that when any new conquest was 
made, the king should give proportionable shares of its emoluments,to 
the Ricoshombres (baronsthe Cavalleros (knights), and the Infan&jnes 
(esquires or gentry). That neither Ihigo Arista, nor any of his suc¬ 
cessors, should hold a court of law, nor sit in judgment upon any case 
without a council.' That the king should not make peace, declare war, 
grant a truce, or enter into a coalition with other princes, unless he had 
the advice* of twelve ricoshombres, o«» an equal number of counsellors, 
chosen from among the eldersj and the learned of the land. “ Tlfeii? 
laws,” says Zurita, “ were religiously observed in this kingdon/f, the 
authority of the ricoshombres being so great that nothing was done with¬ 
out their opinion, advice, and sanction. The government, in fact, of 


* We, who singly are thy equals, and jointly arc above tlice, deliver nnto thee 
this kingdom, that thou mayest govern it according to law; if otherwise, we do 
not.”—iSt non, non. 

^ + **’Qae los maiiternia en dcrechg, y siempre les mejoraria Bus fueros,” Zu¬ 
rita, lib. i. c. V. 


Afas^oii. * 

the slate, the conduct of war, and the administration of justice be¬ 
longed, from that time, to the nobles, and the principal barons who 
werp present at the election, and by whom the land was defended. 
These and their descendants were called ricoshombres, a class so re¬ 
spected by the kings that they made them appear their equals. With 
them the raonSrch was obliged to share the revenues that accrued from 
the towns gained of the Moors, while, on the other hand, the ricoshom- 
hres were bound to do military service by themselves, their knights 
and vassals, according to their allotted portions in these revenues, 
which were called honours. It must be confessed (Zurita concludes) 
that the kings who first reigned in Spain after the invasion of the 
Moors, were very similar to those that were originally raised to that 
dignity, and who are described in history as^ permanent chieftains of 
armed bands.” 

The establishment of the Jinticcr* of Aragon is nearly as ancient as 
the constitutional monarchy ‘of that kingdom. Wis authority was 
directed to the preservation &f the Fueros, or Constitutional laws. 
Had the love of liberty, and the jealousy of supreme authority, stopped 
here, the constitution of Aragon might have rivalled tlfat which has 
raised England to the proud rank which she holds in the history of 
%e nations, lint the Aragonese noblemen were too independent of 
tbe crown to endure that degree' of subordination, without which a 
nionarcbicad government, after being distracted with sedition and 
anarchy, generally crifls in uncontrolled despotism. 

By tlie originaf compact between the king and the ricoshombres, 
these might depose the reigning ])riuce, and proceed so»freely to the 
election of anothei^ that even a Mahotnetan would have been eligible, 
had not the barons felt ashamed of that pri^ile^e. They claimed, how¬ 
ever, and obtained another more adverse to tlie prcs«jrvatii)n of legal 
freedom. By tho^ight calledVc la Union, the Aragonese barons were 
constitutionally entitled to^isc in arms against the jiing, whenever they 
judged that the crowd exceeded it^jn’crogative. This monstrous pri¬ 
vilege was granted by Alonso III. in the latter part* of the thirteenth 
century; but the Cortes repealed it, under Peter IV. before the end of 
the fourteenth. Tbe right of deciding, in case ot sf disputed succession, 
W'as used by the Aragonese peers till a comparatively late period. 
Ferdinand, Infante of Castille, the first king of that name, in Aragon, 
was chosen in 1412, among several claimants, by the award of the nine 
chief barons of the kingdom. The history of that transaction is ex¬ 
tremely interesting, and gives a high idea of the wisdom and justice of 
the leading men of Aragon at that period. Ferdinand was well known 
for his honourable conduct towards hjs ward and nepbe^ .Tolm II. 
of Castille, whose crown he might have usurped without the least oppo- 
sitiofl, or hazard. It was this act of virtuous forbearance that gained 
him the votes of the electors. 

The privileged classes of Aragon and Catalonia having been united 
at an early period, (A. D. 11<37,) it is as difficult as it would be tedious 
to mark minutely the peculiar differences which belonged to cither 
country. As both, however, derived their modified feudal systcni*from 

* \Vc cun SCO no roastin why this classical English word shniiltl not be eroplO^d 
to Irunslulu the Spanish Jnnlina. 

U 2 
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France, a great similarity appears in the distribution of power and its 
attendant honours.. The Aragonese had their Ricoshombres de Natura, 
lineally descended from the first founders of their monarchy, who were, 
we believe, ten in number. Analogous to them were the Nine Barons 
of Catalonia; yet, to judge from the circumstances of the election of 
Ferdinand I. these obtained precedence of all the Aragonese peers, at 
the union of the two states, upon the marriage of Bcrenger, Count of 
Barcelona, with Petronila, the daughter of Ramiro, the monk, when 
the arms of Catalonia were preferred, by agreement, to those of Aragon. 
These nine barons, and such noble Catalans as had the title of Count, 
together with the Aragonese Ricoshombres, formed the original class 
of peers in the Cortes of Aragon. But their number was augmented, 
about the middle of the thirteenth century, by a patent of James I. 
called the Conqueror, who raised his own immediate retainers, the Ca- 
valleros Meznaderos,* to the rank and privileges of peers of the kingdom. 

Lands appear to have been of little value while exposed to tl>e daily 
incursions of the Moors. We find, accordingly, that the military fees 
in all the Christian kingdoms of Spain took their denomination from 
the towns on which the lords levied taxes. We do not, consequently, 
observe that gradation of tenures which prevailed in other countries. 
After the conquest of a large town, the principal leaders who assisted 
at the siege, had districts called Barrios, appointed to each, from the 
inhabitants of which they received the contributions otherwise due,to the 
crown. In proportion to the amount of these taxes was the number of 
knights which each nobleman of the first rank was bound to lead into the 
field. The grants of such revenues being, in Aragon, called llonures, 
the service of the attendant knights was named Cavallerias de Honor. 
The same grants were denominated I'eudos in Catalonia, and En- 
tierrasi in Castjlle. 

On the taking of Zaragoza by Alfonso, the cham,pion (A. D. 1118), 
the Spanish inhabitants were exempted frqm taxes, and classed with 
the Infanzones or gentry of the kingdom, jit seems a natural inference 
from this fact that the Christian population of Zaragoza, under the 
Moorish dominion, was small and of little consequence, and that this 
measure was intended to draw such inhabitants to that important city 
as might be able and willing to preserve it from future invasion. The 
ancient name by which the members of the privileged gentry were 
known, is Hermunios; a corruption, as Ziirita believes, of the Latin word 
Immunes. The denominations of Hidalgo, in Castille, and Horn de pa- 
ratge, in Catalonia, bre nearly equivalent to that o^infamon, in Aragon. 
Paratge is synonimous with Peerage, in the sense of equality to the 
privileged classes. Serfs, in tjie strict sense of the word, were un¬ 
known in Castille, and, we believe, nearly so in Aragon ; but the evils 
of that sort of slavery were long prevalent in Catalonia. The feudal 
^{jKyes were known by the appellation of homes de Remensa. 

The early history of Aragon is, a good deal, mixed with romance 
and legendary fable. We will neither enter into critical discussions, 
nor undertake a connected narrative, but merely glance over the inte- 
• _ 

* Meznoda was a military division following tbe standard of one leader, 
f Though this word might seem to bring the Castillian fiefs nearer to the character 
of those of England and Prance, every circomstaace in the history of that country 
shows, that tbe lords depended not on rent, bat taxation. 
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resting history of that kingdom, selecting whatever is characteristic of 
the people, or of the original historians themselves. Fables and legen¬ 
dary tales are highly valuable in this light. 

The birth of Sancho Abarca^ the second king of Aragon, after its 
first union with the crown of Navarre, which at that period (A. D. 912) 
was styled thS kingdom of Pamplona and Sobrarbe, may be classed 
with those traditionary legends, which, from a similarity in their marvel¬ 
lous circumstances, might be supposed to have some common origin, 
if the kindred features were not more naturally accounted for from a 
general resemblance in the early stages of civilization, among the 
European nations, not excluding the Greeks and Romans themselves. 
Abarca is the Romulus of Aragon, not indeed in every incident of the 
story, which is less improbaljle than that of the son of Mars, the nurs¬ 
ling of a she-wolf, but in the extraordinary manner of his birth and the 
rural education of his youth. . 

GarciTniguez, Abarca’s father, succeeded Inigo Arista, in the crown 
of Pamplona. His wife, a couAtess of Aragon in her own right, being 
far advanced in pregnancy, perished, with her husband, by the hands 
of’ the Moors, who fell suddenly upon a defenceless village where the 
royal couple had retired with a small retinue. The original historians, 
thpugh not agreed as to the place of this melancholy scene, are unani¬ 
mous in asserting, that an infant was artificially brought to light just 
at the death of the mgther.* * * § The child, in this interesting and preca¬ 
rious state, was talcen in charge by an Aragonese knight, from whom, 
according to Ptince Carlos f, the historian of Navarre, he afterwards 
derived the name of Abarca. Sancho was reared, probhbly uncon¬ 
scious of liis rank,* among the fastnesses of the Pyrenees, during that 
period when Mahomet, the son of Abdoulrahman, the second of that 
name of the caliphs of Cordoba, led an army against ^ Navarre, 
which wasted the i^iole territoty of Pamplona, and took three castles 
from the Navarrese. i , . • 

Connected with the* history of this invasion is the c^e of a Navar¬ 
rese knight called Fortunyo§, whose good fortune is remembered 
as one of the many instances of generous munificence, among the 
Spanish Moors, which the national jealousy of Uie Christian historians 


• Abarca's birth is thus related by the Archbishop Don Rodrigo. “ Cumque 
qundam die minus caute in quodara viculo, qut Larninbe dicitur, residerct, super- 
venientes Arabes iinprovidum occidcrunt, et Rcginam Urracain, uxoreiii pregnan- 
tciu, in utero lancca pcrcusscrunt. Sed continub, adrentn suorum, Jatrunculis 
Arabuni effugatis, Regina morti proxima, taiiien viva, per vulnus lancese, sicut 
Domino placuit, infantulum cst ciiixa; ct fotus ministcrio muliebrk rito, mira- 
culo omnium, cst servatus, et Sancius ^arsia^ fuit vocatus.”—X>e Rebus Iltspanim, 
lib. y. c. xxii. 

t Sarlos, Prince of Viana, and rightful sovereign of Navarre, was kept from 
that crown and persecuted by his father, John II. of Aragon, in a maimer not un¬ 
like that of Philip II. towards his unfortunate son of tlic same name, (See New 
Monthly' Magazine, vol. V. p.231.) Tlie Prince of Viana died in 1461. He was a 
man of considerable learning. He translated the Nicomachcan Ethics of Aristotle, 
from the Latin of Leonardo Aretinu, and wrote a Chronicle of the Kings of Navarre, 
which is still in manuscript. • 

J Zurita, lib. i. c. vii. 

§ We believe that ny is the only combination of letters which, in the English 
alphabet, can express the sound of the Spanish n. Wc liavc adopted it the more 
readily, as it represents the Latin ni followed by a vowel, which the Spaniards ax- 
press by the n. Forluho cumoafiNm Fortunius, 
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has not been strong enough to conceal. Betng taken prisoner in one? 
of the castles just mentioned, Fortunyo followed the conqueror to 
Cordoba, where he lived twenty years. Ziirita says, that at the end of 
that long captivity he received his libf-rty, and a large fortune, in pre¬ 
sents, from Mahomet. Both the length of Fortnnyo's residence at Cor¬ 
doba, and the noble manner of his release, however, claim the honour 
of the transaction for Mahomet’s successor, ill the power, though not 
in the title of Ommiade Caliph, his brother Abdn-ulrahman, the Magni¬ 
ficent.* Fortunyo’s name has been saved from oblivion chiefly by 
the extraordinary longevity which crowned the eventful prosperity of 
his life. He lived one hundred and twenty-six years. 

The election, or rather recognition of Sancho Abarca seems to have 
been made after an interregnum, probably occasioned by the invasion 
of the Moors of Cordoba. The historical accounts, however, only lead 
to this Inference. Abarca was in his fifteenth year when the nobleman, 
the guide and protector of his childhood, presented him, in the dress of 
a peasant, to the meeting of the noblemen, who were convened at Jaca, 
for the purpose of filling the vacant throne.+ The proof of his royal 
birth being evident, the rustic youth received the homage of the peers, 
and was installed in the throne of his fathers. In the glorious achieve¬ 
ments of his reign, there is abundant confirmation that a noble and 
generous nature never fails to improve by an early acquaintance with 
the trials and evils of human life. * 


* Tbo reiuVr, wc trust, vill tliiink us for transcribinp' tin* beautiful jiassatjc 
where Mr. Southey sketclics tlic liislory of tlie thirri Alxloulrahman. (Introdiietioii 
to the Chronicle of the Ciri, p. xxviii.) “ His history is like a tale of Eastern 
splendonr with an Eastern moral at the end. 'I'o ffTfttify the vanity of a favourite 
slave, he built a town and called it after her name. Zebra, whieli signifies the or¬ 
nament of the \vo?ld. There were in its palace one thousand and fourteen roliimus 
of African and Si>aiiish marble ; nineteen from Italian qiiaiVics, and one hundred 
and forty heaiitiMil enion!,di tiv be presents from ^he Greek emperor. Tlic marble 
walls of the hall of the Caliph ucrc inliiid with gold, birds and beasts of gold, 
studded with jewels, spouted water into a marble bason in its centre: the liasoh 
was the work of the best Greek sculptor*; and above it bung tlie great pearl which 
bad been sent to Abdoulr ihman by the Emperor Leon. Tlie extent of the building 
may lie imagined by that of bis seraglio, %vbich contained six thousand and throe 
hundred persons. This was his favourite abode. After the chase, to which twelve 
hundred horsemen .always accompanied him, he used to rest in a pavilion in the 
gardens. The pillars were of piire^wbite marble ; the floor of gold, and steel, and 
jewellery: and in the midst there was a fountain ofquicksih'er. Yet Abdonlrahman 
left a writing which contained this testimony against the vanity of tlie world. From 
the moment when I Began to reign, I have recorded those days in which I enjoyed 
real and undisturbed pleasure; they amount to fourteen Mortal maii,-«onBider 
what this \ri)rld is, and what dependchcc^is to be placed upon its enjoyments ! 
Nothing seems wanting to my happmess ; riches, honours, to .say every thing, sove¬ 
reign power. I am feared and esteemed by my contemporary princes : they envy 
my good fortune; they arc jealous of my glory ; they solicit my friendship,*' Fifty 
^ars have 1 reigned, and in so long a course of time, can count hnt fourteen days-, 
''whicb have not been poisoned by some vexation," 

■f “....Ciirn cquitc, qiii eiim rlain nutriverat, veluti pastoris fllius, vilissimis 
tectus induincntis ctadducitnr.*’ Rodericiis, f/ad. The perones, or raw- 
leather shoes being called Alan as, in Spanish, some imagine that the young prince 
derifed his appellation from that part of his dress. Others pretend that it was 
owmg to his having enabled his army to cross the Pyrenees after a great fall of 
snow, by means of such shoes. But these forget that the raw-leather slices art; 
used by the Spanish peasantry in all the mountainous districts of the North, and 
that they are probably the first covering for the feet likely to bare been invented in 
all countries, , ■ ' 
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In Abarca’s son, Garc* Sanchez, we find a curious instance of that 
jarring and discordance between the mind and her organs of sensation 
—that mixed disease of body and soul, which, probably from its fre¬ 
quency in latter times, has forcctk a name from language, distorting the 
word thcnous into an expression of weakness.* Garci Sanchez, though 
a man of tried Courage, never prepared for battle without visibly trem¬ 
bling from head to foot.t He is known in Spanish history by the un¬ 
chi valrous addition of the Ti'embltr. 

Sancho, the Great, succeeded his father Garcia, in 1034. To the 
crowns of Aragon, Navarre, and Sobrarbe, he united the earldom of 
Castille, in right of his wife, and made the river Pisuerga the boundary 
between his territory and the kingdom of Leon. By a first wife, 
Sancho had a son, called Ramiro. X Elvira, the daughter of Sancho, 
Earl of Castille, whose lords did not assume the title of kings till the 
next generation, gave him three, sons, Garcia, Gonzalo, andFemando, 
whose wicked and infamous codduct towards their own mother is one 
of the well attested instances 6f the impunity with which the most 
sacred laws were broken in the dark ages, to which some admirers of 
the romantic would give the preference, compared with modern refine- 


. mcnt. 

^t the instigation of Garcia, the two younger brothers entered into 
a conspiracy to accuse tlieir mother of faithlessness to the royal bed. 
If the mention of such a monstrous and unnatural plot stagger the be¬ 
lief of a modern reader, he will feel disposed to look upon the wdiole as 
a fable, when he learns the motive assigned by the early Spanish histo¬ 
rians. They say tliat King Sancho, being obliged to leave his favourite 
horse when he was* to set off upon an expedition against the Moors, 
committed it to the care of his Queen, with*an*express injunction that 
no one should ride him in his absence. Urged, how’eyer, b^ the en¬ 
treaties of her eldest son Garcia, Elvira would have consented to his 
using the horse, but for the Remonstrances oj* a fai^iful knight, wdiose 
name, though omittcd'by most of Wie original writers, is reported to 
have been Ses6. Inccnsetl by disappointment, and dee^y hurt at being 
thwarted by a subject, Garcia vowed revenge i^ainst the Queen and 
her adviser. An accusation of adultery was the Aost obvious means 
of involving both in the same ruin. His brothers, either intimidated 
by his fierce courage, or swayed by his habitual ascendancy, agreed to 
back him in the combat by which he wastto establish the charge. 

Such is the uniform account which is found in the earliest records of 
the country. As no possible motive can be imagined for a fiction of 
this nature, we should, before we reject a mass of historical evidence, 
consider the customs and opinion^of tbe times, as well as the manner 
in which history was written by the old chroniclers. 

There is nothing improbable in the importance given to the king’s 
charger at tbe Court of Navarre, nor in the fierce dudgeon of a semi- 
barbarian youth of royal birth, at being denied an indulgence on which 


* Dr. Johnson, probably in a fit of nervous peevishness, has marked the modern 
sense of the word as medical cant, * 

•f **.... Garsias.... regnavit, qui dictus est Trcmulosus, eo quod quaiido rumores 
periculi audiebat, vel debebat in prselio experiri, a principio totus tremulabat, sed 
postea constantissimus persistebat.—fiodertrur, he Ret. Hisp. lib. v.^ c. xxvi. 

t U is very probable that this Ramiro was a bastard. Mariana think so; 
though the accurate Zurita says lie was legitimate. 
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he li^d set his heart—and that at the suggestion of his mother's trdsty 
adriser, who, it may well be supposed, had frequent occasion to exert 
his influence against the insolent rashness of the three princes. Had 
every minute circumstance been mentioned, the fact would have ap¬ 
peared in aftertimes, without any character of improbability. But the 
rude and artless writers of those ages had not even a suspicion that a 
display of motives, and circumstances, which were obvious and familiar 
to every man in their days and country, would be required at a future 
period. Such cautionary descriptions, indeed, never occur in history, 
till the customs, which alone can elucidate an otherwise doubtful aiM 
suspicious narrative, are becoming obsolete, and strike the writers 
themselves as something curious and worth mentioning. Don Rod¬ 
rigo, Archbishop of Toledo, whom we have more than once quoted, 
thought it necessary, about the middle of the 13th century, upon relat¬ 
ing the story of Elvira and her sons, to observe that, in those times, the 
value set upon an excellent horse, and the necessity of having it always 
at hand, to be in readiness against a sudden incursion of the Moors, 
induced the kings and noblemen to build the stables close by their 
ladies’ chambers.* Few, indeed, will require being reminded that 
Andromache is represented by Homer as in the habit of feeding her 
huslrand’s horses. 

Having thus endeavoured to remove the critical doubts of the reader, 
we will now give him the conclusion of our story. » 

The day for the trial of the queen being come, the lists for the com¬ 
bat were opened before the castle of Naxera, wh’fere<she was kept a 
prisoner. Jt was feared by those who knew the courage, power, and 
revengeful spirit of Prince Garcia, that the accused would hardly find 
a champion among the' no'bility of her kingdom. But the herald had 
scarcely proclaimed the trial by battle, when a knight, armed at all 
points, rude boldly towards the high <scaffold on which the king and 
the judges were seated, and flung his gauntlet almost in the accuser’s 
face. It was Ramiro, his half-brother, who sw’ore he would either 
wash the stain *iixcd upor^thc queen, in the blood of her recreant sons, 
or seal with his own the high opinion he had of her virtue. 

The Master of the 'Wield (• had already examined the armour and 
weapons of the combatants, and placed them so as to avoid either of 
them being dazzled by tlic sun, in the encounter when a holy man, 
who inhabited' a solitary cel) in the fastnesses of the neighbouring 
mountains, broke through the surrounding multitude, and rushing 
fearlessly between the levelled lances, loudly called upon the king to 
stop the combat. The authority of austere sanctity was never dis¬ 
owned among the warlike Spaniards^ At the monarch’s command, the 
Master of the Field, who had backed his horse towards the barrier, dart¬ 
ed, at one leap, between the combatants ; their lances were raised, and all 
hung breathless on the emaciated lips of the Hermit. “ Lady,” cried he 
to the queen, who, veiled from head to foot in a black scarf, sat on a low 


* W.ftuita erftt tunc temporis infestatio Arabum, quod Milites, Comites, et edam 
iUfe|, in domibns, ubi uxoruin thalami omabantur, equis Btationem parabant, ut 

? IUacuinque bora clamor invadentinm insonarct, ad equos et arma possent sine di- 
atione atiqaa festinare.'’—Lib. r. c. xxvi. 
i* Maestre do Cniupo. 

t This was called Pardr el Sot, dividing the’sun, and was never omitted among 
tuc Spaniards. 
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Rtool below the platform^^'* Lady, look up' to Heaven, and fear not 
tliat He who sita tar higher than tiiat throne from which thou dreadeat 
the blind award of man, hath left thee to perish in thine innocence. 
And thou, credulous king, canst thou thus cast thy best jewel to be 
trampled upon, because the foul breath of calumny dared for a mo¬ 
ment to dim itai»lustre ! The wrath of Heaven fall... .but God forgive 
me, for thus forgetting the meekness of him whose minister I am. 
Look not, O king, for satisfaction to your doubts, from human 
blood. By that which was shed on the cross 1 swear, thy queen is 
innocent. The villainy of her accusers was but last night avowed 
to me by one of them, under the sacred seal of sacramental con¬ 
fession. 1 cannot—Heaven itself cannot save them from the shame 
which is due to their felony. But no other punishment may be in¬ 
dicted upon them.. The w&rd of a priest has been pledged to the 
repentant sinner, when kneeling at my feet in voluntary confession of 
his crime. I cannot reveal the name of him who now saves his nJother’s 
life and honour; and it would <be unjust that he suffered with the ob¬ 
durate and impenitent. Beware, therefore, O king, of a fresh error, 
worse and more impious than thy first. Beware of sealing up the lips 
of sinners by thy severity, and stopping their only access to the seat of 
mercy. Pardon thy sons, O king. I charge thee, pardon them as 
thou wilt have forgiveness.”—“ I will pardon them, holy man^’ said 
the king, hulf-choked with contending feelings,—“ but can yov, you 
my injured wife, pardCn either them or me ?”—“ I have already done 
it; I forgave them* before I left my prison, when I implored forgive¬ 
ness and protection for myself,” answered Elvira, raising the corner of 
her black veil, and* looking with a peaceful and composed countenance 
on her husband. A shout of enraptured mlmtration rang round the 
lists. The sound of popular acclamation seemed to breathe an air of 
dignity over the mild and serene features of the queen.* Sho flung the 
scarf, at once, upon*her shoulders, and turning first to the people, then 
slightly inclining hei* majestic figure towards the king, “ Sir,” she 
said, “ my forgiveness wohld be as full and uncqrfAitional as that 
which I desire from Heaven, if I alone were concerned. My..sons., 
yes, they shall still hear that name..My sons*have been appointed 
heira'vto your vast dominions, each to wear an independent crown. 
Let this your will remain unaltered. Yet I owe a sacred duty to ray 
subjects of Castille. The proud inherjtance which Providence has 

{ )laced in my hands must not have reason to accuse me of having neg- 
ected its honour. One alone of my sons has evinced a true sense of 
his guilt. Who it is must fer ever remain sealed up in the bosom of 
the holy priest who heard his cqnfession. But certain it <18 that the 
disclosure, which has saved me from dfhhonoiir, could not come from 
the author of the conspiracy. No: my Castillian subjects shall never 
do homage, (ct Garcia. Would that 1 had the power to reward, with 
that crown, my noble, my generous champion! But I will not involve 
these kingdoms in a destructive quarrel merely to gratify my private 
feelings. All I demand is that the portions of the inheritance be dif- 
ferenUy allotted. Since one of the three must have Castille, lefc it be 
^iveri to my son Fernando. A mother, next to God, can see into the 
hearts of her children. I well remember when last he hung upoaihy 
ne^k-—-I still feej bi9 kiss, and it tells me he could not have joined 
his mother’s enemies but in tlic hope to save her.” At tliese Words, 
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one of the knights, lifling both his hands and pressing them against hit 
close helmet, was observed to lose his balance in the saddle and drop 
helpless on the horse’s neck. A look of inexpressible tenderness was 
directed by the queen to the spot; Jbut beckoning with her hand to 
hush the disturbance which the prince’s attendants had occasioned to 
prevent his falling to the ground,—“ My last and most sacred duty,” 
she continued, “ the acknowledgment of my gratitude, remains to be 
performed. Thou, Ramiro, shall henceforward be my adopted sou. 
The states of Aragon, which, upon my marriage, the king settled upon 
me, shall be thy own inheritance. It is not in my power to do more. 
Heaven, 1 trust, will crown thee with such blessings, as man cannot 
ensure even with the gift of a throne. Strong, however, as is the im¬ 
pulse of my gratitude, and ardent as iny prayers are for thy prosperity, 
I still more fervently implore mercy upon‘the unrepentant. But prayer 
is sooner heard when asking blessings, than when it attempts to stanch 
between a hardened offender and the uplifted arm of divine vengeance.” 

Fernando inherited the states of Castille, raising them*lo the rank of 
a kingdom, from that of an independent earldom. By his marriage 
with Sancha, the only child of Bermudo, King of Leon, he ascehded 
the throne of that kingdom. His eldest brother Garcia, the author of 
the conspiracy, who reigned in Navarre, engaged in w'ar against him; 
but, being slain at the battle of Atapucrca, (A. D. 1054) Fernando, {or 
the first time, joined the three kingdoms of Castille, Leon, and Navarre, 
and was called Emperor of Spain. Gonzalo, whb had been made King 
of Sobrarbe and Ribagorza, fell by the hand of'an iassassin. His 
estates accr.iied to the noble Ramiro, the queen’s champion, who 
joined them in perpetuity to his kingdom of Aragoiv, 


ANNUS MIIl,\BILIs! OR, A PARTHIAN GLANCE AT 1823 . 

January. —Dr. Doyle, a Roman Catholic bisliflp, in his pastoral 
charge, recjinmentN Orarfgemen ty be cn*il Orangemen, and Papists 
not to be bigoted^: nothing new under the*sun. Sir Joseph Jekyll, in 
the reign of Queen Anne, bequeathed his fortune to government to pay 
off the National Debt^ and a half-witted waterman, in the reign of 
George the Third, moored his boat to the centre-arch of London Bridge 
and tried to catch the tide in his bob-w'ig. The Duke of Sussex swal¬ 
lows an embrocation at Bognor that was meant for a fomentation: 
Royal Dukes at public dinners have swallowed stranger things and no 
danger apprehended. Salt-tax diminished by thirteen shillings a 
bushel, but still no improvement in modern comedy : new pieces gene¬ 
rally offensive after the third night. A Chancery-suit in the good old 
times recorded to have lasted 120 years. Old Parr being clerk in 
court and Henry Jenkins solicitor. Cobbett puts up church-liwngs 
and three per cents, for sale by auction at a Norfolk Reeling: Mr. 
Coke bids against him, but articles knocked down to' the former. 
Clara Fisher at Drury-lane Theatre pronounced to be only nine years 
of age: hint taken from her patronesses the Aonian maids, who have 
been .only nine ever since the days of Apollo. She is advertised 'in 
** Old ana Youngmuch curiosity excited as to which part she melons 
to perfonq. Simpson and Co. successful by mere dint of dia¬ 
logue : actors much amazed, not knowing what to do for an 
gallery in the event of the sky falling. Golden axe laid to the root of 
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the dead pantomime. Gaeat improvements in Billingsgate-market: 
wholesale and retail departments kept separate: railing fixed by proper 
land-marks: no lady allowed to bold forth for more than five minntes 
at a time; and if two or more Naiads utter the same execration, oath 
to be put up again. Canonical clergy of Durham convivialltf defended 
by the Reverentl Dr. Phil-pots : to the best of his knowledge and be¬ 
lief, not a stall in the diocese that docs not contain an animal over¬ 
worked and under-fed. Serpentine-river covered with skaiters: usual 
average of human heads just peeping above the slippery horizon: 
printed notice of the Humane Society to the public, not to venture on, 
actually obeyed by three individuals : one of them a woman with a 
child in her arms : whole mob in arms at the prodigy! Judith O’Clark 
prosecuted by Excise .at Kilkenny for having an illicitwhich she 
had contrived to conceal behind her teeth for fifteen minutes ; an effort 
which nearly cost the poor creature her life. Robbery in the Tower: 
three of Henry the Eighth’s ribs. Queen Mary’s bowels, James the 
First’s he.id, Charles the First’s* eyes, and Queen Elizabeth’s heart not 
to be found : strict search making after the robbers. New winter 
Horne circuit established : Baron Graham asks the Grand Jury if they 
do not find it very cold : in looking over the Gaol calendar his lord- 
ship overlooks tlie Gardener’s, which advises that “ old trees should be 
pruned” in January. Augusta, or the Blind Girl, makes her appear¬ 
ance at Cow“nt-garden : not the right sort of cataract to please the pub¬ 
lic. Several sentimental ladies wish to visit Clarernont: they are en¬ 
ticed into a nertorious house in Covent-garden, and in lieu of a park 
are introduced to a theatrical performer who carries his. cane like a 
rope-dancer's pole.* Infallible cures for chilblains advertised : lots of 
hobbling boys, notwithstanding, blockadinj^ tlrt; front window's of the 
confectioners’ .shops, allured by the figure of his Majesty treading upon 
plum-cake. Only,^nincty-nlne» new magazines, two ol which do not 
promise to outstrip all their, predecessors. 

Fehruaiy .—SeveraPwild swans seen flying over Brighton, to the no 
small amazement of severaf tame geese who happened to be waddling 
along the Steine: the bills of the former said to be three inches long : 
those of the latter much longer. Mr. Mocarta,* a defaulter at the 
Stock Exchange, stated to be brother-in-law to Mr. Rothschild and 
nephew to Mr. Goldsmidt: John of Gaunt’s armour at the Tower ob¬ 
served to look blue at finding its taU proprietor thus outshone in 
genealogical lustre. Moore’s Loves of the Angels: two omitted, 
viz. one at Islington and the other at the back •of St. Clement’s. 
King James’s crown jewels dramatically exhibited at Covent-garden 
Theatre: rather too late for profit: fashion of them a little on 
the wane, being superseded by subsequent brilliants from the 
sanfe shop. Great and expensive preparations making to prove 
Lord Portsmouth out of his wits: self-evident propositions being at a 
discount. Law changes: Daniel Whittle Harvey in his road from an 
attorney’s office to a barrister's chambers waylaid and knocked down 
by a body of benchers. Oratorios during Lent: sacred beautifully 
.^ovctaileu with prophane, viz. “ Ye spotted Snakes” with thf “-Beatf- 
\iful Maid,” “Together let us range the Fields” with “.Deeper and 
deeper still,” and “ Slow broke the Light” with “ Hey! for the merry 
Blind Boy.” Two Englishmen by mistake confined all night in the 
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catacombs at Paris : let out next morning means of a skeleton'koy^ 
Valentine’s-clay r Mr. FrecHng applies to the postmaster-general for 
two waggons to convey the extra letters, and for permission to get 
them drawn by the asinine inditers, yoked two and two. 

March. —Action brought by Mr. Cruickshank against proprietor of 
stage-coach for breaking bis leg: most ungrateful return for an in¬ 
tended benefit. Letter in the Paris papers announcing that a young 
man had been kicked out of one of the Hells at the west end of London: 
plain proof of the superiority of the Moderns: “ evadere ad aur^’* 
not so easy in Alncas’s time. Lord Manners refuses to dine with the 
Lord Lieutenant: Qu. title in abeyance when the note was trans¬ 
mitted ? Mademoiselle Mercandotti is married to Hughes Ball: con¬ 
sequent investment of the lady with a noble birth: shrewd hints of 
Scottish origin : Garrick and Mademoiselle Violetti quoted as a case 
in point: sad consequences of the alliance in a scries of epigrams in 
the Morning Post: the lady’s original Appearance alleged to have been 
in Pandora—the worst box in the Keng’s Theatre. ■ Fifty cabriolets 
are licensed to ply on hackney-coach stands : “ We’re a’ nodding,” in 
consequence, more jiopular than ever. Much vapouring in the French 
papers, which actually carry their effrontery so far as to call Hughes 
Ball Hughey. , 

Month ushered in by divers hoaxes suitable to its first day: 
among others, Age of Bronze palmed upon Lord Byron. New 
London Bridge: one alderman votes in the te6th of his own conve¬ 
nience ; another even consents to the removal of Fi^imongers’-hall, 
notwithstanf^ing the consequent loss of a monthly dinner there of no 
ordinary excellence : it is to be hoped that these instances of patriot¬ 
ism will meet their sweetest reward in the whisper of an applauding 
conscience. Old woman taken for a witch at Taunton, and Mr. Ex- 
SherifF Parking, for the Goddess Justice, in London, owing to his 
skill in holding a balance in hand. Smart farce ‘'written by a titled 
dandy : and alarm of fire^^given by a monkey. • Mrs. M‘Kinnon ex¬ 
ecuted for murder at Edinburgh : her head afterwards phrenologically 
compared with those of a clergyman and a good woman: assertion 
doubted very muchi' ab a good woman has no head. General averment 
in the Scottish journals that the family of M‘Kinnon is originally Irish, 
and not Scotch. Cork mail runs one day without beifig fired at 
from behind a hedge—“ Then.is doomsday near.” 

May. —New London Orphan Asylum at Clapton: platform gives 
way, and his Highness of York narrowly escapes the ceremony of 
laying the first duke : subsequent dinner at the City of London Tavern 
on the ground-floor, “ by particular/lesire of several persons of dis¬ 
tinction.” House of Common^ highly interested by a protracted en¬ 
quiry into the conduct of the High SherilF of Dublin. Openiffg of 
Vauxhall Gardens, and consequent rise in the price of umbrellas. 
Due D’Angoulcme nicknamed the Royal Ram, from having his bead- 
quarters at Miranda. Lady Mayoress’s Easter ball: great scram¬ 
bling after in the Egyptian-hall—-Query, Isis? Easter hunt: 
droves of unhorsed Londoners find their way as they can froQis! 
Epping Fprest to Bishopsgate-street—“ all on foot he fights^” 
Opening of annual exhibition at Somerset-house: great influx of 
one-shilling critics, who know as much of the matter as tlie blue 
checque taken at the door. More “ Portrait of a Gentleman” tHin 
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usui^. Why not make *the catalogue-printer prove his words, 
and thus reduce the number to a snug coterie of some half- 
dozen ? Portrait of Mr. Barber Beaumont arrayed in an objectionable 
pair of pantaloons, casting a longing look at his own fire-office. 
Oesdemona is smothered at the Opera-house in the embraces of 
Rossini. Wansfead house, which cost 300,000/. knocked down for 
10 ,000/.—“I will stand the hazard of the die.” First appearance of 
Quentin Durward, and consequent dissension in divers book-clubs, 
eac^ member thinking his predecessor detains it from him out of mere 
spite. Only five men kicked out of the Cannon coffee-house for 
saying that they have not read it. 

June. —An old soldier advertises to quell the Irish rebellion for 
10,000/.:—Query, "which of fjiem ? London sub-ways : plan of Mr. 
John Williams, of Cornhill, for constructing subterraneous passages 
under the streets: much patrqpized by divers young citizens, who 
have reasons of their own for not wishing to face their tailors. The 
Princess Olive of Cumberland's naanifesto to her faitliful subjects the 
Poles. Flowers of Billingsgate mutually scattered by Alderman 
Roweroft and Mr. Hunt: the latter bound over by the Lord Mayor to 
keep the peace; a ceremony voluntarily performed by him for many 
yeafs last past. 

July. —Closing of Drury-lane and Covent-garden Theatres: cus¬ 
tomary thanks from Messrs. Fawcett and Terry for past favours, and 
promises of future improvement. Fi'te given by the Marquess of Hert¬ 
ford at Queensbbry-liouse, Richmond : the Duke of Devonshire keeps 
his heart, but loses his hat. Sweethearts and Wives, notwithstanding 
the dissimilarity of tifeir attractions,much approved of at the Haymarket 
Theatre. The proprietors of Vauxhall Gardens*inform the public that 
“ nothing can damp their ardour certainly if the present weather can¬ 
not, nothing can. '^om and Jetry are killed at the Cobourg ^Theatre. 
Dangers attendant on the liberty of the press iu China, illustrated by the 
fate of Whan'g-se-hoo,*who jiad th<?audacity to assert h} print that he 
was descended from Whang-tee. By a fatal accident ^Md it may be 
added an unaccountable one) the perpetual curatq of Sawley loses his 
life. Westminster improvements: New Law Courts said to be “ so built 
as to be uniform -.’’arrangementhighly approved ofby the public, several 
of whom have heretofore been turned round and whisked out of the 
Court of King’s Bench before they knew where they were, while others 
have spent a whole life in the.Court of Chancery without being able 
to find their way out. Much money taken at a dodr in Fleet-street 
by a speculator, who exhibited, at a shilling a head, a live man who 
had not been to Fonthill Abbey. • , 

August. —Ezekiel Cohen, a Jew, is cruelly prosecuted for merely 
assurmng the character of an attorney. The ghost of John Knox 
makes its appearance in Cross-street, Hatton-garden, arrayed in black 
l^whiskers and a dandy shirt-collar. Rossini, the Italian composer, 
%early killed by eating six fat lobsters, to qualify himself to sing “ O 
Piscator del'onda.” Prince Hohenlohe miraculously cures “a lady 
o£. respectability, who had been for many years one of the nligious 
community of Ranefagh the chief part of the miracle bdng the 
conversion of a fashionable community into a religious one. A new 
comedy kept sweet nine nights by opening the belly of its third act, taking 
out sentiments and filling the orifice with powdered charcoal. A mar- 
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ried churdiwarden at Dundee^ by niistakevwrites his own name in the 
register in lieu of that of the bridegtoom : ** Insatiate archer, would not 
one sufBce ?*' The Canal in St. James’s-park cleansed of its impurities 
by mistake instead of the Mall. Meeting at the Freemasons’ Tavern, 
to decide whether Mrs. Serres shall or shall not bir Frincess of Cum¬ 
berland : decided in the negative, but resolved that She'shall be Princess 
of Poland : *a decision satisfactory to her Royal Highness, diet being 
her object. Mr. Graham seems disposed not to mount in his balloon 
from White Conduit-house Gardens : several of the mob threw brick¬ 
bats at him to make him fly. A large fungus, of the citizen species, 
is found sticking to a mansion in Connaught-place: it measures 
five feet in height and six round the girdle. Witchcraft advertised 
to be abolished by^Dr. Gardner's alterative medicine, in lieu of 
the old remedy of actual cautery. James Brandon is removed from 
his situation in Covent-garden Theatre: proprietors much blamed 
for assuming the privilege of dismissing their own servants. Rain 
still continues, to the grievous annoyance of divers brokers, who are 
constrained to refrain from Brighton, and to attend to their business 
from want of something better to do. 

Scpttmber, —Ghost of “ Knocking Jack of the North,” still knocking 
and scratching in Cross-street, Hatton Garden : largo and tumultuous 
assemblage of women of fashion, ministers of state, courtesans, poets, 
players, judges, and barristers, who experience an cxti^ordiuary de¬ 
light in being sent to the devil to their faces.' Tithes raised in three 
London parishes: inhabitants advised to use Rowlandis kalydor, which 
“ affords fi pleasing relief after shaving.” More controversy betweea 
Mr. Owen of Lanark and the Presbytery of thafr Ilk : in spite of the 
parallelograms of th6 fo'rmcr, people in general no better than they 
should be. A London Gazette is published without a single iv/icreas : 
in the evening the several tradesmen dluininutcd their houses. Fall of 
the Trocadero amiouncejl upon the Royal Exchange : benevolent hope 
expressed by an alderman that it did not hurt any body. “ The Great 
Unknown” is*\iamned at the Hayraarket Theatre, after undergoing 
that ceremony from all the romance writers of Great Britain. Death 
of Robert Bloomfield the poet: dismay and surprise of several senti- 
mental young ladies on finding that the Farmer’s Boy was fifty-six 
years old. New coinage of double sovereigns : much cavilled at by Sir 
W. C. who hoped that William and Mary would have proved the last. 

October. —The winter theatres open, as usual, with God save the 
King!—“ let sclftjolmen tell us why.” K%ilr. Dando summoned before 
the Lord Mayor on a charge of detaining the money of another person ; 
he is discharged, as incurable^ on pibading that he spells his name with 
a y. Law courts at W’estminster in a progressive state : “ the memo¬ 
rable old pump” said to be “ still suffered to remain meaning-^ it is 
presumed, the British public. The Wesleyan Missionary Society dis¬ 
patch two emissaries to labour in Palestine and a like number to Eu- 
topia. Memorial of a murdered gentleman inserted in the Dublin 
papers. Cobbett xersus Levy, lessee of the Kensington tolls: much 
mutual objurgation before the Bow-street magistrates: plaintiff proves 
defendant a Jew, but the latter fails in proving his adversary a 
Christian. Lord Cochrane in the Brazilian line-of-battle ship, Don 
Pedro the First, shows an wnitbatcd love of prize-money. Several 
instance* of somnambulism in the theatrical world: actors ond 
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actresses seen groping tl^ir way in Little Russell-street and Hart'- 
street through the stage-doors oC the wrong theatre; play-goers 
much puzzled to know where to find tffbm. In consequence of 
the projected improvements of Sj. James’s Palace, several old women 
have received 4 |Dljce to quit. Captain Parry returns from the North 
Pole, and meets with a degree of coldness not experienced by him 
in Baffin’s Bay. Tomb of Baron Swedenborg openedsfpnd the de¬ 
ceased found to have no head: letter from one of his disciples to 
Mr. Sylvanus Urban, showing that he lost it before he wrote his 
Arcana Celestia. 

Noxember .—Several stray murders lying at the police-offices to 
be owned, were claimed by the wrong perpetrators. Mr. Sinclair, 
the singer, denies the temperature of his sitting-room, not wishing to 
be “ thought a greater fool than he is.’^ The alJbey church of Romscy 
broken into by some thieves, but the nave of the church happening 
to be in the pulpit escaped theit'.sacrilcgious clutches. Another Polar 
expedition talked of—“ At him again, Mordeeai, he ’ll get into a dom 
scrape by and by.” Mr. Maberly’s horse-bazaar is removed to the 
winter theatres. Much mischief done on the fifth of November, being 
Guy Faux day, but much more done on the sixth, being the first day 
of Terra. Lord Mayor’s day ; numerous females at open windov^, 
with bare throats gazing at nothing till something comes, and th«i 
closing the ^casement on account of the cold. A woman pitched 
from the roof of the Fortitude Kentish-town coach into an under¬ 
taker’s shop, apd escaped with only a few slight bruises, to the 
great mortification of the sable shopkeeper. The Revenend C. C. 
Colton made a bai^krupt as a wine-merchant: no good ever comes 
of preaching over one’s liquor. Providentinl escape I the elbows of 
nine fiddlers, at the Cateaton-strect concert, gave way, and fell down 
with a tremendous crash ; fortupately nobody was near.* Th6 author 
of Waverley said to have a curious mode of acquainting his domestics 
with his wants, by having th*e wortlp “ brcalffast, lunch, dinner, sup¬ 
per,” painted upon a board. • N.B. The only poet on^cord who can 
call for four meals in a day. A £50. bill said to be swallowed by a 
donkey at Liverpool, and the printed statement^o^ it swallowed by 
several of the species in London. The usual quantum of suicides: 
several poor bodies rescued by the Humane Society from a watery 
grave to be interred in an earthen one. , 

December .—Meeting of Common Council at Guildhall to propose a 
Statue to Riego: ditto in Lincoln’s-Inn Hall to propose a Statue to 
Lord Erskine : ditto in Leadenhall to propose a Statue to Mr. Charles 
Grant: a Scotch India stouk-holc^r proposes that they slfbuld be 
clubbed together in the character of the fhree Graces, and that Sandy 
Mac-q^iisel, the stone-mason in Argyll-street, should have the job. 
Royal Society of Literature offer a new premium for poetry; not a 
garret in Grub-street to be hhd. Ghost of John Knox taketh unto 
itself a wife, to be shade of its shade: less knocking and scratching 
in Cross-street than heretofore: mysteries, moralities, and Drury-, 
lane dramas all end with a marriage. Doctrinal points still undecided; 


One thinks on Calvin Heaven’s own spirit fell. 
Another deems him instrument of Hell. 


Dreadful storm of wind blows over the metropolis: melancholy effects 
thereof: Sir Walter Stirling cannot keep his hat upon his hea<V» Miss 
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F. H. Kelly is cast by violence into Palermo, and falls through the 
boards: Mr. Cobbett and Mr. Wilberforce are thrown violently against 
. each other, and some favAirite American trees of the former arc torn 
up by the roots: an eddy of the rcn^orseless gale carries divers school¬ 
boys prematurely to town for the Christmas holidays: numerous caitifis 
in white great coats are blown from their (^wn.tMVsesfnf o those of other 
people, muttering something about th&^eompliments of the season: 
flights of Norfolk turkies are driven to London: dinner-cards whisk 
through the air bringing heterogeneous relations together on Christ- 
mas-day: gallanti-showmen can hardly keep their legs: red morocco 
almanacs sail about on the wings of the wind, and the vendors of 
them, from fear of a falling slack of chimnies, are forced to take 
refuge in the first blind alley, where the few of them that read 
Horace, reflect, that the year 1823 is rapidly following her departed 
Sister, and exclaim 

“ Eheu! fugaccs, Posthume, Posthumc, 

Labuntur Anni.” 


THE FIELD OF GRUTLl. 

On Italy when parting sunbeams play. 

And lake, and plain, and palace, float in light. 

What scene is fairer than her close of day— 

What sky is brighter than her cloudless night? 

I’ve seen ine midnight moonlight silvering o’er 
Fair Venice—seen Ilenacus’ sunset strand, 

And dreamt till fancy from the gulphs of yore 
Before me bade the Lyric Roman stand : 

But never feeling to my inmost soul 

So thrill’d, as when the dark Waldstctter sea 
I. felt beneath in waves tumultuous roll. 

Bearing to Grutli’s field of Liberty— ^ 

To Gruth’s .field, where, when th’ o’erhanging tower 
Of Sdisberg at midnight still had (lung 
To rock,'tand vale, and lake, the start'iing hour— 

So far, that forked Mythen’s echoes rung— 

In former deys, by midnight unappall’d, 

The gallant Schweitzer launch’d his silent bark 
With muffled oar—and they of Unterwald, 

And Uri’s men—sought, guiding through the dark, 

The cynosure of freedoM kindled there: 

And there with pure, devoted, fearless heart 
Did each atern patriot to his Country swear 
Again its ancient freedom to impart. 

Atict.how they kept their vow, let the page tell 
Which registers the tyrant fif8,8ler’s death; 

The hosts that in Morgarten’s valley fell; 

And Morat’s blood-stain’<l lake, and Laupen's crimson’d heath. 
No—while my memory holds, my Itff-pulse beats, 

No other scene can e’er again excite 
The emotion kindled by those wild retreats 
Of patriot freemen—or the deep delight 
With which I gazed, green Grutli, on thy shore, « 

And those sublime and glacicr’d peaks around. 

And the dark surge lashing the rock-base hoar, 

And drank of mat puie rill which glads thy sacred ground. 


R. 
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** Roiiftseau, Voltaire, dur Gibbon, and dc Stael, 

Leman ! these ^mes |ire worthy of thy shore.”—BvaoN. 

From Calvitv^own fl^llCsdatne de Stael, the banks of this ** lake of 
beauty” have scarcely everilteen without their great mui, for it is no 
bull to include in this term. It is true Madame de Stael owed 
little of her inspiration to her country,—nor was her genius at all of 
the dry severe order which seems to be its natural product. But still 
•^•he lived much at Coppet, if she did not much love it; and her name 
is inseparably interwoven with the associations connected with Geneva 
and its neighbourhood. But it is her name only. Her residence on 
the banks (v^he lake was but the physical, ndt the mental, locale of 
her works. ^ Neither, indeed, does the place itself convey any very 
romantic feelings or ideas; it Is a substantial, and, for the Continent, 
peculiarly comfortabk gentleman’s house,—and nothing more. 

■ But Ferney is the direct contrary of all this, if we except its outward 
appearance, which is exactly that of a French chateau^ and therefore 
\formal and unsightly enough. But, otherwise, it is, of all places inha¬ 
bited by men of genius, one which has the greatest claims to interest. 
It fs a name more closely connected with its great owner, than is ge- 
nerally tliatjpf the dwelling of any writer. “ Du chateau de Ferney*' is 
the date of nearly all tlfose interesting letters, which, like the scattered 
limbs of Osiris,* hate been collected since his death. “ he patriarchc 
de Ferney" is the name by which he is familiarly distinguished by his 
disciples. In a wosd, Ferney is almost as intimate to the ear of his 
_ admirers as his own name. • • 

There is scarcely any man, distinguished for intellect, who ranks 
higher than Voltaire. • * 

* , * -He r^n 

j, Through eaA mode of thclyre, and was maste^f all!” 

—poet in all styles,—dramatist—historian—and, as a wit, superior 
even to him of whom the line I have quoted was originally written.* 
Where is the man who, like him, attained a high rank in every branch 
rary genius? Who can bear, like him, comparison and competi- 
^^.^losc who have devoted their whole lives and minds to the 
^atioiry^one pursuit ? It has been Ihe fashion of late to under- 
eVoltaire as a poet, and, as I think, solely because {)f his unapproach¬ 
ed pre-eminence as a wit. When a man is associated in our minds with 
ludicrous sensations, even though it be only as exciting them against 
ethers, it is with difficulty th&t'^e ciin reconcile ourselves to his 
Ibeing^equal to the higher branches of poetry. But it will scarcely, I 
think, be doubted, that tlie author of Zaire and M6ropc is entitled to 
the rank of a poet of a very high, if not of the very first, order. In¬ 
deed, I think it is owing to the insurmountable nature of the French 
^ool, that Voltaire is not by the side of the highest poets of all. We 
Slh^fah never can be brought to think the language itself equal to the 

* Moore’s verses on the deiith of Sheridan., 

VOI.. X. NO. XXXVI1. C 
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nobler, even if k be to the more tender, decrees of expression. But 
added to this, the ineffable trammels of the French Theatre—its 
statue-like cdldness and rigidity—its monotony—its heartless inflation 
■.-who can be a poet fettered down by such shackles as these ? But 
Voltaire, while he feared to abandon the foi ms, atf^ast, of a style, with¬ 
out which he knew that in France he had no chance of sj^iccess, showed 
how he felt the iron of his chains—and, by what he has done in despite 
of them, proves what he could have done had he been wholly free. 

But if our national taste blind us in some measure to the beauties of 


Voltaire’s higher poetry, there cannot be—and I believe there are not 
—two opinions with respect to his unrivalled wit. Sheridan, our 
greatest name in that way, “ pales his ineffectual fires” before Voltaire. 
To borrow, and differently apply, one of the expressions of the former, 
Voltaire’s wit is as keen, but, at the same time as polished, as his 
sword.” Perhaps, on this account, it cuts the deeper—but, at all 
events, we turn from the severity of tliQ wound to gaze upon the beauty 
of the weapon. 

But the wit is not wit alone; it always carries with it argument 
equally unavoidable and resistless. Look at the whole of Candide; 
throughout that which appears to slight readers, nothing more than a 
laughable, and somewhat loose tale, there is never for an instant lost 
sight of the metaphysical position which it is his object to establish. 
This is displayed in every illustration, however ludicrous^promoted 
in every incident, however farfetched—while the whole is stamped and 
graven on the mind by the matchless felicity of his imagery and terse¬ 
ness of his phrase. There is at times, too, a dash of tlie pathetic, sel¬ 
dom conjoined with such powers of satire. The^e are one or two 
flashes of real nature and tender feeling in Ij Ingenu, w'hich go more to 
the heart, at least to my heart, than all the spun-out sophisms and 
wrought ^protestations of Julie and S^. Preux. But the truth is, that 
Voltaire was a man of both great generosity and itenderness of feeling. 
His exertions in bdhalf oPthc famijy of Clilas bespeak more active and 
effective benevtj^ence, than all the cosmopolitism of Iccitoyen dt Genh'e; 
and who so fully as he answered that truest touchstone of goodness 
of heart, and kindliness of disposition—being beloved by his friends ? 
A man who excites strong attachments—not merely the attachment of 
sexual love, for that is frequently unconnected with real merit of any 
kind, but the affection of a surrounding family and independent friends 
—such a man nexer can be deficient in those qualities which alone 
deserve, as they alone create, such attachment. 


In this, as in almost every thing else, how different from Rousseau ! 
No one loved him —no one could l^ve him. Those, who, from simi¬ 
larity of opinion, and admiration of genius, and, still more, from common 
hatreds, were inclined to form, and in fact who did form, connoxions 


of friendship with him, never could hold them above a year or two. 
Perversely and peevishly selfish, the manner as well as the matter made 


any continuance of intercourse with him impossible. Self, self, was all 
that he loved: it was his Alpha and Omega—his first and his last—his 
only—^his all. Indeed, I cannot at all comprehend how any one who 
has read the Confessions can ever hear afterwards the name of Rousseau 


mentioned without mingled feelings of contempt and disgust. It is 
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not of his filthy details that I noL speak. Some of them, it is true, 
are utterly bestial—but (ff others, the filthiness chiefly consists in their 
being recorded and published. But there are disclosure}^ in the Con¬ 
fessions of a nature (to me) far more revolting than these. For a sample, 
the case of the unha^y fcllbw-servant of Rousseau’s in Italy, whom he 
allowed to be discharged with ignominy for a theft committed by him- 
.self. lie records the prayers and entreaties of the poor girl (who knew 
he was the thief), which must have cut into two any thing worthy of 
being called a human heart. But the truth is, that Rousseau had no 
heart at all; —ay, despite Julie, and St. Preux, and Madame IJoude- 
tot, not so much as would fill the shell of a shrivelled hazel. It is true 
he made Madame Houdetot’s old flannel petticoat into an under-waist¬ 
coat, but I will be bound he would not have given so much as a shirt- 
frill to save her from perishing with cold. , 

IIis defenders have pleaded madness, but his madness was not of a 
nanire to make the plea admissible. It was of that sort and degree 
which prove it, as I may say, to be, to a certain extent, under the con¬ 
trol of the person in whom it ’exists. It was qffichc —he was vain of it 
—and if it was true in a little, it was feigned in a great deal. It was 
more the sourness and skinlessness of exorbitant vanity and self-love 
than at all what we are accustomed to call insanity. It was no more 
to be pitied than the real madness of Swift, wdiich was caused by, or 
rather which twm, only the excess of all the bad passions which belong 
to human flaturc. # 

What a dilleienfc, indeed, between the dioinn (k Ctiike, and tlie 
putnurthc dc /—the one talked sentiment, the other felt it;—the 

one preached universal philanthropy, the other did substift^tial, but at 
the same liine expensive good the one preached love and practised 
hatred, the other, if he wrote epigrams, displayed in his deeds kindli¬ 
ness and warmth of heart. What a contrast, indeed, do the^ circle and 
habits of Ferney m to whailias been so forcibly and justly called 

• -^-“jhe miic and strife. 

And vanities of that man’s life 

But I go even flirther—and nov) I speak under correction, and trem¬ 
blingly, as it becomes a literary heretic. To mysliamcbe it spoken, I 
never could read though the Nouvelle Hcloise. It is to me dulU and 
that simply because I think it unnatural. Those letters are not, in my 
humble judgment and experience, the k'tters which two people would 
write under such circumstances. They have the tone of what the 
French qsWJuuc dm pin an a:— de hcllm phrases, I admit, but still they 
are “ head-work.” It has often been spoken of as matter,of wonder 
that Rousseau wrote slowly and %itli difficulty. Now this does not at 
all surprise me. His eloquence, eloquence though it be, has the ap¬ 
pearance of being painfully elaborated : it docs not, in ray view at the 
least, seem heartgushing and spontaneous. I am perfectly aware that 

* Moorc’i Rhymes on the lloml.—If 1 ha' c somctnm"> lost patience at the praises 
lavished on Rousseau by those who, one would think, ought to know or to feel 
better, I have been proportionnbly gratified by seeing, at last, a man of geniuB 
stand forward to si>eak of him as he deserves. 

c y 
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this is far from being the general opii^ion; but, after having tried once 
and again, 1 cannot help its being mine. I first attempted to read the 
Heloise when I was between seventeen and eighteen, and again about 
two years afterwards—ages wlicn the head is brimmed with poetry, and 
the heart with passion. And yet, the'first time I did not get through a 
volume—the wl)ole appeared to me so overwrought—the author seemed 
so mucliAC haftre leu Jlancs to be tender and impassioned, that, after con¬ 
siderable toil, I gave up the labour in despair. Tlie next time 1 got 
farther, having finished the second volume. But still my feeling re¬ 
mained tlie same. 1 co\ild not see nature and passion in what seemed to 
me the xioik of an author, not the feelings of overwlielming and uncon¬ 
trollable love. 'Bake one instance, which is not far from the begin¬ 
ning of the book, and of which poor Julie herself is made to complain, 
Rousseau evidently thinking some apology to be necessary. 1 mean 
when, at the crisis almost of their fate, when it is doubtful even whether 
they shall ever meet again St. Preux \.'rites her a long letter on the 
relative merits of French and Italian music ! And this is the nature, 
directness, and simplicity for which Rottsseau has acquired so miiclt 
fame! 

But all this, as I have said, is quite under correction; for where so 
many and such people have united in admiring passion atid eloquence, 
they assuredly must in some measure exist. 1 am only grieved that I 
am blind to them. But witli res])pct to Rousseau as a man. it is more 
matter of fact and less matter of opinion. Tire apostle of love —the 
beau ifUal of all that is fond and fervent, impassioned^ delicate, and 
tender, is cpntent to share his mistress, and his first mistress, with "her 
servant of all work !—the creator of Julie, and St.^ Preux marries his 
maid—the author of KmUe sends his children to the roimdhng hos¬ 
pital !—and, therefore, all who visit (reneva must talk ecstasies about 
Rousseau«! ** 

Give me Perney ! for the reulitji of Voltaire, with all liis faults, is to 
me relief after the‘sickly"and cragy elocfuence*of Jean Jacques:— 
proceed we thirii^r. The house stands abdut a mile w'ithin the French 
boundary, on the road between Geneva and Gcx. It is of considerable 
extent, squarc-builfc, with broad caves, the walls white, and the shut- ’ 
ters of bright green. An avenue of poplars leads up to the door frjpm 
the gate, about fifty yards. On one of the wings are astronomietd and 
geometrical emblems, on the other theatrical ones, meaning, perhaps, 
to designate the observatory, if one there were, and the theatre. But 
I have read somewhere that the theatre stood before this wing—and I 
do not exactly see what Voltaire would do with an observatory. Cer¬ 
tain it is, however, these emblems j^xist there. There are only two 
rooms of the house which are*shown, the rest being occupied by the 
family of the present proprietor. These two are said to be exactly in 
the same state in which they were when Voltaire left Forney on his last 
journey to Paris, and they have every appearance that the truth is so. 
The first was the salon de compa^nie; it is an octagon form, with crim¬ 
son tapestry, and a large ornamented and gilded stove, crowned with 
a bust of Voltaire. This recalled to my mind the famous sto’-y of 
Phidias Pigallc, recorded by Grimm ; but I could not make out from 
our very stupid conductor whether this had any thing in common 
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with tliat celebrated productions The room is also adorned^ with a 
number of indifferently painted pictures of Venuses and Cupids—all 
sufficiently naked. There is, however, one other which^ is very re¬ 
markable for its subject, though jts execution is even inferior to that of 
the next. It is an emblematical piece, representing, in the centre, 
Voltaire, witl>the Henfiade in his hand, being presented by a female 
figure representing France, to Apollo. There is a strange and some¬ 
what ludicrous contrast between the stiff modern brench habits of 
Voltaire and bis conductress, and the classical nudity of the god. A 
little to the right are flying figures—something like Cherubim or Cu¬ 
pids—crowning the bust of Voltaire in a full-bottomed wig. On the 
left are Fame and other allegorical personages, whom I could not re¬ 
cognize,—while in the front are Furies annihilating breron and Vol¬ 
taire’s other enemies, whose*works are labelletl on their backs 1 The 
most extraordinary part of the whole is, that, we were assured this piece 
was composed under the immediate direction of Voltaire himself! I 
cross-questioned the old guide with regard to this repeatedly, but he 
stuck immovably to his point. 

But the bed-room was the chief object of interest—for here, besides 
the very bed on which he slept, is the tomb erected by Madame Denis, 
which contained his heart, 'fhe heart was removed to the Pantheon at 
tlie time of the sale of the chateau to M. do Briidet, the present occu¬ 
pant. The tomb is pyramidical, and crowned with a bust. Over the 
whole arc these words*“ dic.s nicinc.\ ionl comohes, piiisque mon Cditr est 
ait Milieu de xmiSt* and, on a black board, stretched across the centre 
of the monument, is inscribed in letters of gold, “ Son ^prit est pur- 
tout, ft sun cacur eU id" How true, said my companion, that son es¬ 
prit csi part out! for here are we, two Englishman, who have all day been 
doing nothing but spouting extracts from his works, nnd are conre in 
pilgrimage to his divelling. The board, however, docs not Contain the 
whole outlie inscription 1 h^ve transcribed, for a part was broken off— 
the work, as we were\old, of the Austrians, who also had mutilated the 
monument in a manner which till then I had ascrib^t to the dilapida¬ 
tion of Time. My blood boiled, and my choler rose at this. The 
barbarians !—the worse than savages I Do tht^ ill partake the spirit 
of their blockhead b'mperor, who desired to have no learned men in 
his dominions, thus to hate so strongly all that emanates from mind 
that they mutilate the monument of departed genius ? It has been the 
fashion to cry out against the licence of the French soldiery,—but//irj/ 
always respected literary glory. During the war (the first war) in 
Spain, when there was so much exasperation on both sides, the inha¬ 
bitants of Toboso were spared.from all exaction, solelybecause it 
was the, fictioned rcsidtuice of Dulcinea.t And could not the very 


* It was one of Voltiiirc’s pcciiliaritios that he would not sit for his portrait; 
and when PiKulle was sent from Paris by his followers and admirers, to mould his 
bust, he always made the most outraxcous grimaces whenever the artist attempted 
to cptch the likeness. He was about to return to Pans in despair, when one day 
the conversation happened to turn on Aaron’s golden calf, and 
his professional opinion that such a piece of sculpture could not‘ ^ ' 

the tim.- stated,—which dclighled Vcdtaire so much, that, as a reward, he sat 
down (lUile still for half an hour, during which the model was completed. 

* t Sec M. dc Uocca s account of the War in Spam. 
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abode —the tomb itself—of one like Voltaire ftod mercy in the sight of 
those who lay claim to be ranked among the civilized nations of the 
earth ? I can understand, if I cannot pardon, their robbing this room 
of two pictures, because they were tvortb two hundred louis ; but for 
them wantonly to deface this humble tomb and the inscription of the 
poet’s praise,—this indeed argues a base and utter brutality of feeling, 
which it is to be hoped none but those who wear the livery of Francis 
of Austria can feel. 

I'liebedstead is of plain unpainted deal. Tlierc is a small canopy over 
it in the French style, within which is a picture of Le Kain—a head 
wreathed with laurel. I thought, but it rniglit be i-Jeal, that the coun¬ 
tenance bore some resemblance to Talma—though it was not quite so 
full a face as Talma’s is.,now. On one side hung a portrait, in silken 
embroidery, of Catherine of Russia—which tlic guide said was hode dc 
sa main ; but this, besides its great imprijbability, was evidently not the 
case, as in the corner was written “ Lhsullc inv. H fa and at the 
bottom was “ Vrasente d M. de Voffalie pat tauteur." Betyvecn this 
and the bed was a picture of Frederic the Great. It is the only 
one I ever saw not representing him an old man; in this, he does 
not appear above forty, and I think the countenance lacks, especially 
about the mouth, much of that intense shrewdness which the later pic¬ 
tures present. As a fellow to this, on the other side of the bed, hangs 
a picture of Voltaire himself, at about tlie samevperiod of Iffe, or per¬ 
haps a few years older. This is a very excellent pijtnrc—the expres¬ 
sion of the eyes is peculiarly real and cutting. Opposite to Catherine 
is M™''. de Clratelct, and in this I v^as disa}>p()intcd. The picture, it is 
true, was faded and feeble; but there was nothing rdhnarkably interest¬ 
ing in it in any vvay, except the fact of its being that of M"“. dc Cha- 
telet. On eaclK ode of tlie window which faces the bed, were several 
prints of bis most celebrated contemporaries, with |omc distinguished 
additions. There were, or one side, Diderot, a, fine striking Roman 
head—Newton -v-Franklin—Racine—Miltwi—Washington—Corncillf 
—Martnontcl;—on the other, Thomas—Leibnitz—Mairan—d’Alem¬ 
bert—Helvetius—ai\d Jthe Due dc Cboiscnl. 'The portrait of d’Alem¬ 
bert, of whom 1 had never seen one before, disappointed me a good 
deal; it was more like that of a sharp, vivacious, humorous French¬ 
man, than of the great geometrician—though I believe Spurzhciin 
would say that, like the turnijf, he had a mathematical forehead. In 
addition to these, there was a print of the family of Calas leceiving the 
order for the reversal of liis sentence. I do not wonder that Voltaire 
should like.to look upon this,—for of all the actions of his li e there is 
none to which he might revert Hiith ifttch unmingled satisfaction. He 
saw what he believed to be an act of cruel and bloody injustice, and he 
stepped from his way to relieve, as far as it was yet possible to relieve, 
the sufferers. He gave his time, his talents, the influence of bil^ great 
fame, to redressing the wrongs of those wlio had no claim en him but 
that of being aggrieved fellow-creatures. He braved the danger -vliich 
he incurred from bigotry in power, to which he was already obnoxious 
—he raised his voice till the truth could no longer be '•oncealed—till 
justice could no longer be denied. 

Near this bangs a sort of emblematical print of the tomb of Voltaire 
in Paris, dedicated to “ La Marquise de villcttc, dame de Ferncy"— 
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“ belle et bonne,'* as he used to <4ll her. In another part of the room 
are two very pretty pictures of a boy and a Madonna-looking girl, 
which our old Cicerone said were painted by order of Voltaire. The 
boy is a Savoyard, with a tattered cockcd-hat, and the young woman, 
we were told, was “ hd Blanchisscuse,” and more than that deponent 
knew not. If it were* really of the blanchisseuse, I can only say that 
Voltaire had a very pretty washerwoman. 

The church which “ Dvo erexit Voltaire** was locked, and the man 
who kept the keys was at work in the fields. The far-famed inscrip¬ 
tion is taken down, and there is nothing to distinguish the church ex¬ 
cept a plain pyraraidical monument, very much resembling in shape 
that in the bed-room, which Voltaire had built for himself in case he 
had died at Ferney. Over a stable-door nearly adjoining, is the quaint 
inscription “ Oiliiim non hostium** • 

We went into the garden, which is laid out in the old French taste, 
with a fish-pond in the middi;p, and arboured walks, square parterres, 
&c. From the terrace there ig a very fine view of the Jura on one side, 
and of the Alps with Mont Blanc on the other. If I were inclined to 
morali/c in analogy, 1 might say that such a locale is in good keeping 
with Voltaire’s writings and genius. He was confined within what has 
been termed “ the trim parterre of the Gallic Musebut yet he had 
a*commanding sight of free and gigantic nature. If he was in some 
measure thraldom, he knew wlnt liberty was; if—but it is late at 
night, and if I get Intcf this train, as the man says in the farce, “ there is 
no reason whj^ I ^lould ever stop,”—so I shall wish myself good-night 
at once. _ X. 


ODE TO THE CLOSII^G *YEAR. 

Oh, why shopUl I attempt to ring •• 
• The knell of Time in sorrowing tone, 
Or.sadly ttme my lyre to siag • 

A requiem o’er\he year that's gone 
It has not been to me so bright 
That I should mourn its timely end. 

Or sit me down in grief to write* • 
Farewell to a departing friend ! 

And if'twould tarry now with me, 

I should in sooth be apt to say, 

“ Pass on ! I Ve had tob much of thee 
To thank thee for an hour’s delay.” 

Thy course was mark’d, dark closing year. 
By many a sigh and bitter tear, 

By prom isedjoyWi too lyig delay’d, 
opes that only bloom’d to fade. 

By all that steals the cheek’s warm glow, 
And wrings the heart with silent woe. 
Damps the gay plumes of Fancy’s wing. 
And nips her blossoms ere they spring, 
And turns the lightsome lay of gladness 
Ji’en in its flow to strains of sadness. 

And shades with clouds of care and fear 
The promise of another year, 

I 


A. S. 
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“ Our victorii’s only Jed ns to farther visionary prospects; advantage was takca 
of the sanguine temper which success had wrought the nation up to.”-SwitT. 

What pigmies in intellect, however*gigantic in stature, were those 
old rebellious Carbonari, the Titans, with their clumsy expedient of 
piling Pclion upon Ossa, and their hopeful project of taking the skies 
by escalade ! It is the moderns, with their diminutive bodies and Ti- 
tanian intellects, piling up one discovery u{>on another, and bringing all 
matter under the dominion of mind, who have climbed up, as it were, 
into the heavens, detected all the laws, motions, and distances of the 
celestial bodies, and brought the whole system of the universe as much 
within the grasp of our apprehension as if it were as tangible as the 
planisphere upon our table, by which it 'is represented in epitome. 
Ilaving found for our moral lever what Archimedes wanted for his 
material one—a basis, we have perfornled what he threatened, by 
raising the world. When Queen Elizabeth told Bacon that Ips house 
was too small for liim, he replied—“ It is your Majesty who have made 
me too big for my liouse we are all of us in thcsqitie predicairent with 
respect to the eartli wherein we dwell; the majesty of our rn’nds has 
made it too narrow for our full expansion. This paltry sphere was 
well enough in the outset of oiir career, but we have penetrated into 
all its secrets, analysed its composition, .sifted, weighed, decoispounded, 
exhausted, used it up, and conquered it, and have'bdthing left, but, like 
so many Alexanders, to sit down and blubber for frnetjf one. Have 
we not rumim^ed and ransacked its uttermost corners until the Row is 
reduced to the greatest dilKculty in keeping up the tannual supply of 
new travels ? have we not mounted above the clouds in balloons, made 
our descent upon the earth in paracfHites, like so many Apollos with 
umbrellas above 'dur heads; drawn down ejcctric fire from heaven with¬ 
out incurring the punishment of Prometheus ; spd'rtcd beneath the 
waves in diving bellS, and ^ constructed subaqueous edifices with as 
much composure h? if wc were Tritons rumling up a coial palace for 
Amphitrite; crawled into tlie very bowels of the earth to extract its 
riches by the assistar.ct of Davy’s wire-gauze lamp, more wonderful 
than Aladdin’s; and sunk wells with as much perseverance as if we were 
digging to unkennel that fresh-water mermaid—Truth ? By wielding 
the omnipotence of an impalpable vapour w-e have acquired such a 
dominion over matter that there is nothing too stupendous for the all- 
subjugating grapple of our machines, while we can impel ponderous ves¬ 
sels through the waves, even against wind and tide, with the velocity of 
a thunderboltfrom coal and oil we have extracted a subtle gas, which 
being conducted for miles through subCtRTancan darkness, or brought 
to our doors and retailed by the pint or half-pint, supplies at wiH a 
perpetual light;—by means of the telegraph we can converse in a few 
hours with persons stationed at the distance of a whole Continent; and 
by the magic of writing we can not only conjure up a portrait of 
the minds of the ancients, by referring to their works, (so much more- 
interesting than any copy of their bodily lineaments which might have 
bdbn committed to the perishable records of paint or marble,) but we 
can eternize our own thoughts, sentiments, almost our very voices, and 
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transmit them unimpaired^o the ^test posterity, when the evanescent 
frame from which they emanated shall be scattered in the air in the 
form of dust. Really, Mr. Editor, one’s mind may be allowed to 
strut a little in the pride of its achievements—to parody the artists 
“ ed io anche son’ Pittore!” by exclaiming, “ I, too, am a man!”—to 
look down witl>some contempt on its fleshly tegument as upon a scurvy 
companion whom it only condescends to notice from certain ties of 
consanguinity; and even to consider the spacious earth itself as but a 
larger species of prison, or cage, from which we shall ultimately escape, 
and take our flight to enjoy in a nobler sphere a more exalted destiny. 

If wo arc already prone to leap out of our materiality in the vain¬ 
glorious aspirations of the spirit, what shall restrain us within the 
bounds of moderation when all the improvements now projecting shall 
have received their full accom'plishment, and th*e new patents for which 
applications have been made shall have been practically developed ? 
The company for realizing Dr. iJarwin’s suggestion of moderating the 
burning ardours of the torrid «one, by towing a large portion of the 
icebergs from the northern to tlie southern latitudes, is already in a 
considerable state of forwardness, and the shares are selling at a hand¬ 
some premium. From this most ingenious process a double advantage 
will be derived : — first, in so tempering the rigour of the arctic circle, 
by withdrawing the frozen barrier in which it is immured, that the 
Esquimaux #nay be enabled to crawl, for three whole months of the 
year, out of the holes in which they live, without having their noses 
nipped off by the sefissors of Boreas ; while the Laplanders may turn 
the woolly side of the skins in which they arc clothed, outwards in¬ 
stead of inwards, tOhthe great comfort of the inhabitants of the country, 
and the paramount discomfort of the inhabiianfs of the fleece—videli¬ 
cet, the fleas. (Such are the terms set forth in the application to Par¬ 
liament for a charter.)—Secondly, by effecting such a modification of 
the torrid temperatuFe that tjie negroes who now proiluce wool upon 
tlieir heads and the sTleep hair, may effect an excfianwe, to the mani¬ 
fest advantage of both parties, and the obvious increase of British com¬ 
merce. It is calculatccl that tlie natives of the great Desert will shortly 
be enabled to purchase ice-creams at three cowtiA the glass, and to 
grow blackberries, sloes, and crab-apples, where the soil now pro¬ 
duces nothing hut figs, melons, and pomegranates; while, if we cannot 
realize the much-ridiculed notion of wasWng the blackamoor white, we 
may reasonably hope to cool him down to a bronze heat, or perhaps 
ultimately refrigerate him to a bright mahogany. Many subsidiary 
benefits will result from this grand undertaking. It is notorious that 
we have sent two expeditions to«thc North Pole, at a grSat risk of 
human life and a prodigious consumption of time and coals, for the 
purpbsc of making the notable discovery that a certain under-secretary 
was wrong in all his positions and anticipations ; but if the opposing 
mountains of ice be fairly hauled away to be hung up to dr^pon the 
equinoctial line, or rather to undergo their annual liquefactioR like the 
blood of St. Januarius, it is presumable that our next Discovery shipa 
will bo enable<l to proceed without opposition to the loadstone axletree^ 
which is supposed to protrude from the sea at the North Pole, carry a 
specimen of it through Baftin’s Bay to the sea of Kamschatka, and so 
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make a short voyage home by thi new c^t across the Isthmus of 
Darien. A second and not less important advantage will be the great 
impulse given to our manufactures from the number of steam-engines 
that must necessarily be employed ip removing and towing such im¬ 
mense masses. Perkins’s apparatus will be used, and by navigating the 
vessels by Carbonari from the neighbourhood of Mount Vesuvius, who 
are accustomed to coals and explosions, it is calculated that a pressure 
of fifteen hundred atmospheres to the square inch may be safely expe¬ 
rimented, at which charge an engine of the smallest dimensions will at¬ 
tain such a prodigious concentration of power, as to drag an iceberg of 
a mile in circumference, supposing the requisite impulsion and velocity 
can be communicated to it, at the rate of twenty miles an hour. As 
the whole of the shares are not yet sold, a few subscribers may still be 
taken in upon application at the proper office. 

A second undertaking, not less gigantic in its conception or beneficial 
in its object, has been suggested i)y the following portion of an ancient 
Milesian astronomical hymn, entitled Langolec.” 

“ l.ong life to the moon, for a nol)le sweet creature, 

'j'hat series us with lainjilight each nigb.t in the dark ; 

Wliilc the sun only shines in the day, which by nature 
Wants no light at all, as you all may remark ;— 

Put as for the moon, by my soul, 1 ’ll he hound. Sir, * 

’Twould sa\c the whole nation a great many pound, Sir, 

To subscribe for to light her up all the y<fcr round. Sir, 

Och ! it’s true as 1 ’m now singing LangoleeJ” ' 

• 

This valuable hint is likely to be realized by an ingenious applica¬ 
tion of Dr. Black’s theory of latent heat. It is well known that all 
bodies contain a certain portion of caloric, which they give out by 
pressure ; alnigst every substance becomes warm by friction, cold metals 
may be hammered till they are hot, and we haVe now a familiar illus¬ 
tration of this prinijiple in^the now instantijneous-l%ht machines, which 
produce fire by simple pressure of*tlie atmosphdte. Independently of 
the quantity ot this subtle element with wliich the moon, in common 
with all matter, is pervaded, she must have absorbed, almost to 
saturation, the ardent rays of the sun which have been playing upon 
her surface for such a succession of ages, and we have thus animmens^ 
reservoir of quiescent moonshine ready to be reconverted into active 
sunshine, if adequate means ctui be found for its expression. To effect 
this purpose it is proposed to raise in patent btlloons a sufficient num¬ 
ber of hydraulic presses to compel the moon to give out caloric in the 
proportions that may be required. From accurate calculations it ap¬ 
pears tha! a sufficient quanti^ m|||r be easily procured to doable the 
attraction of that planet upon Rie ocean, and.uf couv.se to enable ships 
to work double tides—an incalculable benefit to our commerce.* By 
converging the rays into a focus, and directing them to particular ponds 
and lake^their temperature may be raised lo the boiling point, or 212 
of Fahreifeit, which will effect an imporfant saving in the making of 
tea and all culinary processes, to say nothing of the improvement of the 
^general health by such extensive and natural warm baths. From the 
known influence of this luminary upon lunatics, some unfavourable 
symptoms may at first be manifested by our amateur actors, craniolo- 
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gists, writers of Visions oft Judgment, followers of Joanna Southcote, 
believers in Prince Hohenlohe’s miracles, March hares, and holders of 
Spanish, Poyais, and Columbian Stock; but on the other hand, the ad¬ 
ditional heat will enable us to grow at least double the quantity of cab¬ 
bage, an important solace to artisans in general, but more particularly 
to our tailors. ‘Compensation must of course be made to our writers 
of Sonnets to the Moon, who will be cut short of their whole fourteen 
lines if they cannot apostrophise her as pale Cynthia, and dissert upon 
her chaste ray and mild lustre; but this expense will be more than re¬ 
paid by the treasures that will doubtless be discovered in that repertory 
of all lost things, from the wits of Orlando down to the wit of Don 
.Tuan. The Lord of the lantern and bush, who has so long stood in his 
own light, w'ill be let down by a parachute and^exhibited at Bullock's 
in Piccadilly, as the Man out of the Moon, from which it is expected to 
procure a sufficient revenue to raise the wind for the balloons. 

Many ingenious mechanicians entertain serious doubts as to the 
feasibility of the third scheme, for whicli patents have been taken out, 
though 1 cannot myself’,see any scientific grounds for their misgivings. 
Volcanoes are now uft.Ji'ersally admitted to owe their projectile power 
to steam. Water from the surface of the earth, or from some of the 
caserns of the deep, comes in contact with the subterranean fires, pro¬ 
ducing such an instantaneous expansion of vapour that in its efforts to 
escape, it tcfirs open^:th§ surface and carries ail before it, thus forming 
a natural steam-eii^mc. Hitherto its tremendous power, being left to 
its own irrcguhir energies, has cither ended in smoke, or produced 
terror, havock, and destruction, by desolating plains and overwhelming 
cities. It is high time to stop these mischievous pranks, and avail our¬ 
selves of that stupendous engine which Nafur& herself has built, and 
offers us ready made and for nothing, even supplying inexhaustible 
reservoir of fuel without one shilling expense. It is proposed to fix 
an apparatus over tfie cratiw of Vesuvius, sp as to. convert the moun¬ 
tain into a regular steam-engine, turning a river into oqe of the smaller 
orifices to generate the vapour in any quantities, and of course provi¬ 
ding safety-valves for its escape after a certain j^rcssure, which, as the 
mountain itself forms the boiler, may be carried to* many thousand at¬ 
mospheres upon the square inch. The direction of this incalculable 
power, which will give the shareholders the command of the whole 
world, is a matter for future consideration ; but it is proposed in the 
first instance to make Vesuvius instrumental to the complete excavation 
of Herculaneum and Pompeii, which seems but fair, as it was the sole 
cause of their destruction, and to project all the excavated rubbish into 
the Hellespont, so as to stop tbe passage of the Dardanelles to the 
Turkish fleet, and thus operate a favourable diversion for the Greeks. 
The*projector is decidedly of opinion that by this enormous engine he 
can, if necessary, stop the diurnal motion of the earth upon it axis—an 
invaluable security to our Asiatic possessions, as in the event of a mu¬ 
tiny or revolution in that quarter we could keep them in till dark for 
six months, and .so ruin them in the cost of candles ; or renew the days 
of Phaeton, by scorching them in the sun until they allowed us to rul% 
the roast. A certain theorist has suggested that we might even raise 
the earth nearer to the sun, provided it was previously lightened by 
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embarking in balloons all our heaviest and<ni 08 t bulky articles—such 
as the History of Brazil, the Court of Aldermen, Busby’s Lucretius, 
Louis Dixhuit, all our tomes of controversial divinity, the elephant at 
Exeter Change, &c. &c.—but I confess I am dispos^Ob consider this 
scheme as the chimsera of a visionary. 

Others may perhaps be disposed to pronounce a similar judgment upon 
the fourth project, which will, however, be very shortly in a course of 
actual experiment. It appears by the last papers from America that a 
Colonel Sims has proposed to the President to discover a new world, 
and has demanded a squadron for the purpose. This terra incognita 
he maintains to be situated xcithin our own globe—that the old earth, in 
fact, has a young one in its stomach; and the arguments by which he 
supports this strange position are both numerous and plausible. If 
Columbus, by merely consulting a map of the world, became convinced 
that tlie equipoise of the system required a counter-ponderant conti¬ 
nent in the southern ocean, the colonel insists that we may a fortiori 
conclude that the earth must contain'another within it. in the first 
place, he observes, that Nature is ever economical of her means, creating 
nothing in vain; but that if wc presume the whole contents of our 
planet, which is nearly eight thousand miles in diameter, to bo solid, 
there would not only be an incredible waste of materials, but that Jihe 
weight of such a prodigious mass would infallibly drag us out of our 
sphere in tlie system of the universe, and precipitate us into the blind 
abysses of space. M. Dupin calculates the weight of thegreat pyramid 
at above ten millions of tons ; yet what is this huge'pile/ enormous as it 
is, compared to a single mountain ? and what are all the mountains and 
seas upon the surface of the earth, compared to«its cubic contents ? 
By supposing it to be hbllbw, its buoyancy in space becomes no longer 
inexplicable, jyid the principal difficulty that remains is to discover 
the door bf entrance, which the coloned confidently pronounces to be 
situated at the North Pqle. It is conjectured that all the mountains 
of the undiscovered land are formed of loadstone* and that the position 
of the aperture *ltxiding to them occasions* the polarity of the needle. 
Its name occasioned some little difficulty, the term new world being 
already applied, the* ritw new world being deemed tautologous; Simsia 
was rejected as not being classical, Simia as exposed to a ludicrous 
perversion, Subterranea as not strictly accurate, the country being 
rather within than beneath ou»own, on which account it was finally re¬ 
solved to term it Intcrranca. A loan has already been raised for the 
new government, and the Interrancan five per cents, arc quoted at 
96, having been done at a 100. A bookseller in the Uow has given a 
considerable sum for the copy-righttfof the Voyage, and the public of 
Imth Continents (who now discover the appropriateness of that designa¬ 
tion since they contain another within them) are looking with the uAnost 
anxiety for the results of this interesting voyage. H. 
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It may not ^l|?ays be possible, in tlie formation of travelling alli¬ 
ances, to fores^^diat opposition t>f tastes and opinions which I have 
described as tenffig, in various ways, to damp enjoyment and awaken 
disgust; but th’e inconvenience arising from a discrepancy of pursuits 
may generally be anticipated. I have therefore avoided the mineralogist, 
with his two-pound hammer and his budget of broken stones, looking as 
if be had carried off one of Mr. M‘Adain’s roads ; I liave shunned the 
botanist, who would lead me through miles of marsh to meet with a 
nondescript duckweed, or starve me on a barren crag while he com¬ 
pleted his set of lichens, or fix me a whole day in a hedge-alehouse, 
that he might study a scarce kind of houselcek; and I have generally 
kept aloof from all those ardent travellers who pursue any study or 
amusemert so indiscreetly and \vith so little prudent rcsjilct of persons, 
times, or places, as to procure themselves a mortifying notoriety 
wherever they appear. A very well-meaning enthusiast of this class 
is my resppcMd ac^u^ntance Mrs. Sarah Clackmannan, a lady of 
great literary attainm^te but unbounded simplicity, who makes it her 
boast to study human nature from the drawing-room to the cottage. 
Kvery journey she takes is, to her, a sentimental one, and the choicest 
results of her observation are from time to time collected into elegant 
volumes andf printed for private distribution ; a harmless indulgence 
of vanity in a maidep of large fortune and of “ a certain age.” In the 
drawing-room her peculiarities are understood and humoured ; but the 
cottage whicli she has visited as a stranger (for where she is'known her 
approach is welcome*notwithsfandinghcr eccent^;icity of conduct) never 
receives her a second time without marked uneasiness ; and very often, 
if she has been descried at a distance, every inmate is gone to^he fieli^ 
by the time she taps^it the door.’ Her custom is to establish herself in 
the midst of the rural«family, and interrogak* every person in down¬ 
right terras upon such mattess as appear to her most iaferesting; the 
men upon their village feuds, their amours, jealousies, pecuniary losses, 
and the faux-pas of their female relations; the wgn\cn upon their ma¬ 
trimonial expectations, their rivalries, and their disappointments in 
love. Unhappily, nature has not formed her for the arts of insinuation; 
her bodily proportions approach rather to those of the elk tlian of the 
antelope ; in other words, she is a large,* bony person, about six feet 
high ; she steps up a staircase like the statue in Don Giovanni ,* her 
voice says in all its tones “ We are a giantessher laughtoSr might be 
supposed the cackle of Sindbad’s wc ; her condolence, the mpaning of 
Glumdalclitcli for the loss of Grilmig ; «nd when she adopts a sooth¬ 
ing tone, it is as if one should make love through a speaking-trumpet. 
Meeting her once at a watering-place, I was ensnared into an accept¬ 
ance of her offer to carry me in her pony-chaise through some of the 
neighbouring villages. At the first of these she began her accustomed 
visits to the cottages ; and she questioned an innocent-looking girl, the 
parish-clerk’s daughter, in such a manner that I became uncomfortable 
at the third query, and in five minutes was obliged, from mere embar¬ 
rassment, to stroll into the street. By and by I had great difficulty to 
dissuade her from alighting at a house ivhcre it was evident no modest 
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woman ought to be seen, nor indee^ any man who Valued appearances. 
At last groups began to assemble at the docfrs and gaze after us, and I 
overheard some talk of a man in woman’s clothes ; my fair companion 
asked me what the people said ; I muttered something about a typhus 
fever, and Mrs. Clackmannan, who ds afraid of every thing, but par¬ 
ticularly of infectious diseases, wheeled her pony about and fled home 
with as much alacrity as I could desire. * 

I cannot forget, among the fellow-travellers who have exposed me 
and themselves to an unwelcome share of public notice, a gentleman 
who once accompanied me from Lausanne, W'hen I had occasion to leave 
that city in considerable haste. We were setting out before daybreak, 
in a very dark morning. All at once it struck my companion that he 
had never paid a visit to the celebrated house and garden in which Mr. 
Gibhon completed his Jloman History. ^ Without explaining himself to 
any one, he took up an ostler’s lantern, and very quietly walked down 
the street to Gibbon’s house, where he made such vigf)*-ous application 
to the bells and doors as roused not only the inhabitants of this classical 
abode, but their neighbours on every'side. To make himself under¬ 
stood by the quaking porter, who at last answered his summons, was 
an affair of more time than the emergency' allowed, and the bold 
Briton, first putting an ecu into the man’s hand and desiring him not 
to be uneasy, marched familiarly through the house, let himself into 
the garden, took two turns on the terrace, examined the summer¬ 
house wnth his lantern, and came back well Svitislied with his esploit, 
and very indiff’erent to the opinions of some hundred lookers-on, who 
were gathered together in the streets and at the windows, part of them 
terrified, pUrt angry, part amused, but all willing to put the worst 
consiruction upon this outrage of the mad English. It rccpiired the 
sacrifice of a few more ec*us to abridge our explanation with the police 
oh this unseasonable tribute to dc'partcd genius, and we aid not escape 
from Lausanne till it was light enough*for the smicy citizens to laugh 
in our facca. Again, in <he course of tint samc^journey, we had fixed 
our residence •(,or the evening intone of t^e soberest Swiss towns, Lu- 
cern; my companion was, by some accident, separated from me, and 
I presently found him, to iny infinite shame and consternation, shout¬ 
ing at the highest pitch of his voice in a court of the Ursulinc convent. 
When he had finished this exercise, he laughed several times with great 
energy, after which he changed his place and shrieked, then barked 
like a dog, and w'as at last beginning to thunder out a stave of “ Old 
Towler,” when I recovered presence of min:l enough to lay hands upon 
him and cut short his amusement. Several domestics of the convetit 
had been.gazing at him in silent alarm, but without daring to approach, 
as they naturally supposed higi to some,raging demoniac, or a p^r-; 
son just seized with hydrophobia. I enqOired what ailed him, ancl if 
he were determined to bring the whole town upon us ? “ Do not in¬ 

terrupt me,” he said, (and began to crow like a cock,) “ I am only try¬ 
ing for an echo. , It is very odd, I am sure I read in—I don’t know 
whose travels, that there was an echo about the Ursuline convent in 
this city, whiqh gave five responses. But these things are very hard 
to find sometimes. 1 once shouted three days at an old abbey in 
Ireland before I could make it answer. The people were so ignorant 
they knew nothing about it. But, as you say, perhaps I in a mis- 
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take here. I thought it was the Urfulines. We will try the Carmelites 
as we walk home." ^ 

My first associate in any tour of pleasure was my honest, simple, 
and affectionate schoolfellow George Waters, an enthusiastic lover of 
the picturesque, and an humble ttillower of Gilpin and his disciples. 
His chief solace and amusement, even from childhood, was to sit in 
the open air and draw landscapes ; but one hard fatality has attended 
all his efforts from that time even to the present; that no person, un¬ 
less previously informed, could ever say with certainty what place his 
drawing represented. At the time of our first leaving school, my 
friend Waters and 1 set out on a pedestrian tour through Wales ; I un¬ 
dertaking all meaner cares of the expedition, and he engaging to sketch 
the country as we went along, till wc should have the whole princi¬ 
pality in our portfolio. Poor Waters’s execution was rather tardy, and 
untoward events would sometimes interrupt our proceedings : once in¬ 
deed we narrowly escaped rougli usage from the natives, when my 
friend had got into a tree for thq sake of improving his prospect, not 
noticing that the boughs bore apples, nor reflecting that he had climbed 
a fence to arrive at this, station. It was obvious that no other place 
would have afforded aldefeent side-screen to the landscape in hand, but 
the clowns did not understand painter’s English, and the drawing was 
not • sufficiently advanced to speak for itself. Shortly afterwards, 
either from sitting too long on a tombstone while my companion deli¬ 
neated the church of Llatigibby, or from remaining several hours ex¬ 
posed to the sun andjlies on a similar occasion, in a swamp near Har¬ 
lech, 1 was attactced with fever; our journey was interrupted at its re¬ 
motest point, our funds failed, and, before any remittances could reach 
us, poor Waters hadT sold his pencils, his irvJcs, his mathematical in¬ 
struments, and in short, his w'holc drawing-case piece by piece, re¬ 
taining only his landscapes, whicji nobody could be prevjiled,upon to 
buy. « 

Immediately after tltc last^cacc we again became fellow-travellers 
in Italy and the Tyrol; but* advancing years had now’robbed both 
friends of that elastic spirit and that openness to pleisurablo impres¬ 
sions which had given a charm to our earlier expsdiiion, in the midst 
of its disasters, lie had become more inert, I more impatient, and 
altliough I esteemed his character and took deKght in his conversation, 
I was now fully sensible of the ridicule to which his peculiarities ex¬ 
posed us. Once indeed I was highly provoked, when I heard the 
people of a small town where we then resided, call one another to see 
the Englishman dancing a minuet with their church-steeple, and on 
looking out, perceived my friend,,^ gaunt stiff man of a molancholy 
countenance) deliberately stepping^oqi feft to righf and from right to 
left of the church yard, and eyeing the steeple with great earnestness, 
as if it had really been his partner in a ball-room. Me did not even 
jierceive the groups that were amusing themselves at his expense, so 
entirely was he occupied in fixing his point of view a projected 
landscape, by bringing the church into a line with some distant glaciers. 
On our return northward wc met with an adventure even more un- 
pleasitht than the affair of the apple-tree. We had entered a frontier 
town where the garrison regulations were at that time enforced with 
great vigilallCc and severity. My friend, notwithstanding several ad- 
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monitions, had persisted in sketching certain picturesque points about 
the citadel, till at length he was arrested^and carried before some of 
the officers on duty, as a person suspiciously employed in noting down 
the defences and inlets of the place. The trespasses he had really 
committed in this way were too trifiing for a notice, but in 

turning over the whole of his sketchbook, these wg§eious inquisitors 
found weighty matter of accusation. “ Here,” said one of the Ger¬ 
mans, “ here is a view of the Old Sallyport; not a stone forgotten 
upon my word !” “Sallyport!” cried the unlucky sketcher, “ that is 
the tomb of Virgil at Naples.” “ Naples is an open town,” replied the 
phlegmatic man of war ; “ there are no such works as these in an open 
town. Do not trifle with us, good friend.” “ And this,” said another, 
after several minutes pondering, and with the air of a man clearing up a 
mystery, “this decides the matter at onee. Here is a complete ground- 
plan of the place, outworks and all, from the West Gate to St. Stephen's 
Battery.” “ Good Heavens I” cried the impatient culprit, “my bird's- 
eye view of the Borromean Islands ! , Ah, Sir ! wait till this sketch is 
filled up and tinted, and then talk to me of ground-plans!” The 
officers merely observed that the gentleman was very joco'jo, consider¬ 
ing his situation ; they secured his sketchbook, ifnd left poor Waters 
not so much perplexed at the dilemma in which fee stood, as offended 
by the indignity offered to his graphic powers. 7'he commandant, 
however, w'as immediately acquainted with what had pqssed, and this 
officer, whose wife occasionally amused luTf-self with drawing, very 
readily comprehended that the Sallyport might <bc meant for Virgil’s 
tomb, an(J the ground-plan for Lake Maggiore ana its islands : he 
closed the investigation with a polite apology, and, in consideration of 
what had passed, he liberally gave my friend permission to copy any 
thing lie pleased while the town should be honoured with his presence. 

It wiU nof, I hope, be thought th^t the foibles I have exhibited in 
these and the preceding sketches have been dwelt upon in a misan¬ 
thropic and unsocial spifit. I have journeyed alone with pleasure, and 
have also ha(l*'companions from whom I'have grieved to part. There 
are times when the most capricious humourist I have described would 
be a desirable associate ; there are also moments in which perhaps no 
converse of human kind could increase the sum of enjoyment. When 
we read those well-known lines of Traveller, 

" Even now, where Alpine fiolitiides ascend, 

1 sit me down a pensive hour to spend ; 

And, placed on nigh above the storm’s career. 

Look downward where an hundred realms appear: 

, Lakes, forests, cities, plains extending wide. 

The pomp of king^, tn4lhcphctd’.' hund>lcr pride”— 

will the most gregarious of mortals affirm that his feeling of the de¬ 
scription would be improved by reading “ Wk sit us down ?” 

' Bat the question with wliom to travel, or whether tlie expedition 
shall be solitary or otherwise, must of course be decided according to 
each man’s humour and inclination, his views in undertaking the 
journey, and his opportunities of selecting a companion. Upon these 
points no individual can determine for another, nor have I attempted 
to propose any rule. Good manners, temper, and common sense may, 
indeed, be set down as indispensable in all case.s; beyond these requi¬ 
sites 1 scarcely know of any that car be universally insi.stcd on. For my- 
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self, I couW never turn mjr back til^on such qualities as wit, gaiety, and 
the talent of conversation; but a bu^ess-like explorer of countries 
would, perhaps, blame even tlie&e astehding to interrupt the principal 
pursuit. And I must confess (if J may, in conclusion, refer once more 
tomy own adv]i|||itl|i|B>) that the most unprofitable journey 1 ever made, in 
respect of mere msiruction, was that in which my companions were 
the most agreeable and accomplished men. We traversed Holland and 
a part of North Germany; our plans were always regulated by the pre¬ 
vailing inclination of the moment, and the general ease was held para- , 
mount to all other travelling considerations. We floated carelessly 
upon the canals, and rolled along the roads without any impatience to 
arrive ; indeed we were often stopped in the midst of some playful al¬ 
tercation or trifling literary argument, and found with surprise that our 
stage was already performed.* In the towns wfc dwelt just so long as 
they afforded novelty and excitement; if our introductions promised 
well, we mixed in private sociely, if not, we hffnted for eccentricities 
on the surface of public life ; if both failed, we had always wherewithal 
to make the hour pass, among ourselves, in rallying, or speculating on 
fanciful topics, or repo}?ting our separate adventures. To the tyranny 
of valets-de-place w^ never submitted ; but if occasion served, we al¬ 
lowed the cicerone Ira^fepeak to us of a stadt-house, or a botanic garden, 
or *a gallery of pictures, and even went with him to view these objects, 
unless, as ^ too frequently happened, some other momentary whim 
interfered to forbid the expedition. When we arrived in any place, we 
were, like the lyric q)oet, more disposed to enquire " quo Chium pretio 
cadum mcrcemur ?” than to learn old municipal anecdote^ or stories 
of battle and siege ;^indced, if we bad compiled a narrative of this ex¬ 
cursion, it would have been about ns scanty mihIic statistical details as 
Horace's account of the journey to Brundusium, and would, perhaps, 
have turned upon nearly the sjmie topics. Our memorandum-books 
were a spacious blank ; we had made no record of churches, palaces, 
or villas, nor even of'books or pictures ; mifch less had^we attempted 
to preserve estimates of popiTlation, commercial returns^ or notices on 
the state of parties. We had not heard the organ of tiaarlem; we had 
not enquired after the shop-board of John of L*yden; w’e were not 
sure that any of us had seen Peter the Great’s cottage. Our recollec¬ 
tions were, that in such a place wp ^d dined with some formal ipilitary 
pedants, in another, kept vigils Ijpn-vivant professor ; here we 

had resolved that no such thing existed as Dutch beauty, and there we 
had read our recantation; in such a house we had plotted hoaxes on 
the Hollanders with a lively Frenchwoman ; on such a canal we had 
fomented a mutiny in the t^^cksch^^: at Utrecht we had astonished 
a learned doctor by addressing Latin of Ignoramus and 

Dulman; at Ryswick, while drinlnng*claret under a bower of lime- 
trees, we had made our imaginary partition of Europe among the 
living authors. It wii plain we were in no condition to lay our re¬ 
marks before the public; we bad acquired little knowledge, but had 
enjoyed much pleasure, and secur^ much future happiness, for we had 
prosperously terminated one of thebe ventures in social life, which, 
when successful, tend in a peculiar manner to strengthen confidence, 
increase regard, and give the mellowness of ancient friendship to the 
fervid intercourse of youth. 

voi,. X. NO. xxxvn. n 
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Oh the Sp irit of Obligatium. 

The two rarest things to be with are good sense and good- 
nature. For one man who judges right, there are twenty who can say 
good things; as there are numbers who will serve you or do friendly 
actions, for one who really wishes you well. It h&s been said, and 
often repeated, that “ mere good-nature is a fool but 1 think that the 
dearth of sound sense, for the most part, proceeds from the want of a 
real, unaffected interest in things, except as they react upon ourselves; 
or from a neglect of the maxim of that good old philanthropist, who 
said, “ Nihil humani a me alienum puto.” The narrowness of the heart 
warps the understanding, and makes us weigh objects in the scales of 
our self-love, instead oY those of truth ahd justice. We consider not 
the merits of the case, or what is due to others, but the manner in 
which our own credit or consequence cSvill be affected; and adapt our 
opinions and conduct to the lust of these rather than to the first. The 
judgment is seldom wrong where the feelings are right; and they gene¬ 
rally are so, provided they are warm and sincere. He who intends 
others well, is likely to advise them for the best; he who has any cause 
at heart, seldom ruins it by his imprudence. Those who play the 
public or their friends slippery tricks, have in secret no objection to be¬ 
tray them. « 

One finds out the folly and malice of mankind by the impertinence 
of friends—by their professions of service and tendqi^s of advice—by 
their fears Jfor your reputation and anticipation of what the world may 
say of you; by which means they suggest objecljons to your enemies, 
and at the same time^ahsolvc themselves from the task of justifying 
your errors, by having warned you of the consequences—by the care 
with whi\,h they tell you ill-news, and concehl from you any flattering 
circumstance—by their dread of your engaging «n any creditable at¬ 
tempt, and iportificatioif, if you succeed—b^ the difficulties and 
hindrances thby^ throw in your way—b^ their satisfaction when you 
happen to make a slip or get into a scrape, and tlieir determination 
to tie your hands •b*hind you, lest you should get out of it—by their 
panic-terrors at your entering into a vindication of yourself, lest in the 
course of it, you should call upon them for a certificate to your cha¬ 
racter—by their lukewarmness in defending, by their readiness in 
betraying you—by the high standard by which they try you, and to 
which you can hardly ever come up—by their forwardness to partake 
your triumphs, by their backwardness to share your disgrace—by their 
acknowledgment of your errors Oj^of candour, and suppression of your 
good qualities out of envy-J|j 0 (i^*lPMr not contradicting, or by their 
joining in the cry against you, lest they too should become objscts of 
the same abuse—by their playing the game into ^ur adversaries’ hands, 
by always letting their imaginations take paW with their cowardice, 
their vanity, and selfishness against you ; and thus realising or hasten¬ 
ing all the ill consequences they ^flE^t to deplore, by spreading abroad 
that very spirit of distrust, obloq^^nnd hatred, which they predict will 
be excited against you! 

In all these pretended demonstrations of an over-anxiety for our 
welfare, we may detect a great deal of spUe and ill-nature lurking 
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under the disguise of a fdtodly aifd officious zeal. It is wonderful how 
much love of mischief Hhd rankling spleen lies at the bottom of the 
human heart, and how a constant supply of gall seems as necessary to 
the health and activity of the mind as of the body. Yet perhaps it 
ought not to excite much surprise that this gnawing, morbid, acrimo¬ 
nious temper should produce the effects it does, when, if it does not 
vent itself on others, it preys upon our own comforts, and makes us 
see the worst side of every thing, even as. it regards our own prospects 
and tranquillity. It is the not being comfortable in ourselves, that, 
makes us seek to render other people uncomfortable. A person of this 
character vrill advise you against a prosecution for a libel, and shake 
his head at your attempting to shield yourself from a shower of ca¬ 
lumny—It is not that he is afraid you will be nonsuited^ but that you 
will gain a verdict! They caution you against provoking hostility, in 
order that you may submit to indignity. They say that “ if you pub¬ 
lish a certain work, it will be your ruin”—hoping that it will, and by 
their tragical denunciations, bringing about this very event as far as it 
lies in their power, or at any rate, enjoying a premature triumph over 
you in the mean time. What I would say to any friend who may be 
disposed to foretel a general outcry against any work of mine, would 
bq to request him to judge and speak of it for himself, as he thinks it 
deserves—and not by his overweening scruples and qualms of con¬ 
science on my account,^to afford those very persons whose hostility he 
deprecates the cue they are to give to party-prejudice, and which they 
may justify by^is Authority. 

Suppose you are about to give Lectures at a Public Institution, these 
friends and well-wishers hope “ you’ll be turned out—if you preserve 
your principles, they are sure you will.” hrfl that your consistency 
gives them any concern? No, but they are uneasy at your gaining a 
chance of a little popularity—they do not like this new leather in your 
cap, they wish to s^ it strgck out, /or the sake of iiour character —and 
when this was once case, it would be an additional relief to them 
to see your character following the same road the ne\t Say. The exer¬ 
cise of their bile seems to be the sole employment and gratification of 
such people. They deal in the miseries of huirJatf life. They are al¬ 
ways either hearing or foreboding some new grievance. They cannot 
contain their satisfaction, if you tell them any mortification or cross- 
accident that has happened to yourself 4 , and if you complain of their 
want of sympathy, they laugh iu your face. This would be unaccount¬ 
able, but for the spirit of perversity and contradiction implanted in 
human nature. If things go right, there is nothing to be done—these 
active-minded persons grow vapid—life is a sl 6 ep, a sort 

of euthanasia —Let them go wrewj^^^te all is well agiiin; they are 
one® more on the alert, have something to pester themselves and 
other people about; may wrangle on, and “ make moutlis at the invi¬ 
sible event!” Luckily, there is no want of materials for this disposi¬ 
tion to work upon, there is 'plenty of gnst for the mill. If you fall in 
love, they tell you (by way of conaolation) it is a pity that you do not 
fall downstairs and fracture a li|itri^>A-if would be a relief to your mind, 
and shew you your folly. So they would reform tlie world. The class 
of persons I speak of are almost uniform grumblers and croakers 
against governments; mid it must be confessed, goveinmenta are of 

n 
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great service in fostering their huiWburs. Born for their use, tliey 
live but to oblige them.” While kifigs are ifeft free to exercise their 
proper functions, and poet-laureats make out their Mittimus to Heaven 
without a warrant, they will never stop the mouths of the censorious 
by changing their dispositions; the juices of faction will ferment, and 
the secretions of the state he duly performed ! I do not mind when a 
character of this sort meets a Minister of State like an east-wind round 
a corner, and gives him an ague-fit; but why should he meddle with 
me? Why should he tell me I write too much, and say that I should 
gain reputation if 1 could contrive to starve for a twelvemonth 1 Or if 
I apply to him for a loan of fifty pounds for present necessity, send me 
word back that he has too much regard for me, to comply witli my re¬ 
quest ? It is unhandsome irony. It is not friendly, 'tis not par¬ 
donable.* 

1 like real good-n.aturc and good-will, better than I do any offers of 
patronage, or plausible rules for my comlnct in life. I may suspect the 
soundness of the last, and I may not he quite sure of the motives of 
the first. People complain of ingratitude for benefits, and of the neg¬ 
lect of wholesome advice. In the first pl.ace, we pay little attention to 
advice, bec.iiise we are seldom thought of in it. The person who gives 
it either contents himself to lay down (ex cafhcdrd) certain vagi\o, 
general maxims, and “ wise saws,” wliicli vve knew before ; or, instead 
of considering what we (o do, recommends what he hwaisclf leotfW 

do. He merely siibstitiitrs liis own will, caprice, and prejudices for 
ours, and expects us to be guided by them. Inste-Kpof ohanging places 
with us (to 84*0 what is best to be done in the given circumstances), he 
insists on our looking at the question from his pointrf>f view, and acting 
in such a manner as to jVa-ft'se him. 'fhis is not at all reasonable; for 
one tnan’s meat, according to the old adage, it another man’s jioiton. 
And it is n^t strange, that starting from such opposite premises, we 
should seldom jump in a conclusion, and ,that tli^ art of giving and 
taking advice i^ little better than a game at cross-purposes. I have ob¬ 
served that tho.sd who are the most inclined to assist others .'ire the least 
forward or peremptory with their advice ; for having our interest really 
at heart, they considtM»what can, rather than what cannot be done, and 
aid our views and endeavour to avert ill consequences by moderating 
our impatience and allaying irritations, instead of thwarting our main 
design, which only tends to ma^e us more extravagant and violent than 
ever. In the second place, benefits arc often conferred out of ostenta¬ 
tion or pride, rather than from true regard; and tlie person obliged is 
too apt to perceive this. I’eople who are fond of appearing in jhe 
light of patrons will perhajrs go th^gh fire and water to serve y*u, 
who yet would be sorry to find*jdE^o longbr wanted their assistance, 
and whose friendship cools and their good-will sl.ickens, as you are*re- 
lievedby their active zeal from the necessity of being further beholden 
to it. Compassion and generefeity are their favourite virtues ; and 
they countenance yon, as you afford them opportunities for exercising 
them- The instant you can gb alone, or can stand upon your own 
ground, you are discarded as ur^fbr their purpose. 


• This cirrtiiiist;in(c did not Juippcn to me, but to an acquaintance. 
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Tliis is something: mor« than ihere good-nature or humanity. A 
thoroughly good-natured*man, a real friend, is one who is pleased at 
our good-fortune, as well as prompt to seize every occasion of relieving 
our distress. We apportion our gratitude accordingly. We are thank- 
I’ul for good-will rather than for services, for the motive than the guan- 
tum of favour received—a kind word or look is never forgotten, while 
we cancel prouder and weightier obligations ; and those who esteem 
us or evince a partiality to us are those ^lom we still consider as our 
best friends. Nay, so strong is this feeling, that we extend it even to 
those counterfeits in iriendship, flatterers and sycophants. Our self- 
love, rather than our self-interest, is the master-key to our affections. 

I am not convinced that those are always the best-natured or the 
best-conditioned men, who busy themselves most with the distresses of 
their fellow-creatures. I do not know that those whose names stand 
at the head of all subscriptions to charitable institutions, and who are 
perpetual stewards of dinners ahd meetings to encourage and promote 
the establishment of asylums for*thc relief of tlie blind, the halt, and the 
orphan poor, are persons gifted with the best tempers or the kindliest 
feelings. I do not dispute their virtue, I doubt their sensibility. I 
am not here speaking of those who make a trade of the profession of 
humanity, or set their names down out of mere idle parade and vanity. 

1 mean those who really enter into the details and drudgery of this sort 
of service, egn aiuon\ and who delight in surveying and in diminishing 
the amount of human misery. I conceive it possible, that a person who 
is going to pour,oil and balm into the wounds of afflicted humanity, at 
a meeting of the Western Dispensary, by handsome speeches and by a 
handsome donation ^ot grudgingly given) may be thrown into a fit of 
rage that very morning, by having his toast-teo much buttered, may 
quarrel with the innocent prattle and amusements of his children, cry 
“ Pish!” at every observation lus wife utters, and scarcity "ftel a mo¬ 
ments comfort at anji periodj^of his life, except when he hears or reads 
of some case of presSng distress that calls for his imyicdiate inter¬ 
ference, and draw's oil'liis attention from his own situqti(ln and feelings 
by the act of alleviating it. Those martyrs to the cause of humanity, 
in short, who run the gauntlet of the whole calfdogue of unheard-of 
crimes and afflicting casualties, who ransack prisons, and plunge into 
lazar-houscs and slave-ships as their daily amusement and highest 
luxury, must generally, I think (though m;t always), he prompted to the 
arduous task by uneasy feelings of their own, and supported through it 
by iron nerves. Their fortitude must be equal to their pity. 1 do not 
think Mr. VVilberforce a case in point in this argument. He is evi- 
dentfy a delicately-framed, nervou^sensitivc man. I should* suppose 
him to be a kind and affcctionatelypijlspS^cd person in all the relations 
ot lit*. His weakness is too (]uick a sense of reputation, a desire to 
have the good word of all men, a tendency to truckle to power and 
fawn on opinion. JJut there are some of these philanthropists that a 
physiognomist has hard work to believe in. They seem made of paste¬ 
board, they look like mere mncliines: l||eir benevolence may he said 
to go on rollers, and they are screw^ to the sticking-place by the 
wheels and pulleys of humanity: 

“ If to their share some spleiuliti \ii(ucs fall, 

Look in their face, and vou forget them .dl.” 
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They appear so much the creatureslofthehfad and so Kttle of the heart, 
they arc so cold, so lifeless, so meehanical, so much governed by cal¬ 
culation, and so little by impulse, tnat it seems the toss-up of a half¬ 
penny, a mere turn of a feather, whether such people should become 
a Granville Sharp, or a Hubert in “ King John,” a Howard, or a Sir 
Hudson Lowe! » 

“ Charity covers a multitude of sins.” Wherever it is, there nothing 
can be wanting; wherever it is not, all else is vain. “ The meanest 
peasant on the bleakest mountain is not without a portion of it (says 
Sterne), he finds the lacerated Iamb of anotlier’s flock,” &c. (See the 
passage in the Sentimental Journey.) I do not think education or cir¬ 
cumstances can ever entirely eradicate this principle. Some professions 
may be supposed to blunt it, but it is perhaps more in appearance than 
in reality. Butchers are not allowed to'sit on a jury for life and death ; 
but probably this is a prejudice: if they have the destructive organ in 
an unusual degree of expansion, they ^ent their sanguinary inclinations 
on the brute creation; and besides, they look too jolly, rosy, and in good 
case (they and their wives), to harbour much cruelty in their disposi¬ 
tions. Neither would I swear that a man was humane, merely for abs¬ 
taining from animal food. A tiger would not be a lamb, though it 
fed on milk. Surgeons are in general thought to be unfeeling, and 
steeled by custom to the sufferings of humanity. They may be so, as 
far as relates to broken bones and bruises, but not to jothcr things. 
Nor are they necessarily so in their profession ; for we find different 
degrees of callous insensibility in different individual^. Some practi¬ 
tioners have an evident delight in alarming the apprehensions and cut¬ 
ting off the limbs of their patients: these would};iave been ilbnatured 
men in any situation ifi-4ife, and merely make an excuse of their pro¬ 
fession to indulge their natural ill-humour and brutality of temper. A 
surgeon vhd is fond of giving pain tp those who consult him will not 
spare the feelings of his neighbours in otjier respects ; has a tendency 
to probe othfr w'ounds besides those of the body; and is altogether a 
harsh and dis&grecable character. A Ja<!k-Ketch may be known to tie 
the fatal noose with trembling fingers; or a jailor may have a heart 
softer than the wallo of his prison. There have been instances of high¬ 
waymen who were proverbially gentlemen. I have seen a Bow-street 
officer* (not but that the transition is ungracious and unjust) reading 
Racine, and foiloiving the recitation of 'I'alma at the door of a room 
which he was sent to guard. Police-magistrates, from the scenes they 
have to witness and the characters they come in contact with, may be 
supposed to lose the fine edge of delicacy and sensibility : yet they arc 
not all alike, but differ, as one star differs from another in magnitude, 
One is as remarkable for miWnesll|and. lenity, as another is notorious 
for harshness and severity. The fate Mr. Justice Fielding was aencm- 
ber of this profession, which (however little accordant with his own 
feelings) he made pleasant to those of others. He generally sent away 
the disputants in that unruly region, where hej^ided, tolerably satis¬ 
fied. I have often seen hii^^^caped from tM hoisy repulsive scene, 
sunning himself in the adjoin® walks of St. James's Park, and with 
mild aspect, and lofty but uwieldy mien, eyeing the verdant glades 


* Larcndrr. 
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and lengthening vistas wl^pre pcrl^ps his childhood loitered^ He had 
a strong resemblance to his father, the immortal author of **Tom 
Jones.” I never passed him, thaf 1 did not take off my hat to him in 
spirit. I could not help thinking of Parson Adams, of Booth and 
Amelia. I seemed to belong, by intellectual adoption, to the same fa¬ 
mily, and would willingly have acknowledged my obligations to the 
father to the son. He had something of the air of Colonel Bath. 
When young, he had very excellent prospects in the law, but neglected 
a brief sent him by the Attorney-General, in order to attend a glee- 
club, for which he had engaged to furnish a rondeau. This spoiled 
his fortune. A man whose object is to please himself, or to keep his 
word to his friends, is the last man to thrive at court. Yet he looked 
serene and smiling to his latest breath, conscious of the goodness of 
his own heart, and of not having sullied a namcf that had thrown a light 
upon humanity! 

There are different modes ofipbligalion, and different avenues to our 
gratitude and favour. A man (nay lend his countenance who will not 
part with his money, and open his mind to us who will not draw out 
his purse. How many ways are there, in whicii our peace may be as¬ 
sailed, besides actual want! How many comforts do we stand in need 
of, besides meat and drink and clothing ! Is it nothing to '* administer 
to'a mind diseased”—to heal a wounded spirit? After all other diffi¬ 
culties are removed, wc still want some one to bear with our infirmi- 
ties, to impart our confifience to, to encourage us in our hobbies (nay, 
to get up and ride beliind us) and to like us with all our faults. True 
friendship is self-love at second-hand ; where, as in a flattering mirror, 
wc may see our virtues magnified and our errors softeneef, and where 
we may fancy our opinion of ourselves confijjjgicd by an impartial and 
faithful witness. He (ofall the world) creeps the closest in our bosoms, 
into our favour ^d esteem, who thinks of us most neaiiy.i)[^ wc do of 
ourselves. Such a is indeed the pattern of a friend, another self— 
and our gratitude fomhe blessing is as sincfl*e, as it is hollow in most 
other cases! This is one reason why entire friondshiff is scarcely to 
be found, except in love. There is a hardness arfd severity in our 
judgments of one another ; the spirit of CQmpctjtipn also intervenes, 
unless where there is too great an inequality of pretension or difference 
of taste to admit of mutual sympathy and respect; but a woman's 
vanity is interested in making the object of her choice the God of her 
idolatry; and in the intercourse with that sex, there is the finest ba¬ 
lance and reflection of opposite and answering excellences imaginable ! 
It is in the highest spirit of the religion of love in the female breast, 
that Lord Byron has put that bea ujp|| ul apostrophe into thejmouth of 
* Anah, in speaking of her angcl-Ii^||^'(alas! are not the suns of men 
too,^hen they are deified in the hearts of women, only “ a little lower 
than the angels ?”) 

" And when I think that his immortal wings 
Shall oiM (lay hover o’er the sepulchre 
Of the ||)or child of clay, so adored him. 

As he adored the II1ghe!w|H^th becomes 
Less terrible!” 

This is a dangerous string, which I ought never to touch upon ; but 
the shattered cords vibrate of themselves! 
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The difterence of age, of situatio| in life^and an absence of all cousi> 
derations of business have, I apprchmd, something of the same effect in 
producing a refined and abstracted f^endship. Tlie person, whose doors 
I enter with most pleasure, and quitfwith most regret, never did me the 
smallest favour. I once did him an uncalled-for service, and we nearly 
quarrelled about it. If I were in the utmost distress, I should just as soon 
think of asking his assistance, as of stopping a person on the highway. 
Practical benevolence is not his /b/Vc. He leaves the profession of that 
to others. His habits, his theory arc against it as idle and vulgar. His 
hand is closed, but what of that? His eye is ever open, and reflects 
the universe : his silver accents, beautiful, venerable as his silver hairs, 
but not scanted, flow as a river. I never ate or drank in his house; 
nor do I know or care how the flies or spiders fare in it, or whether a 
mouse can get a living'. Hut I know that I can get there what I get 
nowhere else—a welcome, as if one was expected to drop in just at 
that moment, a total absence of all respect of persons and of airs of self¬ 
consequence, endless topics of discou*se, refined thoughts, made more 
striking by ease and simplicity of manner—the husk, the shell of 
humanity is left at the door, and the spirit, mellowed by time, resides 
within ! All you have to do is to sit and listen; and it is like hearing 
one of Titian's faces speak. To think of worldly matters is a profana¬ 
tion, like that of the money-changers in the Temple; or it is to regfard 
the bread and wine of the Sacrament with carnal eyes. We enter the 
enchanter’s cell,and converse with the divine Inhabitant. To have this 
privilege always at hand, and to be circled by that sgell whenever \vc 
choose, with an “ Enlt r Scssamc,” is better than sitting at the lower end 
of the tables of the Great, than eating awkwardly from gold plate, 
than drinking fulsome 4«'.sts, or being thankful for gross favours, and 
gross insults! 

Few tlrl'ifgs tend more to alienate friendship thajg^ a want of punc¬ 
tuality in our cngfigemrnts. I have known the Weach of a promise to 
dine or sup Ijreak up m*orc tlian one intihiacy.^ A disappointment of 
this kind rankles in the mind—it cuts ^ip onr pleasures (those rare 
events in human life, which ought not to be wantonly sported with !) 
—it not only deprives urn of the expected gratification, but it renders 
us unfit for, and out of humour with, every other ; it makes us think 
our society not worth having, which is not the way to make us de¬ 
lighted with our own thoughts; it lessens our self-esteem, and destroys 
our confidence in others; and having leisure on our hands (by beintr 
thus left alone) and sufficient provocation withal, we emjiloy it in rip^ 
ping up the faults of the acquaintance who has played us this slippery 
trick, and in forming resolutiori||to pick a quarrel with hipi the very 
first opportunity we can find.* Itself once declined an invitation to 
meet Talma, who was an admirer of Shakspeare, and who ideflized 
Bonaparte, to keep an appointment with, a person whoijhad forgot 
it! * Une great art of women, who pretend to manage their husbands 
and keep them to themselves, is to contrive Mpie excuse for breakin" 
their engagements with frienjsls, for whom th^^htertain any respect^ 
or who are likely to have anyj^uence over them. ’ 

There is, however, a class 6f persons who have a particular satisfac¬ 
tion in falsifying your expectations of pleasure in their society, wlio 
make appointments for no other ostensible purpose than not to keep 
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them; who thiok their iU'^ehavio||tr gives them an air of superiority 
over you, instead of placing then^at your mercy *, and wjio, in fact, in 
all their overtures of condescendmg kindness towards you, treat you 
exactly as if there was no such| person in the world. Friendship is 
with them a mono-drama, in which they play the principal and sole part. 
They must needs be very imposing or amusing characters to surround 
themselves with a circle of friends, who find that they are to be mere 
cyphers. The egotism would in such instances be offensive and in¬ 
tolerable, if its very excess did not render it entertaining. Some indi¬ 
viduals carry this hard, unprincipled, reckless unconsciousness of every 
thing but themselves and their own purposes to such a pitch, that they 
may be compared to automata, whom you never expect to consult your 
feelings or alter their movements out of complaisance to others. They 
are w’oiind up to a certain pomt, by an internal<nachincry which you do 
not very well comprehend ; but if they perform their accustomed evo¬ 
lutions so as to excite your wcjoder of laughter, it is all very well, you 
do not quarrel with them, but look on at the pantomime of friendship 


while it lasts or is agreeable. 

There are (t may add licre) a happy few', whose manner is so engag¬ 
ing and delightful, that injure you how they will, they cannot o&nd 
you. They rob, ruin, ridicule you, and you cannot find in your heart 
to* say a word against them. The late Mr. Sheridan was a man of this 
kind. Hcjcou/d not make enemies. If any one came to request the 
repayment of a loan frdhi him, he borrow'cd more. A cordial shake of 
his hand was ^ receipt in full for all demands. He could “ coin his 
for drachmas,” cancelled bonds with bon wio/.?, and ^ave jokes in 
discharge of a bill. A friend of his said, “ If I pull ofi'my hat to him 
in the street, it costs me fifty pounds, and ho speaks to me, it's a 
hundred!” 

Only one other reflection occurs to me on this subj-^sflU, I used to 
think better of tliA world than 1 do. I thought its great fault, its 
original sin, was baraarous*ignorance and wxint, which would be cured 
by the diffusion of civilizahon and letters. Hut I fintVfor fancy I do) 
that as selfishness is the vice of unlettered periods* and nations, envy 
is the bane of more refined and intellectual one^f., Vanity springs out 
of the grave of sordid self-interest. Men were formerly ready to cut. 
one another’s throats about the gross means of subsistence, and now 
they are ready to do it about reputation. The worst is, you are no 
better off, if you fail than if you succeiM. You are despised if you do 
not excel others, and liated if you do. Abuse or praise equally weans 
your friends from you. We cannot hear eminence in our own depart¬ 
ment or pursuit, and think it an,^^Ortinence in any other, j^lnsteadof 
being’delighted with the proofs ijjPexQellcncc and the admiration paid 
to4t, we are mortified with it, thrive only by the defeat of others, and 
live OR tb« carcase of mangled reputation. By being tried by an ideal 
standard of vanity and affectation, real objects and common people be¬ 
come odious or insipM. Instead of being raised, all is prostituted, de 
graded, vile. EvdrP^hing is reduced to this feverish, importunate, 
harassing state. 1 'in heartily sick and 1 'm sure I have reason if 


harassing 
any one has. 



ON VULGAfi RRKf^US. 

“ Quod petiit, spernit f repltit, quod niiper oinisit, 

T^stuat, rt vitffi disconveiftt ordine toto, 

Dirnit, aedificat, mutat quadrata rotundis. 

Insanire putaa solennia—’ Hora r. 

We hear nothing more frequently than complaints of^the multiplicity 
of periodical publications ; yet there is no complaint more wholly 
divested of a solid foundation. If there be any branch of commerce 
more closely regulated by the demand than another, it is that ^ of 
periodical literature. Nor, indeed, can it be otherwise: for the quick 
succession of the seasons renders the return of printers’ bills, and of 
gratuities to “occasional correspondents,’’* so pressing, that it the 
public does not clear the bookseller’s shelves as fast as he loads them, 
he must very soon find* his way into the‘gazette. An Irish nobleman, 
lately deceased, being sentenced to three months’ imprisonment for 
having on some occasion administered^justice as a magistrate a little 
d rirtandaisf in order to shorten his tiAic and avert the tedium of con¬ 
finement, drew, at the beginning of his incarceration, a bill at ninety- 
one days ; observing, that in the long course of his life he had found 
no time fly away so rapidly as that which intervened beiween the pass¬ 
ing a bill and’the day of its becoming due. If this noble lord had 
been concerned in a review or magazine, he would not have stood in 
need of such an expedient: for whether he had been editor or author 
to collect the matter, or publisher to collect the cash, he would have 
found the first of the month return quite as soon as*wa8,agreeablc. No 
periodical publication, therefore, can keep its ground which is not 
called for by some considerable class of readers ; apd its continued ex¬ 
istence is proof positive ^bat it is wanted. At the moment in w'hich I 
write, the supply of periodical literature is still below the demand ; and 
that branch'•arf literary speculation is susceptible of much further deve- 
lopement. For such is the avidity of thejmblit^r this sort of ware, 
and such the capricious vhriety of its appetite, tnat scarcely a month 
passes away without the appearance of a ndW adventure, calculated for 
some hitherto neglected description of “ gentle reader,” who, like the 
horse-leech’s two daughters, cries unceasingly “ Give, give.” 

Among the desiderata in this line I would earnestly direct the atten¬ 
tion of the “trade” to the getting up a work dedicated exclusively to the 
consideration of public credulity, and to noting down the changes which 
take place in popular opinion and in fashion, respecting what is, and 
what is not, a vulgar error. 

“ Truth is one, but error is multifarious,” said u celcbratei^rench 
preacher (and a most sophistical^^, by the by, did he 

* A really "occasional correspundent, e. a'gentleman who 
nicatioD to the Editor gratuitously, in ninety-nine cases out of a a 

very just value on his nrticle. Tluwe who possess any thing worth dis¬ 

cover the secret of obtaining money for ft, and papers worth rcadl^ are rarely 
imparted without a valuable consideration. There are, it is true, some periodifnl 
publications wbicb subsist on cieemosyilary donations, bo^be goods may be known 
at once by their quality. Tlio vanity which finds its account in seeing itself in 
print, is seldom allied to high excelleaev. Those publications, therefore, that pan¬ 
der to the cacoflhrs scri/rndi of country p.irsoiis, or of half-educated sertarian me- 
ehaiiics, and of village apothecaries, are bought and read by the communicants and 
their friends, and by— 7io one else. 
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aphorism): it is not, then, furprising, when we consider the muUiplicity 
of men’s caprices, the extent of tfe'r ignorance, and the complication 
of their interests, that their opiniins should fluctuate in an unceasing 
change, and that mankind should still continue discarding and receiving 
notions, like a loo-player, with a run of ill-luck; that is to say with¬ 
out at all improving the hand by the operation. The vulgar errors of 
to-day are never those of yesterday ; and the opinions most in vogue 
at the passing moment will to-morrow infallibly be as out of date as a 
stale newspaper. In the present condition of society, in which opinions 
weigh so much more than facts, when success in life depends so much 
more on the cut of a man’s creed (not only in religion and politics, but 
in a thousand other nameless particulars) than on his conduct and 
morals, it would be difBcult to point out a work more useful, more in¬ 
dispensable, than a periodical census of current notions, a plain direc¬ 
tion of what it is right to think and safe to believe, and an index of 
what sliould be utterly repudiated and decried—a sort of “ Every Man 
his own Sense-keeper, or infallible guide to court politics, fashionable 
religion, and dandy sentiment f' which being got up, in point of type 
and form, uniformly with the Court Calendar, might be bound up with 
that useful compendium, and with it would form a complete circle, or 
encyclopajdia of necessary knowledge. 

•A moment’s consideration will point out the utility of such a work: 
for surely it is by no means less essential to know “ xohat,” than to be 
informed oT “who” is in, and who out. A mere catalogue of barren 
names is the least essential part of the lore of life. Of what avail is it 
to enquire whether Mr. Canning or Mr. Brougham be placed at the 
helm of affairs, whether the Bishop of Peterborough, or of Norwich, is 
to be your patron, flnless you have at the same time a short method of 
getting at their opinions, and working upbiTtheir frail humanity by 
flattering their prejudices and echoing their sentiments,^ Without-ac- 
curate information on this poiiTt, a pliant insinuating rogues no better 
off than the most sm*necl^d man of independence that rusticity and 
much reading of the classics ever produced. The mqst contemptible 
sycophant that ever wriggled his way to place and to consideration, 
would, thus unprovided, be as likely to be taken for “ black sheep” as 
Sir Pertinax’s squeamish chaplain himself, — anti would have quite 
as little chance of “ rising in the Church.” 

There are, it is true, a favoured few, possessed of that intuitive force, 
that they can catch at a glance the peculiarities of the passing moment; 
and in arriving at a levee, or a cabinet-dinner, can determine with pre¬ 
cision, ^ tlie first coup’-d'ceil, the exact shade of cant which will put 
thera^itftinwon with the great the society ; but this is not every 

„imiil tliere are thou^arijpSff gretty fellows possessed of every 
otbaliiMmpoi/r parxentTf who fail for want of a delicate tact to seize 
witmw^P^ess the nuance du jour. Nature, which has provided the 
insect^mw with antennae to guide their steps in the dark, and to vi¬ 
brato to the slightest shock of external bodies, has not gifted the human 
race with any cerebiliil>bo8s, or protuberance, for directing them intui¬ 
tively in the labyrinth of opinion, teaching them “ the way they 
should go.” To add also to the misemief, the great are so confoundedly 
uncertain, that there is no counting on experience. A great man who 
will at one time almost let you give him the lie without taking ofience, 
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will, at another, turn you adrift forever ujjpn some trifling neglect of 
etiquette or of assentation. Nay, hi will even encourage you to fami¬ 
liarity, and when he has warmed y»u into a notion of friendship and 
of admitted equality, he will turn sh^rt at a tangent, petrify you with a 
look, and blight all your hopes of advancement in their bloom, like a 
frosty night in the month of May. , 

In respect to popular errors there are two ways of going wrong. 
We may reject a fashionably current opinion, or we may stick to a 
mistake which it is no longer ton to maintain. It is needless to say 
which of these errors is the most dangerous; Tor the latter draws on 
you only the contempt, while the former brings on your head the 
hatred of society ; and it is obviously better to be laughed at than 
stoned—better to be quizzed by a half-witted pretender, than railed at 
by an Attorney-general, or preached to death by a sentencing Judge. 
Who, indeed, ever heard of any one’s getting into a scrape for be¬ 
lieving too much, except the Irish Catholics ; whose chance it has been 
to get more abused and ill-treated for l|t}lieving in the “ real presence,” 
than the Jews have for reviling and denying the great object of 
all Christian veneration ? but in this, as in all other earthly matters, 
il n'y-a que hextr ct malheur, and luck’s a lord. 

It must, however, be admitted as not a little hard upon those old- 
fashioned persons, who still fancy it ill-luck to spill the salt, who tretn- 
ble at the ticking of a death-watch, object to your sitting cross-legged, 
or insist upon kicking a thirteenth person out* of company, that they 
should even be treated with the unmeasured contempt to which they 
are usually exposed. Why should mankind be so hard upon the sim¬ 
plicity which believes an elephant to have no joints, or that a hazel-rod 
will indicate the presence of metals in the earth ? *Few persons enter¬ 
taining these notions scTlar forget themselves as to set about explain¬ 
ing how su^matters come to pass ; but contenting themselves with 
what they t^e for experience, grope Mieir way ouietly in the dark ; 
and the wisest and best do no more. The |)opulaC errors, on the con¬ 
trary, which ari^now in vogue, are wilful confusions of ideas, the results 
of false and flimsy reasonings, contradictions in ternums bolstered up 
by sophisms, and inore the creatures of pride and self-interest than of 
simplicity and ignorance. In strict justice, is not an adorer of legiti¬ 
macy a much fitter object for contempt than the jioor girl who sees a 
winding-sheet in a tallow-candle ? and is not an advocate of corn-laws 
and anti-combination acts mort worthy to be despised, than a washer¬ 
woman who looks for a coach and six, or a love-letter, in tlie bottom 
of her tea-cup? Besides, the retailers of by-gone errors do not cry 
out “ mad dog” after those who difl^r from them, and have never been 
known toTteep reviews and Supdajft^pers in their pay, fp^vtlte pur¬ 
pose of reviling and slandering all who are sceptical enougli’ to dqubt 
that a woman has one rib less than a man, or to deny the witoli-^pel^g 
eiUcacy of a horse-shoe nailed to the door-sill of the honse.^' 

i^inong the many vulgar errors noted in that very curious volume 
wmten by Thomas Browne, Doctor of Physicke, there are none more 
flagrant than his own proposition, that “ as for popular errors, they are 
more nearly founded upon an erroneous inclination of the people, as 
l)cing the most dccepttbic part of mankinds and ready with open arms to 
receive the encroachments of error.” For the people, of all the clas.ses 
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of society, are the least pione toinaistake concerning those matters 
which are within tlie scope of their Observation. Within their limited 
sphere of action, they go more dirwtly to their ends, and make fewer 
errors in their calculations than th» privileged classes. Their percep¬ 
tion of the self-contradictions and false colourings of their betters is, 
indeed, far too aKute for the selBsh interests of the Corinthian capital. 
They may be deceived by a false analogy, and think an egg “ bad for 
the bile” because it is yellow ; but they can trace the injurious opera¬ 
tion of a tax and perceiye the mischievous consequences of a bad law, 
when their superiors in education arc quite led astray by the false lights 
of too much learning. I defy the whole round of popular absurdities 
to produce a blunder that shall match the parliamentary doctrine of 
starvation from over-production, or of the abstract merit of time as a 
cure for national evils ; without reference to thc'manncr in which that 
time shall be expended,—wdicthcr its lapse shall be marked by a per¬ 
severance in waste, or a return tfl wholesome and beneficial economies. 

The errors of the common pVoplc, moreover, are the leavings of 
their instructors ; and when the Imrnbler classes fall astray, it is by 
the misleading of those who look on their mistakes with so much con¬ 
tempt. If a nurse-tender stiHes and roasts her patient, does she not 
derive the practice from that of the physician of the olden time? and is 
not the water-doctor of the poor the lawful descendant of the court 
Galeas of two centuries back ? So likewise the days are not very fhr 
distant, when even kings afl’ccted with small-pox were wrapped in 
scarlet cloth, on ^cedunt of the sympathy of colour between the dis¬ 
eased skin and the clothing. Yet with all this prostration of intellect 
to the authority of ^he learned, it may be questioned whether the 
people, with the same means of forming their judgment tliat the upper 
classes possess, would fall incontinently into the belief that Pope was 
no poet, because some wiseacre ar two of note chose to as^try it: and 
they are far too knowing to mU their thoughts and tongues implicitly 
into the keeping of an academy of IicUcs-Il ft res, and subnet their plea¬ 
sures to be modelled by fort^ pretending pedants, on tfie credit of a 
royal patent for the monopoly of words and sentences. 

On many accounts, the vulgar errors of the grt*at are by far the 
most important. I should therefore, strongly recommend the publisher 
who would embark in my proposed undertaking, to invent a new appel¬ 
lation for his book, and by no means to caZ/jt a Keview of Vulgar Errors. 
In the first jdace it is not good to affront your reader at the moment 
you solicit his custom ; and even a common box-lobby lounger would 
reject a magazine as “ cursedly low,” if it boro such a title. After all, 
in spite of the fraternizing influence Jpf “ the Fancy,” with its dog-fights 
andTat4lai%hters,—in spite of the nkrroV minds, coarse feelings, and 
intelllStfrtial^ulgarity of some of the “ lords of the creation,” there is 
a distinctiZ^JIetween the great and the little vulgar ; and it is a mere 
confusion of terms to include the vulgarity of both in one common de ¬ 
nomination. The opinions of the little vulgar have no interest save as 
an object of curiosity fo? the antiquary and moral philosopher, or as 
themes for a Scotch novel; and they would form a very subordinate 
part of the proposed volume. What matter is it to “ ks gens comme il 
how the common people think, provided they be properly re¬ 
strained from printing their thoughts I grant it would be desirable 
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that they should say their catechhm andf submit themselves to all in 
authority over them ; but that, re«er, you know, has little to do with 
tliinking. To call the proposed w»rk “ vulgar errors” would, indeed, 
be a double misnomer ; for, first, such a work should not treat so much 
of the errors of the vulgar, as of the more profitable dogmas, “ which 
taken at the tide lead on to fortune and secondly, ^he errors of the 
great are not errors at all, but durante bene ptacito good and lawful 
truths, and a legal tender in all societies and upon all occasions, which 
it is highly penal to refuse, until, being discarded as no longer service¬ 
able or modish, they are consigned to_ the gentlemen of the second 
table, along with the cast suits of the corporeal wardrobe. 

To treat the matter, indeed, logically, it is not qmtenus truth or 
error, but quatciim fashionable or heterodox, that an opinion is impor¬ 
tant. Although, therbfore, it is scarcely possible to treat of the “ quid 
rerum atque decens" the loyal, proper, and decent opinions, which it 
is right that “ all Christian men" sh^ld maintain, without hinting, at 
least cxdtiiixe, at what is the contrary; yet (as the Jansenist priest said 
of the belief in a Deity) cela n’eit pai> I'eacntie!, and it 'vould be wrong 
to put this part of the subject too forward. Rather let the publisher 
and his friends endeavour after a more taking title, such, for instance, 
as (a Greek name always does well) “ The Court Noometcr, or Pantiso- 
cratic view of men and things,” “ The intellectual Diorama for the year 
lb—,” “TheLaureate’s directory,or Church and State mpnualwhich 
are all in their way as good as “ Highways and Byways,” or the 
cramped grmgnbber of the Northern “ secondary novelists,” which 
have all succeeded so admirably in catching the eye of the public. 

Next, as to the choice of an Editor. I’his, indeed, is a grave matter, 
and not lightly to be'^iictermined upon. The personage in question 
should possess no ordinary tact, and no trifling experience, to perform 
his functfi«]4^ creditably and beneficially; especially in these latter 
times, when unanimity is no longer decnj^cd es^ntial to the manage¬ 
ment of state affairs. Ohlmdoxy, said a wag, ismy doxy ; and Hetero¬ 
doxy anothei^ man’s doxy ; but now-a-days there are so many stan¬ 
dard-bearers whose mt/ is worthy of consideration, that the case is by 
no means so SKtiii)lc. Who, for instance, can say from authority, 
whether the Lord Chancellor’s doxy or Mr. Canning’s is the ortho¬ 
doxy of the day ; whether Lord Liverpool’s or Mr. Robinson’s politi¬ 
cal economy are most in vogue “ in the highest quarteror whether 
Mr. Plunkett’s or Mr. Peers church polity is the sound doctrine of 
the current year ? Then if we consult the ministerial journals to guide 
our researches, “ ml fuit unquam tarn dhpar nbt." The best way would 
be to get an Editor appointed in Ifowning-street; but if that cannot be 
done, the writer of the court^ourttlls, or the Attorney-general for the 
time being, might be depended upon as safe men. • 

Another important consideration regards the periods of publication. 
On account of the Court Calendar, I should prefer an annual appear¬ 
ance; but it may be doubted whether quarterly or monthly publications 
would not better meet the public demand. Of late, the fluctuations of 
opinion have been very rapid; and state orthodoxy has changed its 
tone as often, and by as abrupt dieies, as if government were one of 
Beethoven s concertos. On this point, however, experience is the best 
guide; and there is no reason why a shorter period should not be 
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adopted for tlits» no leas tlitn for tlte other periodical disseminators of 
** sound learning and religious edulation.” 

The most important part of the work, for consultation, would be the 
Historical Register, which should notice the slightest changes of shading 
in the current orthodoxy, and should be followed by an ample obituary 
of all principles*and opinions defunct since the publication of the last 
numero. In the historical register the subjects should be separately 
classed; for which purpose the following may serve as a precedent:— 

Politics. —Since the publication of our last, none of “ the lights of 
the land'* have been extinguished, and no rising young statesman has 
appeared on the horizon. Legitimacy, liowever, is two per cent, on the 
decline. They talk more of civil liberty and of British commerce, of 
late; and it is less disloyal to speak ill of the Holy Alliance. The re¬ 
form question much the same'as at the last quotation. The currency 
question gone ad plures .-—N. B. The tread-mill is for the present an 
wholesome exercise, and bread and water a sufficient diet for untried 
prisoners. ^ 

Religion.- -Sa^ntsiiip daily acquires vogue : “ there must be some¬ 
thing in it when great men’s butlers look grave.” The Hatton-garden 
Chapel looks downwards. Greek independence has positively nothing 
to do with Christianity, there being (as the licensers of the Koran long 
agrf determined) nothing in that book contrary to the doctrine and dis¬ 
cipline of thp Catholic Church. Prince Ilohenlohe a puzzle to some 
leading personages. Mrght not miracles be introduced to protect the 
establishment against innovators in matters of tithe ? Catholic eman¬ 
cipation, see Obituary. , 

Literature. —Las Cases’ Journal very interesting, and, Naiwleon, 
like his gr^ ally, not quite so bad as he has been painted. The 
Journey to mussels a striking portrait of its royal author. The Scotch 
novels just hold their own—the jjnarket overstocked. TIiL-Ssakers, see 
Obituary. The three unities spoken slightingly of in some French cir¬ 
cled. ’I'lie Literary OTciety in growing disrepute abroad and at home. 
New Monthly Magazine unifersally approved. f 

Miscellaneous. —Tom and Jerry put down by acclamation. Gam¬ 
bling no longer a Christian virtue. Slave-trade.,discnssions, for the 
present, arc to be taken as the infallible occasions of Black insurrec¬ 
tions. Natural infirmities during the ensuing winter will be deemed 
sufficient causes for penal inflictions. Horses the best actors; and 
real water and real fire are the only approximations to the truth of Na¬ 
ture, which should be encouraged on the stage. N. B. Mr. Larpent, a 
better judge of tragedy than Aristotle. Religious steam-boats ought 
to be exempted from the searches of custom-house officers; as smug¬ 
gling ii} no^bar to sanctity, and pie^ and* prudence are by no means in- 
compdtibles. 

In the pr^nt state of literary adventure it is not necessary to add 
more in the way of illustration. A hint is sufficieyt to the wise. That 
the speculation would succeed, hardly admits of doubt. There are ao 
many points on which the best judges know not what to think, that 1 
should not despair of seeing bishops and cabinet councillors becoming 
subscribers. If the publisher played his cards tolerably well, his book 
would be distributed by the Tract Societies, and whole editions would 
be disseminated for the edification of the poor. The aphorisms and 
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maxims of the volume, as they st^d, woQild form a proper supple¬ 
ment to “ The Whole Duty of Mm and, turned into dialogue, or 
dramatized into a story, they wouldlbe rendered fit accompaniments for 
“ S'liful Sally, “ Poor Joseph,” an^the unfortunate Footman of Mr. 
and Mrs. Fantom, the pliilosophers. To maidefij^ members of the 
House of Commons the volume would be indispeM^de ; and I would 
not advise any one to stand candidate for F.R.S.^ot F.S.A. without 
first duly studying its pages. In the two Universities it would become 
a necessary adjunct to the College courses ; and its introduction would 
afford a fit oppordmity for following the example of Trinity College, 
Dublin, by banishing from the lecture-room the dangerous and 
schismatic writings of Locke. Yon will, therefot!t!fh>^r. Editor, be 
pleased to submit this paper to Mr. Colburn ; and i^is hands are too 
full to embark in the concern, you wdl'give it publicity for the benefit 
of the trade, by an insertion in some early number of the New Monthly 
Magazine. p M. 


TO TIME. 

Wilt thou not leave a single eVarni 
Of all that now my idol graje,— 

\ootu where, fue fioin change or harm, 
Tlie others’ likeness 1 may trace ? « 

Well, /(ik( her eye’s unearthly bine, 

Ay, and her roseate blushes looj 
'flic frjthlniess of her losing lip; 

I’he ligluncss of her fairy trip ; 

Steal on, till not a beauty’s left,— 

I ’ll laugh at every petty theft. 

The NO///that kindled up btr chec^‘, 

'fliat gave her silent glance to speak, 

I’hat made her kiss so warm for him 
She doted on,—blest heaven ! for me ,— 
Thut motion’d every beauteous limb 
With maiden grace and dignity,— 

7'hu/ wul thou shalt not, canst not, cl.iim ; 
Nor hurt—it mocks thy deadliest aim. 

The spirit wriich, m youth’s full hurst 
Of feeling, shone throughout her frame. 
May shrink from all the deeds accurst 
In the world’s guilty bosom nursi, 

Back to the heart from vvl.timc ii came; 
Butev’n when ///ortlarh own’d thy sway. 
And thou shall seek thf* nobler prey 
Within, thy dark hitenl shall miss ; 

For, though thou seizest as thine own 
The chill an/t mouldering chrysalitr. 

Thou ’It fmd the lutlafij is flown. * 
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"and Thisbe, of dashing renown, 
uses adjoining in Baoyloii’s town, 

^fted in circles of fashion : 

They had vow’d love eternal—squeezed hands at Alinaek’s, 
But their cursed crabbed relatives would not relax. 

And swore to extinguish their passion. 

Ah, but Love is like steam in an engine, inclined 
SiilbA^itronger to burst out, the more it’s confined. 

Hflfiinls chuckled in vain at their art in 
Bribing spies who reported a parcel of flams ; 

So to watch them with house-maids and valet de shams. 

It was all in my eye Betty Marlin! 

Love-letters between thd^m in walnut-shells pass’d. 

Though, alas, wirked jaws crack’d the secret at last, 
'Ineu, O Lord, what a rumpus was brew’d up ! 

M'^hal carpeting, storming, hysterics, and prayers. 

Tears and rummaging trunks I till the young lolks ujvsiairs 
Were in garrets respectively mew’d up. 

’Twas a harsh stop, no doubt, that the homes of their sires 
Were made bridtwclls for bridling their bridal desires. 

And a justification here isn’t meant; 

But thff Habeas Corpus had just l)ccn put down. 

And no lawyer w«>uld bmige in all Babylon’s town • 

For a wtfit ’gainst their wrongous imprisonment. 

Niglitcamc and no nightingale sang o’er their heads. 

But the cats s<jiiawrd duels among cliiiuneys and le'ujs^ 
And the owls kept fb()whooing and staring; 

In her chani^cr poo? Tlu^he lay wecnijig a flood, 

. While Pjramus in hjs, damn’d the old people’s bh^d. 

In sobloquics cursing and swearing. , 

At la-^t, like old Baja/.ct, rising in rage, ^ , 

And resolved with his brains to bespatter his cage. 
Headforemost he dash’d ; but inc gable 
Was not battery-proof for a skull-picce so new 
And so solidly built that it fairly vycnt through 
Bricks old as the building of Babel. 


The I^ady at first, }ou may guess, got a shock. 

That a gentleman’s head at tier chamber should knock, 
Ai 
Like a 




tiid so unceremoniouslK enter, 
a thief on the pillory hangin|| his phiz ;— 
Ionizing at length by ihc rush-light 'twas his. 


ccogm 
“ Lord, 


she cried, what a charming adventure ! 


“ Yet oh. Mister Pyramus, dear -’t of Iambs, 

What a blow for your skull! ’iwoiild have broken a ram’s , 
Let me fetch you some eau fJr Cologtu for’t.”— 

No, no, sweetest Thisbe, sit down t^h- h tCfc, 

And a smack from your lips for the smack on my pate 
\S'in be far more acceptable com fori.” 


V o I . N . N t *. X X X V N . 


1 
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Pyramns itnd Thishe. 

Now to paint all the kissing and ^oIh dcliglits 
That took place at this holefr partition o’ nights. 

Might, perhaps, seem ta some folks improper ; 

So I ’vc only to note, where Rhe bricks had been broke. 
That the damsel by day>timi suspended her cloak. 

And the youth hung his old flannel wrapper. 

Thus woo’d they in attics—but somehow their t^ste 
Was not Attic enough for two attics so placed 
And their hearts growing ardent as JTttiia, 

They began to converse about parsons and rings, 
Post-chaisco, and such other rapturous things,— 

In a word, of eloping to (iretna. 

All things being managed by means of a nurse. 

With her inulf and her monkey, and cash in her purse. 
From an old sentimental atlorncy. 

Little Thishe one moon-shiny morning at thret 
W’hipt away to the sign of th^Mulberry-trce, 

Haifa mile out of town ffir their journey. 

Now here let me stale, matters of fact 

It is right to be plain, conscientious, exact,) 

You must pin not a tittle of faith on 
Old 0\id’s narration—but mine’s to be met 
In a genuine antique Babylonish gazette 
That was publish’d by Sanchonialhon. 

• • 

But to follow my story—conceive her despair 
When arrived at the inn a»id no Pyramus fchere^ 

Nor a light in the whole babii.uion ; 

Not a pair, nor a post-chaise to drive them from town, 
Not a boy on the saddle to bob up and dt^vn— 

Do you vender she wept with vexation ? 

-Ji'hile thus in the coach-yard^hevvailing her pickle. 

The tears of the damsel continued to trickle. 

As salt as a inine-sprmg of Cfacow, / 

On\sprang a chain’d inaslitV—afl'righted she ran, 
While^away went her wits, and her niufl'and lier fan. 

And away went unfortunate Jacko. 

• 

Poor pug was soon eat up, and so would the muff. 

If its wadding and fur had been eatable stuff’. 

But ’tvvas torn and the spot was still bloody. 

When the youth of«her soul, whose unhappy delay 
Had been caused by his drinking some wine ny the way, 
Arrived with his brains rather muddy. 

All was hush’d (for the dog having sated ir' maw. 

Laid his jowls very giiictlf down in the straw) 

When Pyramus halloo’d out, ^'^Thcre lies 
Both the blood and the muff of';iy mistress so sweet!”— 
She, to tell you the truth. h;.d .slipt down a hy-strcet. 

To escape from the Cyprians and Charlies. 

A groom on a hulk, who had during the death ' 

Of poor jmg slejit as sound as the grooms in Macbeth, 
Woke at length ;—but small comfort he gave, he 
Had no ilouht that the young lady’s blood haa been shed, 
But that he had not injured a hair of her head 
He was r^ady to make aflBdavy. 
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ramus and Thishe. 

**But there'* ruffians/' says he, ** that goes roaming the streets. 
And abusing ail decent ymng women they meets. 

More especially then as be virgins ; 

So the lady, 1 *11 wager ny head to that inui}'. 

Has been ravish’d and nmrder’d and stript to the hufl'. 

And her body’s been sold to the surgeons.” 

Hash* Pyramus, founding too stable belief 
On a stable-boy’s words, in a phrenzy of grief 
Prom his pocket a small pistol popt out. 

Which he aim’d at his noddle to Bnish his woes; 

Hut his head that broke bricks was not doom’d to oppose 
The lead bali,-for it luckily dropt out. 

So he fell, rather wondering he wasn’t quite dead. 

As the Hash had but stunn’d him and blister’d his head ! 

And his fate he continued to rave at, 

Till the inn-folks came out, and supposing his brains 
Had been partially sjii^, to secure the remains 
The^ bound up n s head with a cravat. 

13y th's time his Thisbe took courage enough 
To rtturn for her lover, her monkey, and muff’— 

In his arms Mister Pyramus lock’d her ; 

But the landlord sent each to a sejiarate bed. 

And at morning, believing them wrong in the head. 

Sent to Bedlam express fora doctor. 

• A 

The physician, a smug little prig of a man, 

Whcvhelitving two heads to oc better than one 

A gold head on his cane always carried, , 

Kxamined his patients with (luestions profound, 

Hubb’d hll nose, and by skill in nosojogy found 
'I'hey were both g<nng mad to be married. 

So says he (for his hea^f. was the kindest on earth *■’ * 

Towartis j^ople of fortune and fashion and birth) 

“ Let not Gretna your fancies etianiour. 

But keep here, ami observe the piescriplioiis 1writ. 

And they’ll help you to marriage-bonds pleasanter knit 

Than a Gretna-Green blacksmith could hammer.'’ 

• • 

To the youth ’iwas enjoin’d he sliould foam in his speech. 

And bite all wlio came near him excepting his leech, 
Sliamming hyiioehondriaeal vapours ; 

\Vliilst the la«Vy was loudly to .sAiack with her lips. 

Pi rouette like a top—practise opera skins. 

Ami -ilariii the wliolc house with tier capers. 

lire long, in iheir coaches appear’d at the inn’s , 

Gale old s}.octacli'd iioses^nu n^itcracker chins. 

In whose looks you might sec civil war lower; 

’Tvvas relations in qm-^-t of the fugitive brace. 

When the short jihysic .nan with a very long face 
Made his bow in the Alulberry parlour. 

W*ll» Koctor, what news of the culprits ?” He sigh’tl. 

Letbs see them.”—“ No, not for the world,” he replie/;.— 
” Then for God's sake explain what their plight is.”— 

** Oh, a dreadful disorder, whose syinjitoms consist 
In a rage to dance, bite, and to kiss and be kiss’d. 

We, the faculty, call it SmackUis, 

i: ” 
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“ Jivcn now (and the char^ in yonf lull is to come) 

I'hc poor youth has just biwfi' tne head-waiter’s thiinih. 
So inveterately fierce hn disease is ; 

And the lady has httal prognostics, I fear, 

Ofher dancing and chirruping fit being near. 

Which will end in a Hyperuresis.” 

He had scarce spoke the words when above little Miss 
Smack’d her lips,—ah ! with none to return her the kiss ; 

Then away she went wheeling and jumping, 

And she so figiirante’d them out of their wiis. 

That her Aunty below lay a figure in fits. 

While her father and mother sat glumping. 

At last cried the crusty old carle, “ Afore Gad, 

She deserves to be smother’d, the gipsy—she’s mad !" 

Quoth the doctor, “ Sir, spare that infliction— 

She may die in a trice, the poor dear ranlipol. 

Or the rest of her life be a mc^j dancing doll. 

If you offer the least contradiction.” 

Oh, there’s nought like a dance to make people change si<l 
And a doctor may rule in a house that dividc.s. 

One did once in our own House of Commons; ^ i 

So our leech having gain’d the minority’s will. 

Sat like Addington carrying the Alcdical hill. 

And would bend his opinion to no man’s. , 

The mother of Thisbe cricil “ Monster! atnl fool ! 

Talk of smothering my child in a manner as rofil 
«• As of smothering a rabbit in cookery !” 

In a trice her poor helpmate grew meek a.-j.a lamb. 

And sat twirlinjc his thumbs—for ho knew the old dam 
Had a tongue that would bother a rookery. 

Tfien said Pyramub’ father, “^Let *s first, if you plca'-e. 
(hire this smack—wh.it d’ye call V —tcel^liuii dise.iM , 

Tire vve set to dispute with our .spouses ; 

Imr*to see one’s own progeny hitclike a hear. 

Or go skipping like apes at a Barlemy fair, 

VVoi-ii^l assuredly grieve both our houses. 

” Let the doctor restore the young folks if he can”- 
Here the women supported him all to a man. 

And the doctor,^w'ho solemn and budge meanl, 

To a merry conclusion grave matters to bring. 

Look’d as wise as a kitten at play with a siring, 

While they swore to abide oy his judgment. 

• “ As to smothering, with |\vo featherbeds it is dniic. 

Hut my clinical trcatlncnt requires only one. 

And the help of a conjugal tether} 

So I order u ring from the jeweller’s shop, 

.A t^dprescribe the afflicted young coujile to hop 
To the temple of Hymen together.” 

“ •>'dng disease,” cried the churls ; and we’re hit 
riieir wives, tliougli they long’d at each other to spit. 

Saw their fate, and gave in—the curmudgeons 
Sent for lawyers to town, order’d dinner at six. 

And when ask’d by the landlord what fish they would fix. 
Groan’d, and answer’d ** A couple of gudgeons.” 
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But 1 wish 1 wore llolucr to tell you how all 
Dumps were cured by tt|it wedding, and banquet, and ball. 
How the codgers gft glorious with claret. 

How the lawyers punn’^ glibly—the priest with loop'd hat 
Stufl'd his carcase, a putding of orthodox fat. 

While the doctor conversed like a parrot. 

ThiSbe’s fame might have had, like her gable, a crack. 

Had she single to bubbling old Babylon gone back. 

But a bride she defied every gazer; 

So they march’d into town in the grand style of yore. 

With the foolineti in favours and tiddlers before. 

Playing “ God save King Nebuchadnezzar 1*' 


THE MONTHS.—NO. I. 

January. 

Those Cynthias of a minifte,” the Months, fleet past us so swiftly, 
that, though wc never mistake them while thc^ are present with us, 
yet, the moment any one of them is gone by, we begin to blend the 
recollection cf its features with those of the one which preceded it, or 
thalipvhich has taken its place, and thus confuse them together till we 
know not “ which is which.” And then, to mend the matter, when 
the whole of them have danced their graceful round hand-in-haiul be¬ 
fore us, not being al)le*to think of either separately, wc unite them all 
together in our iniugination, and call them the Past Year ; as we gather 
(lowers into a biincli and call them a bouquet. Now tliis should not 
l)e. Each one of the sweet sisterhood has features sulliciantly marked 
and distinct to entitle her to a place and a name; and if we mistake 
these features, and attribute those of any one to any other, it is because 
wc look at them with a cold and uninlerestcd, and therefore an inob¬ 
servant regard. The lover ofdulio could trace iii'ty minute particulars 
which were wantinj^'ii the'portrait of his nystress ; though to any one 
else it would have ajuiearcjJ a likeness : for to coiniium observers “ a 
likeness” means merely a something which is not s<> absolutely wwlike 
hut what it is capable of calling up the idea of the original to those who 
are intimately acquainted with it. * ’ 

Now I have been, for a long while past, accustomed to feel towards 
the couinion portraits of The Montlis, of which so many are extant, 
what St. Preux did towards that of his nnistress : all I could ever dis¬ 
cover in them was the particulars in which they were not like. Still I 
had never ventured to ask the favour of either of them to sit to me for 
her picture; having seen tliat it w.is the very nature of them to be for 
ever changing, and that therefore to aUempt io jix them wftuld be to 
trajc the outline of a sound or give the colour of a pcTfuine. At 
Ictigth, however, my unwearied attendance on them in their yearly 
passage past me, and the assiduous court that I have always pa^d to 
each and all of their charms, has met with its reward; for tiiore is this 
especial difference between them and all other mistresses whatever, 
—that, so far from being jealous of each other, their sole ground ot 
complaint against their lovers is, that they do not pay equal devotion 
to each in her turn : the blooming May and the htushiug June disdain 
the vows of those votaries who have not previously wept at the feet ot 
the weeping April, or sighed in unison with the sad breath of March 
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The Mouths. 

And it is the same with all the rest. They present a sweet emblem of 
the ideal of a happy and united hut^an family—to each member of 
which the best proof you can offer that you are worthy of her love, is, 
that you have gained that of her sisicrs ; and to whom the best evi¬ 
dence you can give of being able to love either worthily, is, that you 
love all. This, I say, has been the kind of court that j have paid to 
them—loving each in all, and all in each. And my reward, in addition 
to that of the love itself—which is a “ virtue,” and therefore “ its own 
reward,’’ has been that each has condescended to watch over and in¬ 
struct me while I wrote down the particulars of her brief but immortal 
life—immortal, because ever renewed, and bearing the seeds of its re¬ 
newal within itself. These instructions, however, were accompanied 
by certain conditions, without complying with which I am not permitted 
to make the results available to any one but myself. Foi my own 
private satisfaction I have liberty to personify the objects of my ad¬ 
miration under any form I please ; but if I speak of them to others, 
they insist on being treated merely as portions or periods of their 
beautiful parent The Year— as she is a portion of Time, the great 
parent of all things ; and that the facts and events I may have to refer 
to shall not be essentially connected with ///cwi, but merely be considered 
as taking place during the period of their sojourn on the earth respec¬ 
tively. I confess that this condition seems to savour a little of the fas¬ 
tidious—not to say the affected. And, what is still more certain, it cuts 
me off from a most fertile source of the poetical and the picturesque. 
I will frankly add, however, that 1 am not without jxiy suspicions 
that this latter may have been the vtry reason why the condition was 
imposed upon me ; for I am by no means certain that, if 1 had been 
left to myself, I should not have substituted cold abstractions and unin¬ 
telligible fictions (or what would liave seemed such to others) in thtf 
place of that .‘ample informatwn which i) is my object to convey. 

The only other condition imposed on mej.with which the reader has 
any concern, is, that I shall communicate what 1 mave learnt, through 
the medium of the New Monthly Magazine— that being the favourite 
godchild of the aforenamed sisterhood, and the one on which they be¬ 
stow their especial countenance and protection. 

Laying aside then, if I can, all ornamental figures of speech, I shall 
proceed to place before the reader, in plain prose, the principal events 
which happen, in the two worlds of Nature and of Art, during the life 
and reign of each month ; beginning with the nominal beginning of the 
dynasty, and continuing to present, on the birthday of each member 
of it, a record of the beauties which she brings in her train, and the 
good deetbi which she either inspires or performs. 

Hail! then hail to thee, J.tNUARy! all hail I cold and wintry as 
thou art if it be but in virtue of thy first day— the day, as the Frehcli 
call it, par excellence^—•“ Le jour dc Tan.” Come about me, all ye 
little school■bo 3 's that have escaped from the unnatural thraldom of 
•your taskwork, come crowding about me, with your untamed hearts 
shouting in your unmodulated voices, and your happy spirits dancing 
an untaught neasurc in your eyes—come and help me to speak the 
praises of New Year’s Day—ym/r day—one of the three which have of 
late become your s almost exclusively, and which have bettered you 
and been bettered themselves by the change: Christmas-day—which 
, New Year s Dav—which is; and Twelfth-day—-which is lobe; let 
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US compel them all three j^to our presence—with a whisk of our ima¬ 
ginative wand convert them int<f one, as the conjuror does his three 
glittering balls—and then enjoy them all together,—with their dress¬ 
ings, and coachings, and visitingaj and greetings, and gifts, and “ many 
happy returns!” with their plum-puddings and mince-pies and twelfth- 
cakes and neguses ! with their forfeits and fortune-tellings and blind- 
man’s buffs and snap-dragons and sittings up to supper I with their 
pantomimes and ]>anoramas and new penknives and pastry-cooks 
shops! in short, with their endless round of,ever new nothings, the 
absence of a relish for which is but ill supplied in after-life by that 
feverish hungering and thirsting after excitement which usurp without 
filling their place. Oh ! that I might enjoy those nothings once again in 
fact, as I can ;ii fancy!—But I fear the wish is worse than an idle one ; 
for it not only may not be, but it ought not to he. " We cannot have 
our ?ake and eat it too,” as the vulgar somewhat vulgarly but not the 
h'ss shrewdly expiess it: And^this is as it should be,—for if we could, 
it would neither be worth the eating nor the having. 

If the reader complains that this is not the sober style which I just 
now promised to maintain, I cannot help it. Besides, it was my sub¬ 
ject that spoke then, not mjisclf; and it s^toke to those who are too 
Jiappy to be wise, and to whom, therefore, if it were to speak wisely, 
it*might as well not speak at all. Let them alone for awhile, and they 
will grow too wise to be haj)py ; and then they may be disposed and at 
leisure to listen to reasun. 

In sober sadnes;:^ then, if the reader so wills it, and after the ap¬ 
proved maime? of modern moral discourses, the subject before us may 
be regarded under three distinct points of view ; namely, January in 
London—January m the Country—and January in general. And first 
of the first. 

Jdtiuari/ in London. 

Now—but before 1 proceed'further let me bespeak the reader’s in¬ 
dulgence at least, iAiiot hiS favour, towards»this everlasting monosylla¬ 
ble, NOW, to which my btittcrs have from time to tiiiie been so much 
indebted, and on which I shall be compelled to plai'c so much depen- 
dunce in this my present undertaking. It is the^pj^ss-word, the “open 
sesame," that must remove from before me all lets and impediments— 
it is the charm that will alternately put to sdence iny imagination when 
it may be disposed to infringe on the ollicc of my xnemory, and awaken 
iny memory when it is inclined to sicef)—in fact it is a monosyllable of 
infinite avail, and for which, on this as on many other occasions, no 
substitute can be found in our own or any other language : and if I aji- 
prove above all otlier proverbs that which says “there’s lyothing like 
the time present,’’ it is partly be<&use#“ the time present” is but a peri- 
plvasis for Now ! 

Now, then, the cloudy canopy of sca-coal smoke that hangs over 
London, and crowns her (pioen of capitals, floats thick and threefold— 
for fires and fcastings are rife, and every body is either “ out” or “ at 
liome” every night.—Now schoolboys don’t know what to do with 
themselves till dinner-time—for the good old days of frost and snow, 
and fairs on the Thames, and furred gloves, and skaiting on the canals, 
and sliding on the kennels, are gone by ; and for any thing in tba 
shape of winter, one might as well live in Italy at once!—Now, (on the 
evening of twelfth-day) mischievous maid-s^tervants pin elderly people 
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together at the windows of pastry-cooks* shopp—thinking them ** weeds 
that have no business there.”—Now, |f a frosty day or two does happen 
to pay us a flying visit on its way home to the North Pole, how the 
little boys make slides on the pathways for lack of ponds, and, it may 
be, trip up an occasional housekeeper just as he steps out of his own 
door;—who forthwith vows vengeance, in the shape of ash^, on all 
the slides in his neighbourhood—not, doubtless, out of vexation at his 
own mishap, and revenge against the petty perpetrators of it, but 
pui’cly to avert the like from others !—Now Bond-street begins to be 
conscious of carriages—two or three people are occasionally seen 
wandering through the Western Bazaar—and the Soho ditto is so 
thronged, that Mr. Trotter begins to think of issuing another decree 
against the inroads of single gentlemen.—Now linen-drapers begin to 
“ sell off'” their stock at “ fifty per cent., unde/ prime cost,” and con¬ 
tinue so doing all the rest of the year—every article of which will be 
found on inspection to be of “ the last pew pattern,” and to have been 
“ only had in tliat morning!”—Now oranges are eaten in the dress- 
circle of the great theatres, and enquiries are propounded there whe¬ 
ther “ that gentleman in black,” meaning Hamlet, “ is Harlequin ?” 
And laughs and “La! Mama’s” resound thence, to the remotest 
corners of the lionse; and “ the gods” make merry during the play, in 
order that tiiey may be at leisure to listen to the pantomime! and Mr, 
Farley is consequently in his glory, and Mr. Grimaidi is a great man : 
as, indeed, when is he not?—Now newspaper^ teem with twicc-ten- 
times-told-tales of haunted-houses, and great searsnakes, and mer¬ 
maids ; and a murder is u orth a jew’s-eye to them; for “ the House 
does not meet for the dispatch of business till the fifth of February.” 
And great and grievous are the lamentations that .Ire heard in the said 
newspapers over the lateness of the London season, ami its detrimental 
effects on the interests of tlie me tropolis —but they forget to add, 
“Erratum —for read )ii uspiif') s .”-—Now Moore’s Almanack 

holds “sole sovereign sway and mastery” amon^ the readers of that 
class of literatire ;—for there has not yct»hecn time to nullify any of 
its predictions—nbt even that which says “ we may cxjjcct some frost 
and snow about thiii period.”—Finally,—now periodical works put on 
their best attire—the old ones expressing their determination to become 
new, and the new ones to become old ; and the New Monthly Maga¬ 
zine in particular—which is both new and old, and which realizes in 
its performances the pretensiofts of all the otlu rs (!)—makes a point of 
putting forth the first of some pleasant series of papers (ecce sif^num !) 
which cannot fad to fiy the wavering propensities of the most periodical 
of re.tdcrg, and make him her own for another fwi !v(> months at least! 

fauna I»/ in itc Coantiy. 

This has but a dreary sound to tlio.se wlio go into “ the country” 
only that they may not be seen in “ town.” But to those who seek the 
counti^ for the same reason that they seek London—namely, for the 
good tliat is to be found there—the one lias at least as many attractions 
as the oth''r, at any given period of the year. Let me add, however, 
that if tliere is a particular period when tlie country puts forth fewer 
of her^attractions than at any other, it is this—probably to try who are 
her real lovers, and who are only false flatterers, and to treat them ac¬ 
cordingly. And yet— now, the trees, denuded of their gay attire, 
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they did when dressed it| all the flaunting fashions of midsummer. 
Now their voices are silent, and t^ir forms are motionless, even when 
the wind is among them ; so that the low plaintive piping of the robin- 
redbreast can be heard, and his lyding-place detected by the sound of 
his slim feet alighting on the fallen leaves. Or now, grown bolder as 
the skies becon^e more inclement, he flits before you from twig to twig 
silently, like a winged thought*, or like the brown and crimson leaf of 
a cherry-tree blown about by the wind—f)r perches himself by your 
side and looks sidelong in your face, pertly, and yet imploringly ; as 
much as to say—‘ though I do need your aid just now, and would 
condescend to accept a crumb from you, yet I’m still your betters, for 
I’m still a bird.’—Now one of the most beautiful sights on which the 
eye can open, occasionally presents itself: we saw the shades of even¬ 
ing fall upon a waste expaasc.of brown earth, shorn hedge-rows, bare 
brandies, and miry roads, interspersed here and there with a patch of 
dull mulanchoij'’ green ; but when we arc awakened by the late dawning 
of the morning, and think to look forth upon the same, what a bright 
pomp greets us ! what a white pageantry! It is as if the fleecy clouds, 
that float about the sun at Midsummer, had descended upon the earth 
and clothed it in their beauty ! Every object we look upon is strange 
and yet familiar to ns—“ another yet the same.” And the whole 
afibets us like a vision of the night, which we are half-conscious is 
a vision ;—we know that it is there —and yet we know not how long it 
may remain there; sinefi amotion may change it, or a breath melt it 
away. And what a mysterious stillness reigns over all! a white si¬ 
lence! Even the “ flouted shoon” of the eaily poisant is not heard, and 
the robin, as lie liops from twig to twig with undecided wing, and 
shakes down a featlfcry shower as lie goes, hushes his low whistle, in 
wonder at the unaccustomed scene. 

Now the labour of the husbandman is for once in the year at a stand; 
and he haunts the alehouse fire^ or lolls listlessly over the half-door of 
the village smithy, find watches the progress of the labour which he 
unconsciously envies—tastkig for once in his life (witl^ut knowing it) 
the bitieruess of that ennui which he begrudges to bis betters.—Now 
melancholy-looking men wander by two’s :jn4 three’s” through 
market-towns, with thin faces as blue as the aprons that are twisted 
round their waists—their inclFcctual rakes resting on their shoulders— 
anti a withered cabbage hoisted upon a pole,—and sing out their dole¬ 
ful petition, of “ Pray remember the pdor Gardeners, wdio can get no 
work !”—Now the passengers outside the Cheltenham nigbt-coacli look 
wistfully at the Witney Blanket-mills as they pass, and meditate on the 
merits of a warm bed.—Now people of fashion,—who cannpt think of 
coining to their homes in town ea»ly in the season, and will not 
think of remaining at their homes in the country so late,—seek out 
spots on the sea-shore which have the merit of being neither town nor 
country, and practise patience there (as Tiinon of Athens did) en 
attendant the London w’inter—which is ordered to commence about the 
first week in Spring, and end at Mi(ls um||)er ! 

* I scarcely know whether it is worth while to mention that, since the above 
WiW written and sent to press, 1 have seen, in a number of a little work called Ihe 
Mtorury Pocket, a pancr noticinaf certain ajtpcaranrcs connected with the dilferent 
sensous, in which the swallows that Hit about in search of insects, are compared to 
“ winged ihoiights.” The writer of the pleasant paper I allude to is of course en¬ 
titled to the credit (if credit there be) of priority. 
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But we arc forgetting the garden, all this fvhile; which must not be, 
for Nature docs not. Though the gardener can find little to do in 
it, she is ever at work there, and ever with a wise hand, and graceful as 
wise. The wintry winds of December having shaken down the last 
lingering leaves from the trees, the final labour of the gardener was 
employed in making all trim and clean; in turning up. the dark earth 
to give it air—pruning off the superfluous produce of summer—and 
gathering away the worn out attire that the perennial flowers leave be¬ 
hind them when they sink into the earth to seek their winter home,— 
as Harlequin and Columbine in the pantomimes sometimes slip down 
through a trap-door, and cheat their silly pursuers by leaving their 
vacant dresses standing erect behind them.—All being left trim and 
orderly for the coming on of the new year, Now, to resume our 
friendly monosyllable, all the processes-of Nature for the renewal of 
her favoured race, the flowers, may be more aptly observed than at any 
other period. Still, therefore, however desolate a scene the garden 
may present to the gtncral gaze, a particular examination of it is full of 
interest, and interest that is not the lo.ss valuable fur its depending 
chiefly on the imagination. Now, the bloom-buds of tlio fruit-trees,— 
which the late leaves of autumn had concealed from the view,—stand 
confessed, upon the otherwise bare branches; and, dressed in their 
patent wind and water-proof coats, brave the utmost severity of the 
season ;—their hard unpromising outsides, compared with the forms of 
beauty w'hich they contain, reminding us of their friends the butterflies 
when in the chrysalis state.—Now the perennials,.—having slipped off 
tlieir summer robes, and retired to their subterranean sleeping-rooms,—- 
just permit the tops of their naked Iteads to peep above the ground, to 
warn the labourer from disturbing their annua! reposi“.—Now the 
smooth-jeavedj<>lld tender-stemmed rose of China hangs its pale, scent¬ 
less, artificial-looking flowers upon tlie check of winter—reminding us 
of the last faint bloom upon the face* of a fading beauty, or the hectic 
of disease on that of a dying one; and a few'chrysanthemums still 
linger—the witek of the past year—their warious-coloured stars look¬ 
ing like faded imttations of the gay glaring China-aster, 

Now, too,—firsu gvidonees of the revivifying principle of the new^ 
born year—for all that we have hitherto noticed are but lingering rem¬ 
nants of the old— now the golden and blue crocuses peep up their 
pointed coronals from amidst their guarding pali.sades of green and 
grey leaves, that they may be ready to come forth at the call of the 
first February sun tliat looks warmly upon them ; and perchance one 
here and there, bolder than the rest, has started fairly out of the earth 
already, ^md half opened her trim form—pretending to have mistaken 
the true time:—a.sa forward school-miss will occasionally he seen co¬ 
quetting with a smart cornet, before she lia.s be.'’n regularly produced 
—as if she didn’t know that there was “ any harm in it.” 

January in frcneral. 

Wiien the palm of merit is to be awarded among the Months, it is 
usual |ji|^assign it to May by Reclamation. But if the claim depends on 
tlresu^of delight which eacH witnesses, or brings with her, I doubt if 
January should not bear the bell from her more blooming sister, if it 
were only in virtue of her share in the aforenamed festivities of the 
Christmas Holidays. And then, what a happy influence does she not 
exercise on all the lest of the year, by the fiimily meetings she brings 
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about, and by the kindlingtind renewing of the social affections that 
grow out of and are chiefly dependent on these! And what sweet re¬ 
membrances and associations does she not scatter before her, through 
all the time to come, by her gifts—the “ new year’s gifts!” Christmas- 
boxes, as they are called, are but sordid boons in comparison of 
these — they are mere money paid for mere services rendered or 
expected—wages for work done and performed—barterings of value 
for value—offeriiigs of the pocket to the pocket. But new year's gifts 
are offerings of the affections to the affections—of the heart to the 
heart. The value of the first depends purely on themselves, and the 
gratitude, such as it is, which they call forth, is measured by the gross 
amount of that value. But the others owe their value to the wishes 
and intentions of the giver ; and the gratitude they call forth springs 
from the affections of the receiver. 

And then, who can see a new year open upon him without being 
better for the prospect—without, making sundry wise reflections—(for 
tiny reflections on this subject must be comparatively rvise ones) on the 
step he is about to take towards the goal of his being ? Every first of 
January that v/e arrive at is an imaginary mile-stone on the turnpike 
track of human life—at once a resting-place for thought and medita¬ 
tion, and a starting point for fresh exertion in the performance of our 
joufney. The man who does not at least propose to himself to be better 
this year tlian ho was last, must be either very good or very bad in¬ 
deed. And only to propose to be better, is something;—if nothing 
else, it is an ackpowlodgntent of our need to be so,—which is the first 
step towards amendnicnt. But in fact, to propose to oneself to do 
well, is in s'mie sort to do well, positively; for there is no such thing 
as a stationary point In human endeavours: he who is not worse to- 
rlay than he was yesterday, is better ; and he who it not better is 
worse. The very name of January,—from Janus—twofaced—“ look¬ 
ing before and after,”—indicates the reflective propensities which she 
encourages, and whicltwhen duly exercised c&nnotfail to lead to good. 

And then January is the youngest of the yearly brodtl, and there¬ 
fore, prima fueic, the best: lor 1 protest most strenuously against the 
comparative age which Chaucer, I think, has assigacd to this month by 
implication, when he compares an old husband and a young wife to 
“ January and June.” These poets will sacrifice any thing to allite¬ 
ration—even abstract truth, sorry to say this of Chaucer, whose 

poetry is more of “ a true thin^’ than th*at of any other—Always ex¬ 
cepting Mr. Crabbe’s, which is too much of a true thing. And no¬ 
body knew better than Chaucer the respective merits of the months, 
and the peculiar qualiti'^s and characteristics which appertainHo each. 
But, I repeat, alliteration is the Scylla and Charybdis united of all who 
embark on the perilous ocean of poetry; and that Chaucer himself 
chose occasionally to “ listen to the voice of the charmer, charmed she 
never so wnwisely,”—the above example affords sufficient proof. I am 
afiraid poets themselves are too self-opiniated people to make it worth 
while for mo to warn them on this point; hut I hereby pray alt^rose- 
writers pertinaciously to avoid so pernicious a practice. This, hiwever, 
by the bye. 

1 need scarcely accumulate other arguments and examples to show 
that my favourite January deserves to rank first among the months, in 
merit as she docs in place. But lest doubters shouki still remain, I 
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wHl add—ask the makers-out of annual accounts wlicthcr any inontli 
fan compare with January, since then they may begin to hope for a 
settlement, and may even in some cases venture to ask for it;—which 
latter is a comfort tl)at has been denied them during all the rest of the 
year ; besides its being a remote step towards the said settlement. And 
q^n the other hand, ask the contractors of annual accounts whether 
January is not the best of all possible months, since then they may 
begin to on/«r afresh, with the prospect of a whole >.year’s im{)Unity. 
The answers to these two questions must of course decide the point,—- 
since the two classes of persons to whom they are addressed include 
tlie whole adult(ej'ated) population of these commercial realms ! Z. 

THE not It OF DEATH. 

l.EAVES ha^e their time to f.tll. 

And flowers to wither at the North-wind’s breath. 

And stars to set—but all, , 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, oh. Death ! 

Day is for mortal care, 

E\e for "lad meetings lonnd the joyous hearth. 

Night for the dreams of sleep, the toicc of prayer— 

Hut all for thee, thou flightiest of the Karth! 

The banquet hath its hour. 

Its feverish hour of iniith, and song, .md wine ; 

There comes a day for (Jrief’s o’erfvhelming po\^i>, 

A time for softer teats—but all are thine ! 

• 

Youth and the opening rose * 

M.iy look like things too gloiious foi decay. 

And smile at thee !—but thou art not af tlio'-i 
That wait the ripen’d bloom to sci/c their pny ! 

Leaves have thetr limt to fall. 

And flowers to wither at the#Noiih-wind’s bn. iib. 

And stars to set—but all, # 

Thou ha‘‘t all seasons for lliine own, «)li,*Death ! 

^ c.knovv when moons shall u*ane. 

When sumnier-hirds from far shall cross the ira, 

WhcR autumn’s hue shall tinge the golden gram— 
lint who shall teach us when to look for thee? 

Is it when spring’s first gale 
Comes forth to whisper whtmthe violets lie ? 

Is it when roses ih our paths'grow pale ? 

They have one season— all are ours to die ! 

Thou art where billows foam. 

Thou art where music melts upon the air; 

Thou art around qs in (^r peaceful home, 

And the world calls us forth—and thou an there ! 

Thou art where friend meets friend. 

Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest; 

Thou art where foe meets foe, and IrunqrtTs rend 
The skies, and swords heat down the princely crest. 

Leaves have their time to fall, 

And flowers to wiiherai the North-wind’s breath, 

Ami stars to set—but all. 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, oh, Dcatit! 


V. 11. 
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MY UIQcLK:—A PORTRAIT. 

**Thi8 fellov, now, is like an over-ripe melon—rough outside, with much 
sweetness under it.” —The Mountaineers, 

Imagine a short burly-faced man, in a pepper-and-salt coat, red 
waistcoat, light kerseymere breeches, and short gaiters; his hat beat|; 
ishly inclined a slight degree from the perpendicular over his right 
ear, the left scahtily covered with a few grey hairs suspiciously dis¬ 
guised with powder; an eye of varied expression; dignified when glan¬ 
cing at an inferior, courteous in the salutation of an equal, and sala- 
ciously amorous when ogling a pretty girl. Imagine too “ a fair round 
belly with good capon lined," and that air of consequential importance, 
which the ever present reflection of being worth a plum never fails to 
impart; and you have a tolerable camcra-hicida portrait of My Uncle, 
'J'imothy 'J'omkins, esq. citizen and bachelor. 

Your plodding London tradesmen of the last century never suf¬ 
fered their imaginations to stray to green fields and rural felicity, ‘till 
they had worn out the pith of their existence in the acquisition of a 
competence. They built substantial mansions in narrow alleys, and 
immured themselves and their progeny in their brick warrens, till the 
thirst of money-getting was sufliciently quenched to prompt the wish 
fbr’retirement; and then they very prudently withdrew from the tur¬ 
moils of traffic, to die of ennui and nothiiig-to-do-ishness in a dull 
country village. My hbnoured kinsman, though somewhat tinged 
with antiquated notions and gone-by prejudices, was yet wise enough 
to leave off bargain-driving and stock-jobbing, before he had lost all 
relish for rurality; but having passed the meridian of his life unbur- 
thened with connubi&l cares, he found, after a few’ months’ possession 
of his sijiig cottage on Hampstead Heath, that the prattle of children 
and the music of a woman’s tongue might have proved less annoying 
than chewing the cud of his^ own nmsings, nodding over a newspajHir, 
or contemplating the stagnant viridity of duck-pond. He grew 
tired of gazing on the Heath, and listening to the cawiilg of rooks and 
the tinkling of sheep-bells. The blue sky and the‘green fields, his 
grotto and hermitage, his thickset hedges, ai^.his llowcr-prankt 
arbours, became alike indifferent to his unpoetical imagination; and 
he sighed for the busy bustle of Cornbill, and the grateful hum of the 
Iloyal Exchange. Pent up iu his green swtude, he felt convincingly 
]»ow dreary a thing it was to lead the litb of a bachelor; and then lie 
fell to reflecting how silly it was of him, some twenty years back, to 
break oil* his courtship with Miss Biddy Briggs, the rich saddler’s 
daughter, for disliking his pea-green coat; and that if he h^ bridled 
his anger, he might have secured tfte tender bit for himself, instead of 
holding the stirrup, like a fool as he was, to fat Ferguson, the feliroon- 
ger of Bermondsey, who vaulted in his place, and galloped off with the 
prize. All this, however, was now “ past praving forand though he 
had retired, that was no reason he should be hypped to death with the 
blue devils on Hampstead Heath. lie, therefore, made up his mind to 
drive to London once a day, that he might look around and see how 
the world wagged; smipulously resolving to drive no bargains cither 
for time or tallow, but merely to “ peep at the busy Babel,” and occa¬ 
sionally secure an old friend to share half bis gig, and ^ake a dinner and 
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a bed at his rural domicile. Besides, thenp were other causes beyond 
the mere sense of loneliness, to induce him to adopt this plan. Among 
the rest, he missed his morning’s sandwich and his comfortable bason of 
turtle. He had a tolerable cook, to be sure; and those of his old 
friends, who occasionally enlightened his solitude by dropping in, pro- 
i^unced her culinary fabrications to be excellent. Their commenda¬ 
tions gratified his ear, but did not convince his judgment; and Birch’s 
soups remained nc plus ultras, which her skill could never achieve. 

As he Iiad no one to please but himself, his scheme was soon put 
into practice ; and a new gig was ordered ; a vehicle, by.thc-bye, he 
had little fancy for, and in which nothing but the prejudice of the old 
school against riding in a stage-coach, could have induced him to peril 
his neck. I had the honour of initiating him in the noble science of 
driving; an acquirement, he said, which he never thought of living to 
sec a gentleman take a pride in. He was immensely awkward at first; 
the clumsiest Phaeton that ever had a. fancy for horse-flesh. His fiit, 
fleshy knuckles grasped the reins with a most ungraceful air, and he 
brandished the whip like a carman. However, he was highly delighted 
with his new toy; and I shall never forget the glee with which he 
bundled into Batson’s, and shook hands w’ith a dozen of his cronies after 
a twelvemonth’s absence. Even the waiter came in for a share of his 
regards.—“WJiat, Joe! What, here still, eh, Joe? Not in business 
yet, eh ? And Kitty the bar-maid, too, I declare! Well, Kitty, bow 
d’ye do? Not married yet, I see. Joe and you make a'watch of it, 
eh ? Can set up Joe’s coffee-house then, you k,ao\^.”—A new dawn 
seemed to have gleamed on the old gentleman’s existence. He grew 
fat and frolicsome, and had snug turtle-dinners and bacchanalian revels 
at his fus in vrhe, 'till, like Sir John Falstaff, he grew “ out of all com¬ 
pass—out of all reasonable compass.” Self-willed, as old bachelors 
usually are, he would no longer suffer me to drive, and my equestrian 
services were dispensed with. “ Young, hair-brained fellows like 
you,” he said, “ are not fit companions for sedate elderly folks.” The 
fact was, he hid no mind I should witneis the midnight orgies of his 
rural retirement, 'and I had no inclination to partake of them. It hap¬ 
pened one morning,^after one of his customary devotions at the shrine 
of good fellowship, that he attempted to drive to town, his head half 
muzzy with the last night’s debauch. The tit tliat run in his gig, was 
a fine blood mare of my o^n choosing ; and I had more than once told 
him, that if he did not wish td drive to the ilevil, the whip and her hide 
must be kept at a respectful distance. “ Attempt to brush a ffy off 
her neck,” said I, “ and depend on it she'll break yours.” Well, what 
does my sagacious kinsman do, but just as he came to that deep 
descent on the Hampstead-ioad, "between thp Heath and Camden 
Town, and where any man in his senses would have held tight the reins, 
he lays half-a-dozen swingeing lashes on the mare’s flank. Away slie 
fcampered, helter-skelter; off flew the wheel, snap went the shafts, and 
out tumbled my uncle Timothy. The horse was stopped with diffi- 
culty, the gig was dashed to atoms, and uncle w'as conveyed home to 
bed. The old boy was more frightened than him. All his limbs were 
sound, and he had no bruises; but terror performed the work of reality, 
and introduced him, for the first time in his life, to the pleasures of the, 
gout. The grossness of his habit, and the irregularities of his living. 
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were powerful auxiliaries tqitlie virulence of his disorder. His temper 
was not one of the mildest in the world, and he indulged freely in the 
popular remedy of expletives. To be tied down to his arm-chair was 
punishment enough; but to be tortured into the bargain would have 
excited cataraphobia in a less irritable temperament than his, I re¬ 
ceived a note from him a day or two after his accident, written in mu<^ 
apparent pain, if I might judge by the hieroglyphics that were jumbled 
together in its composition. It was couched in the following terms:— 

“ Bob, you scoundrel, why don’t yo,u come to me ? I am dying, 

you undutr^l cub, and you won’t stir a peg.I've had a sad accident, 

Bob, Spilt from that kickshaw cockle-shell, the gig. All my bones 
broken....Confound that mare! Your buying, Bob—on purpose, I be¬ 
lieve, to break my neck.Got .the gout, too. Bob. The gout, you vil¬ 

lain, and you know it, and won’t come. Yes; here I may die ; nobody 

cares for me: nobody cares for an old bachelor.Bobby, my boy, 

come to your poor lame uncle.You rascal, if you don’t set out 

directly, I’ll cut you oft’with a shilling. 

“ Your loving uncle, Timothy Tomkins.” 

My sensations, on perusing this epistle, were none of the most agree' 
able: not that I disliked the old gentleman; but I was so well aware of 
the testiness of his temper, that I felt my dependence on him at this 
moment strtmgcr than evftr. 1 knew that it hung upon a tln-ead ; and 
that, square my behaviour as I would, I could hardly hope to please 
him. Besides, I*Iiad a tale to unfold, on the reception of which the fu¬ 
ture happiness of my life depended; and if the variable wind that 
guided ills weathercock disposition should happen to set in the wrong 
quarter, a long farewell to all the fairy pictures of felicity my ardent 
imagination had painted. I have already glanced at an attachment of 
the old gentleman in his younger days to Miss Biddy Briggs, who 
wedded his rival. 'The lady'ccrtainly acted a •little precipitately in the 
affair; for had she waited Ae ebullition of my uncle’l passion, he 
would doubtless liavc been the first to have made ov'ertures of peace. 
However, she promptly decided on giving her han^ *<o the fellmonger, 
and left Iut quondam-beau to recover his chagrin and surprise as he 
might. iSmee that period, he had cherished a bitter dislike to the fell- 
monger ; and whenever the image of Biddy Crossed his mind, he drove 
it away with the epithets of a jilt, a coqifet, and an inconstant. Now 
it happened, by the most singular chance in the world, that the daugh¬ 
ter of this couple was introduced to me at a ball—that grand mart, time 
out of mind, for the exchange of hearts ; and, as a matter of epurse, I 
fell in love. I hope none of my reafSers will take offence at this old- 
fashicuicd method of imbibing the tender passion; for I can assure 
them, that even now, hearts are sometimes lost in ball-rooms, as well 
as in the days of Sir Charles Grandison. I skip over the honied hours 
that preceded my offer and acceptance—lovers’ tetes-d~tet€ are maudlin 
matters for paper. Two obstacles alone opposed our union,—trifles, 
perhaps, to some folks, but not so to us— I mean the consent of l^r pa¬ 
rents and of my uncle, on whom the reckless generosity of a liberal- 
minded but ill-fortuned father had left me utterly dependent. It was 
agreed that I should write to the former, and make a vivd v>Kt appeal 
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to the latter. Mr. and Mrs, Ferguson were good sort of folks, who were 
anxious to see their daughter happy ; and they wrote me in reply, that 
if my uncle’s consent could be obtained, their’s should not be withheld. 
Their letter contained many expressions of regard for their old friend, 
and an anxious wish for an union, which would connect both families 
in bonds of closer friendship. This was the sum and substance of 
their ejiistle, worded in a somewhat more liomely style, but containing 
all I could desire. And now, said I, for my uncle! 

It was at this critical juncture that his letter reached me; and this was 
the business 1 had to impart. Oh! thought I, the miseries of dependence! 
And on an old bachelor too, the testiest animal in the world! Old 
bachelors are a sort of wild beasts. They carry their untamed ferocities 
about them, to the annoyance of their fellow-creatures ; while a married 
man, in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, is the gentlest being imagin¬ 
able. He is swayed and curbed and softened down, ’till he loses all his 
celibacious asjicrities, and becomes a reasonable creature. Marriage, 
like the gentle arts, “ einolUt vwres, ncc sinit esse feros it prevents men 
from degenerating into brutes, and, by the constant collision with 
woman’s milder mind, gives them a portion of her tender spirit, and 
humanizes the soul. All these reflections were engendered by the fear 
that the ancient animosity of my uncle to the very name df Fcti||M|)p 
should stand between me and the consummation of my hopeS^'*Y 
glided up the stajrs that led to his apartment, and as I held the handle 
of the door in dubious suspense, ondcavourcfl to screw rilfy courage to 
the sticking-plare, ere 1 turned it round and vcntiyed into his presence. 
The effort was made, and the door opened. By the side of the fire, 
half-encircled with an old-fasliioiied screen, sat my uncle Timothy, in 
a capacious arm-chair; his legs enveloped in flannels and fleecy 
hosiery ; his hands resting on the ellmws of the chair; his counte¬ 
nance flushed end fiery with pain and vexation, and his eyes glaring at 
the glow'ing embers in abstracted vacancy. As I advanced towards 
him with the best look df condolence I could «ommand, he raised his 
head, and the*following di.ilogue ensued :• 

“So, you are come at last. A pretty.dutiful nephew—a tender-hearted 
kinsman. Yes, Iwi^ I might lie and languish in agony ’till doomsday. 
F.vcn my ow n brother’s son cares nothing for me; no, not an atom. Well, 
sir, what do you stand there for, like a stock-fish ? Why don’t you get a* 
chair ?”—“ Sir,” I replied, mechanically obeying him, “ I assure you I 
never heard of your accident'till the receipt of your letter ; and I set off 
on the instant.”—“ Dare say you did. Don’t think it, though. Hoped 
to find your old uncle at his last gasp, I’ve no doubt. Disappointed, 
mayhap; .shall live long enough yet to tire yon out. Sound at the 
core. Bob. No chance for •you these twenty years. Took care of 
myself when I was young, and didn’t waste my health and my money 
in drinking and raking. No Tom-and-Jerrying in those days.”—“ 1 
^ 01 ^ hope, sir, my conduct would acquit me of any undutifnl wish 
tow^s an uncle who has always proved so kind to me as you have.”— 
'*lSh ? Well, perhaps it would. As you say, I haven’t deserved it, 
Bob. Don’t think you are hard-hearted ; never did. You are toler¬ 
ably well as the world goes; only a little flighty. Young men, now-a- 
days, are not as they were when I was a .stripling. Bobby, my boy, 
just shift my log on this cushion Zounds! you scoundrel, you *ve 
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crippled me. You vtllai^ do you suppose my toes have no more feel¬ 
ing than a horse’s hoof? Did you think you were handling a bed¬ 
post ?” I stammered out an apology, attributing my inadvertency to 
my anxiety to relieve his pain. Tins soothed him a little. “ Why, 
lookye, Bob: you know I am naturally good-tempered, but it would pro¬ 
voke the patience of a saint to be cooped up here like a capon, roasted 
as I am by a slow hr^, drenched with drugs, and fed upon slops. But 
tell me, what are you doing ? How do you like the law ? Fancy you 
like the playhouses better. Prefer hopping at Almack’s, to studying 
Coke upon Littleton, eh ?”—“ Sir, I never go to balls.”—“ Never go 
to balls ! More shame for you. Dare say you never said a civil thing 
to a lady in your life.”—“ I trust, Sir, I have never been found deficient 
ill the attentions due to the fair sex.”—“ Pshaw ! I don’t believe you. 
I know you are a shy-cock. ^You ’ve no more gallantry tlian a goose, 
—no more spirit than a tdm-tit. You ’re an animated iceberg. 
Zounds! when I was a youngster, the glance of a bright eye acted on 
me like a spark in a powder-barrel: I was in flames in a moment. 
Daresay you never formed a single attachment. Sorry for it. Should 
like to see you married. Bob.”—“ Perhaps, Sir, you could recommend 
me a wife.”—“ Not I, Bob. I never played the part of a match-maker 
life* You must beat up your own game, 1^, and run it down 
ToSwelf.”—“ Then, my dear uncle, to confess the truth, so far from 
being the cold composition you imagine me, I am actually engaged to a 
lady.”—“ The devil you are ! And pray who is she i" —I hesitated, 
and changed colour. “ What are you stammering at ? You ’re not ashamed 

of telling her nsime,’surely.”—“ Oh, no, sir. Her name is-her name 

-that is, her name is — Miss Julia Ferguson.” He stared at me a 

second or two in mute surprise. “ Ferguson ! No relation, I hope, to fat 
Ferguson the fellmonger.” Here was a crisis! It was in vain to repent 
my precipitancy. Sincerity was all I had to trust to, and I confessed she 
was his daughter. The effect was fearful. He never uttered a word ; 
but I could see the workings of pride, passion, and resentment, as they 
alternately displayed themsplves in the fiery glances *^f his eye, the 
flushings of his cheek, and the quivering of his lips. .Opposite his win¬ 
dow there grew a sturdy oak. He turned his eye towards it, and thus 
addressed me, with an assumed coolness : “ Bdb, look at that oak. 
^Wben your strength shall be able to bend its trunk, you may hope to 
bend my wishes to your will. Ferguson! I detest the name, and all 
who bear it; and sooner than you should wed her, I would follow you 
to your grave.” There was something so appalling in his manner as 
he uttered this denouncement, that I was unable to reply; but I was 
spared the effort by the sudden opening of the door, and the entrance 
of an old friend of my uncle’s, wh* stopped suddenly, struc!^ by the 
expression on both our countenances. “ Heyday !” said he, “ what’s 
the matter ? Uncle and nephew at loggerheads “ Here’s Bob,” re¬ 
plied ray kinsman, “ has dared to acknowledge a passion for the daugh¬ 
ter of fat Ferguson, the fellow that-“ Married your adorable, 

because you was too sulky to ask her hand "for yourself. Well, what 
is there so wonderful in that? Julia berguson is a fine girl, and de¬ 
serves a good husband.”—“ Very likely ; but do you suppose I would 
ever give my consent to her union with my nephew ? And why 
not ? Let me tell you, the Fergusons are a respectable and a worthy 
VOL. X. NO. xxxvn. S’ 
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family.”—“ But their blood shall never ming|e with mine."—“ Lookyo, 
Tomkins; you’re an unforgiving fellow: your blood would suffer no 
contamination by the union : and I can tell you this, that whatever ani¬ 
mosity you may bear to them, they always speak in the highest terms 
of you. ftirs. Ferguson, to this day, says you are the best-hearted man 
she ever knew.” RIy ui^cle's features here assumed a more complacent 
aspect. “ Answer me one question,” said he. “ Can you deny that 
she jilted me?"—“I can. You might have had a regard for her, hut 
it does not follow that she W'as in love with you ; and surely she had a 
right to consult her own happiness by marrying the man of her heart.” 
—” Humph! well, I care little about that now. I hate animosity as 
much as any man ; and Bob knows it has always been my wish that he 
should be happy; and if I thought they really wislied to renew the 
acquaintance—.” I interrupted the conclusion of the sentence by 
putting into his hand the letter 1 had just*received. He was mueli agi¬ 
tated while perusing it, and I could see a tear in the corner ot liis eye. 
He wiped it away with the back of his hand, and desired me to reach 
him the writing-apparatus. In a few minutes a letter v^as written, 
announcing his wish for a reconciliation, and giving his consent to the 
marriage. Our hearts were too full to speak. My uncle reached out 
his hand to his friend. He shook it heartily. “You've acted,” said 
he, “ like yourself. 7'his is as it should be.” I quitted tiie room to 
despatch the letter, and in three weeks’ time became the husband of the 
feJlmongcr’s daughter. , Q. Q. Q. 


THlt I'Al.L OF ORKNADA, OR THE MASSACRE. OF TIIE 

AnENCEllRAGE.S.'*'’ 

Alhambrv ! Alliambra ! red are thy courts with gore. 

Thy marble courts ibat inunlei’s hand ne'er sta ll’d wLlli Idoodfiefoie 
Alhambra! AUkohIjm ! Grenada mourns thy shame. 

No more thy country’s ^chivalry shall glory in tliy name. 

Wl>cre are *hy,gillant chieftains now proud of unsullied blood 
W here are thy si.ilely \irgins now the pride of inaidciihond ? 

Dim are their fiflltlilack ejes with tears, their swelling bosoms show, 
W'ith deepfcit agitation heaved, iheir’s is no coinnion woe. 


*Tlie rapid dcsirut of the bloorlsh empire in (iieimda may be dated from the 
Massaere of the Ahcnccrr.iges in tiie reign of [ioadillin, the son and sharer of the 
crown with his father Mutey Ilassan at the (lose of the l.'ith centiirv. 'I'lie Alien- 
cerrages, the most faithful, (low’erfid, and lirave, of the Moorish fnitions, being 
envied by the Zegris and their partisans, the latter secretly persuaded the king 
that AlbiuHBamar, an Alienccrratre, had hjen too intimate with hisOneen Alfaima. 
The monarch iniinediutely joined the Zegris in a scheme of revenge, without en¬ 
quiry respecting the innocence or guilt of tiie accused party, and thirty qf the 
Zegris, well armed, having placed themselves in the Court of the Lions, in the Al¬ 
hambra, agreed to despatch the Abencerrages of the palace, one by one, ns they 
were sent through it by the King on different pretences. 'Ehirty-six Abencerrages 
were thin destroyed, when a page, who followed the last and witnessed his master’s 
death, ran off and alarmed the other Abencerrages of the iialnce, and tliose in 
the citj', who immeUinUdy armed themseUes, attacked and destroyed two hundred 
of the Zegris, made the King lly, and set fire to the Alliambra, whirh was partially 
Immed. Soon afterw.'irds the Abencerrages left the city, and Joining the .‘ipaniiirds 
became Christians. After their departure, Grenada became tjibutury to 8p.iin, 
and tlie glory of the Mnori.sh empire was no more. 
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No common woe is ih^r’s to-day, for many a knight is dead. 

Oil whom with looks of love they gazed, in whom they gloried ; 

No other robes their fair limbs shade but sacred ones of 
And bursting hearts, and bosoms rent, call death to their relief. 

Mourn, beautiful Grenada! mourn, thy bravest sons are low, 

'Fhou ’it widow’d now*and left forlorn by treachery's secret blow. 
Cursed be the King, the coward King, that sacrificed the brave. 

And by the assassin’s lurking hand gave them an unwarn’d grave. 

Thoughtless of treachery, one by one, th’ Abcnccrrages were sent. 
Where thirty Zegris watchfully in crouching ambush bent. 

And many pass’d, but one true page, that saw the murderous sight, 
Told of his noble master’s fate upon his timely flight. 

The I.ions’ marble court and walls with their heart’s blood^ arc dyed, 
Kicrce stand the Zegris, swo/d in hand, bathed in the reeking tide. 
They wait the victim comini* next, and gaze with silent rage 
Toward the fatal door, nor dream the tidings of the page. 

None enter more to glut their ire, but with no vain delay 

Th’ expected victims roused and arm’d dasli through tlic poital s way 

Tile Zegris light and seek to fly, Inil fight and flight are yam. 

Upon the blood tliey basely slied th’ assassin band is slain. 

Revenge 1 revenge ! the people call, and every street career. 

With cymiler and torch in b.md ih’ Abcncerrages ajiiiear, 

’I’wo hundred Zegris jiay llie price of iheir assassin deed, i i i 

Amid tllfe stgicts, in their own lulls, at their own bearUis they hleeu. 

Ami now titc climhing flame ascemls and ruin stalks alona. 

The red lires flash on Daro’s uave ami shake their solumes strong, 
Tb’ Alhambra blazes, Yemen’s sons* no pause m anger make. 

Dear is tlic game at which they play, for vengeance is the slake. 

Alhambra! Albambi.i! thou loitcrest to thy fall. 

Already shoots the pitiless flain,e through corridor ami ball. 

It wreutbes aiound thy ctilimms while, it chaiks tlw tricz.es lair. 

'I'dl ipiench’d with^orc th’ aspiring blaze dits m the burning air. 

Alhambra! Alhambra! (»renada’s bo.isled pride, . , - i. 

'rhougli balf-consuincd, lliou’rt beautiful as a dark Mooiish >ru > . 
But never shall thou be again the tiling which lh<4u lust been. 

Of love, of faith, of loyalty, the higli and gallant scene! 


Mourn, bcamiful (Jreiuda ! mourn, no more thy tourneys gay 
Sliall nuke thee envied as the pride amUsoul of gullanlry ; 

'riiy bravest knighl.s are low in death, thy monarch hides his head, 
11 is hca.--l is liase, liis word a lie, liis race is tarnished. 


Long slult thou grieve in weeds and dust thy empne s mighty Joss, 
Thy br.ivcst sons luin inlidef and#aisc \he impious cross— 

O, slur on Moorish constancy! slain on thy prophet’s fame . 

(•birse on the Zegris faction vile that covered thee vviib slumc. 

Mourn, heaiitiful Grenada! mourn, from this unluppy d.iy 
Declines thy sun of glory fa.st, swift parts thy 
xMoiirn, beautiful Grenada ! mourn, soon of thee all shall bo 
All emply dream of by-gone power, a tale of chivalry. 

’ The Aliencerrngcs were supposed to he descended from Veim-ii. 
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THE SPIRITS OF THE AG<?.—NO. I. 

Jeremy Bent ham. 

Mr. Bentliam is one of those persons who verify the old ada/rc, that 
“ a propliet has no honour, except out of his own country.” His re¬ 
putation lies at the circumference, and the lights of his understanding 
arc reflected, with increasing lustre, on the other side of the globe. 
His name is little known in England, better in Europe, best of all in 
the plains of Chili and the mines of Mexico. He has offered Consti¬ 
tutions for the New World, and legislated for future times. I'he peo¬ 
ple of Westminster, where he lives, know little of such a person ; but 
the Siberian savage has received cold comfort from his lunar aspect, 
and may say to him with Caliban, “ I know thee and thy dog and thy 
,bush”—the tawny Indian may hold out the hand of fellowship to him 
across the Great Pacifle. We believe that the Empress Catherine cor¬ 
responded with him ; and we know that the Emperor Alexander 
called upon him, and presented him wirti his miniature in a gold snuff¬ 
box, which the philosopher, to his eternal honour, returned. Mr. 
Hobhouse is a greater man at the Hustings, Lord Kolle at Plymoutli- 
Dock ; but Mr. Bentham would carry it hollow, on the score of j)opu- 
larity, at Paris or Pegu. The reason is, that our author’s influence is 
purely intellectual. He has devoted his life to the pursuit of abstract 
and general truths, and to those studies,—“ that w'aft a f/iousfkt from 
Indus to the Pole,”—and has never mixed himself uj^ wkh personal 
intrigues or party-politics. He once indeed stuck up a hand-bill to 
say that he (Jeremy Benthara) being of sound mind,« was of opinion 
that Sir Samuel Romilly was the most proper person to represent 
Westminster, but this was the whim of the moment. Otherwise, his 
reasonings, if true at all, are true everywhere alike : his speculations 
concern humanity at large, and are not confined to the hundred, or 
hills of mortality. It is in moral as in physical magnitude. The little 
is seen only near • the great appears in its j/foper dimensions only from 
a more commanding point of view, and gains strength with time, and 
elevation from distance! 

Mr. Bentham i:^very much among philosophers what La Fontaine 
was among poets—m general habits and in all but his professional 
pursuits, he is a mere child. He has lived for the last forty years in a 
house in Westminster overlooking the Park, like an anchoret in his 
cell, reducing law to a system, and the mind of man to a machine. 
He hardly ever goes out, and sees very little company. 'J'he favoured 
few, who have the privilege of the entree, are always admitted one by 
one. Hf does not like to have witnesses to his conver.sation. He 
talks a great deal, and lister\g to nothing but facts. When .any one 
calls upon him, he invites them ro take a turn round his garden with 
him (Mr. Bentham is an economist of his time, and sets apar^ this 
portion of it to air and exorcise)—and there you may see the lively old 
man, his mind still buoyant with thought and with the prospect of 
futurity, in eager conversation with some Opposition Member, some 
expatriated Patriot, or Transatlantic Adventurer, urging the extinc¬ 
tion of Close Boroughs, or planning a code of laws for some “ lone 
island in the watery waste,” his walk almost amounting to a run, liis 
tongue keeping pace with it in shrill, rliitlering accents, negligent of 
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his person, Iiis dress, an^ liis manner, intent only on his grand theme 
of Utility— or pausing perhaps for want of breath, and with lack¬ 
lustre eye, to point out to the stranger a stone in the wall at the end of 
his garden, (ovcr-arched by two beautiful cotton-trees) Inscribed to the 
Prince of Poets, which marks the house where Milton formerly lived. 
To shew how little the refinements of taste or fancy enter into our 
author’s system, he proposed at one time to grub up these beautiful 
trees, to convert the garden where he had breathed the air of Truth 
and Heaven for near half-a-century, into a paltry Chreistomatkic School, 
and to make Milton's house (the cradle of Paradise Lost) a thorough¬ 
fare, like a three-stalled stable, for all the rabble of Westminster to pass 
backwards and forwards to it with their cloven hoofs. Let us not, how¬ 
ever, be getting on too &st—Milton himself taught a school!—There 
is something not altogetner dissimilar between Mr, Bentham’s appear-^ 
ance, and the portraits of Milton—the same silvery tone, a few dishe- 
velletl hairs, a peevish, yet puritanical expression, an irritable tem¬ 
perament corrected by habit and discipline. Or in modern times, he 
is something betw'een Franklin and Charles Fox, with the comfortable 
double-chin, and sleek thriving look of the one, and the quivering lip, 
the restless eye, and animated acuteness of the other. His eye is 
(juick and lively, but it glances not from object to object, but from 
thought to thought. He is evidently a man occupied with some 
train of fine and inwai;d association, lie regards the people about 
him no more than the flics of a summer. He meditates the coming 
age. He hear* and secs only what suit| his purpose, some “ foregone 
conclusion and looks out for facts and passing occurrences only to 
put them into his logical machinery and grind them into the dust and 
powder of some subtle theory, as the miller looks out for grist to his 
mill! Add to this physiognomical sketch the minor points of costume, 
the open shirt-collar, the singlt^breastcd coat, the old-fashioned half¬ 
boots and ribbed stockings; and you will find in Mr. Bentham’s ge¬ 
neral appearance, akingular mixture of boyish simplicity and of the 
vcncrableness of age.—In'a word, our celebrated jiJrist presents a 
striking illustration of the difiercnce between the j’inlo.sophical and the 
rcfral look ; that is, between the merely abstracted and the merely 
personal. There is a lack-a-daislcal bonhomwie about his whole aspect, 
none of the fierceness of pride or power; an unconscious neglect of 
his own person, instead of a stately assumption of superiority; a good- 
humoured, placid intelligence, not a lynx-eyed watchfulness, as if it 
wished to make others its prey, or was afraid they might turn and 
rend him; he is a beneficent spirit, prying into the universe, not lord¬ 
ing it over it; a thoughtful spectajor of the scenes of life, orvuminator 
on the fate of mankind, not a painted pageant, a stupid idol set up 
on Its pedestal of pride for men lo fall down and worship with idiot 
fear and wonder at the thing themselves have made, and which, with¬ 
out that fear and wonder, would itself be nothing! 

Mr.Bcntham, perhaps, over-rates the importance of his own thwries. 
He has been heard to say (without any appearance of pride or aflfecta- 
tion) that “ he should like to live the remaining years of his life, a 
year at a time at the end of the next six or eight centuries, to see the 
effect which his writings would liy that time have upon the ivorld.” 
Alas! his name will hardly live so long! Nor do we think, in point of 
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fact, that Mr. Dentham has j^iven any new or decided impulse to the 
human mind. He cannot be looked upon in the light of a di.scoverer 
in legislation or morals. He has not struck out any great leading 
principle or parent-truth, from which a number of others might be de¬ 
duced ; nor has he enriched the common and established stock of in¬ 
telligence with original observations, like pearls thrown into wine. 
One truth discovered is immortal, and entitles its author to be so : for, 
like a new substance in nature, it cannot be destroyed. But Mr. Bent- 
ham’s forte is arrangement; and the form of truth, though not its 
essence, varies with time and circumstance. He has methodised, col¬ 
lated, and condensed all the materials prepared to his hand on the sub¬ 
jects of which he treats, in a masterly and scientific manner: but we 
should find a difficulty in adducing from his 4jfforcnt works (however 
elaborate or closely reasoned) any new element of tliought, oj even a 
now fac^ or illustration. Hjs writings are, therefore, cliiefly valuable 
as booh of rcfl rem e, as bringing dou n the account of nitellcctual in¬ 
quiry to the present period, and disposing the results in a compendious, 
connected, and tangible sliape ; but books of reference are chiefly ser¬ 
viceable for facilitating the acquisition of knowledge, and are con¬ 
stantly liable to be superseded and grow out of fashion with its pro¬ 
gress, as the scaffolding is thrown down according as the building is 
completed. Mr. Bentham is not the first writer, by a great many, who 
has assumed the principle of Utility as the foundation of just laws, 
and of all moral and political reasoning:—his merit is, that he has 
ajiplied this principle more clj^sely and literally, that lie has brought 
all the objections and arguments, more distinctly labelled and ticketed, 
under this head, and made a more constant and explicit reference to it 
at every step of his progress, than any otlicr writer. Perhaps the 
weak side of his conclusions also is, that he has carried this single 
view of his subject too far, and not m^de siiflicicnt allowance for the 
varieties of human nature^ and the caprice* and irregularities of the 
human will. has not allowed for the xdmi.’' h is not that you 

can be said to seeh(s favourite doctrine of'Utility glittering every where 
tJirougli his system, like a vein of rich, sliiirng ore, that is not the na¬ 
ture of the material,-*-but it might be plausibly objected that he had 
struck the whole mass of fancy, prejudice, passion, sense, and whim, with 
his petrific, leaden mace, that he had “ bound volatile Hermes,” and 
reduced the theory and practife of human life to n caput ntorluum ol' 
reason and dull, plodding, technical calculation. The gentleman is 
himself a capital logician ; and he has been led by this circumstance 
to consider man as a logical animal. We fear this view of the matter 
will hardly hold water. If we attei^d to tlip tnura/ man, the constitu¬ 
tion of his mind will scarcely be found to be built up of pure reason 
and a regard to consequences: if we consider the cnnnnal man (with 
whom the legislator has chiefly to do), it will be Ibund to be still 
less so. 

Every pleasure, says Mr. Bentham, is equally a good, and is to 
be taken into the account as such in a moral estimate, whether it be 
the pleasure of sense or ol conscience, whether it arise from the exer¬ 
cise of virtue or tiio per^ietration ol a crime. We arc afraid the human 
mind does not leadily come into this doctrine, this tiUima ratio p/it/o. 
op/iomm^ taken ac'jording to the letter. Our mural sentiments aie 
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made up of sympathies*and antipathies, of sense and imagination, of 
understanding and prejudice. The soul, by reason of its weakness, is 

exclusive principle; it clings obstinately to 
some things, and violently rejects others. And it must do so, in a 
great iricasure, or it w'ould act contrary to its own nature. It needs 
helps and stages in its progress, and “ all appliances and means to 
boot,” which can raise it to a partial conformity to truth and good (the 
utmost it is capable of), and bring it into a tolerable harnrony with the 
universe. By aiming at too much, by dismissing collateral aids, by 
extending itself to the farthest verge of tlic remote and possible, it 
Joses its elasticity and vigour, its impulse and its direction. The mo¬ 
ralist can no more do without the intermediate use of rules and princi- 
j)les, without the ’vantage-ground of habit, without the levers of the 
understanding, than the mechanist can discard the use of wheels arfU 
pulleys, and perform every thing by sifiplc motion. If the*mind of 
man wore competent to comprehend the whole of truth and good, and 
act upon it at once, and independently of all other considerations, 
Mr. Bentham’s plan would be a feasible one, and llu- truth, the whole 
truth, and nothing but the truth, would be the best possible ground to 
place morality upon. But it is not so. In ascertaining the rules of 
moral conduct, we must have regard not merely to the nature of the 
object, but to the capacity of the agent, and to his fitness for appre¬ 
hending or attaining ir. Pleasure is that which is so in itself: good is 
that wlitcli approves itself as such on reflection, or the Idea of which 
i.s a source siftisfaction. All plej^urc is not therefore, morally 
speaking, equally a good; for all pleasure does not equally bear re¬ 
flecting on. There are some tastes tliat are sweet in the mouth and 
bitter in the belly ; and there is a similar contradiction and anomaly in 
the mind and heart of man. Again, what will become of the Vusthirc 
mennnuse Jin aidf of the poet,, if a principle of fluctuation and reaction 
is not inherent in the very constitution of our nature, or if all moral 
truth is a mere literal truism. We are not, tlien, si^ much to inquire 
what certain things are abstractedly or in themselves, as how they 
aifcct the mind, and to approve or condemn them accordingly. The 
same object seen near strikes us more powerfitlly than at a distance: 
things thrown into masses give a greater blow to the imagination than 
when scattered and divided into their component parts. A number of 
mole-hills do not make a mountain,, though a mountain is actually 
made tip of .atoms : so moral truth must present itself under a certain 
aspect and from a certain point of view, in order to produce its full 
and proper effect upon the mind, "i'lic laws of the affections are as 
necessary as those of optics. A calculation of eonsequences‘'is no more 
emiivalent to a sentiment, than a seriatim enumeration of particles 
touches the fancy like the sight of the Alps or Andes. 

'I’o give an instance or two of what we mean. Those who on 
pure cosmopolite principles, or on the ground of abstract humanity, 
affect an ('xtraordmary regartl for the Turks and Tartars, have been 
accused of ncgleciing their duties to their friends and next-door neigh¬ 
bours. Well, then, what is the state of the question here? One hu¬ 
man being is, no »loubt, as much worth in himself, independently of 
the circumstances of time or place, as another; but he is not of so 
much value to us ami our afleetioiis. Could our imagination take 
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wing, witli our speculative faculties, to the ptlier side of the globe, or 
to the ends of the universe, could our eyes behold whatever our reason 
teaches us to be possible, could our hands reach as far as our thought* 
or wishes, we might then busy ourselves to advantage with the Hot¬ 
tentots, or hold intimate converse with the inhabitants of the Moon ; 
blit being as we are, our feelings evaporate in so large a space, we 
must draw the circle of our affections and duties somewhat closer, the 
heart hovers and fixes nearer home. It is true, the bands of private, 
or of local and natural affection, are often, nay in general, too tightly 
strained, so as frequently to do harm instead of good : but the present 
question is, whether we can, with safety and effect, be wholly eman¬ 
cipated from them? Whether we should shake them off at pleasure 
and without mercy, as the only bar to the triumph of truth and 
justice ? Or whether benevolence, constructed upon a logical 
scale, wpuld not be mcrel)|j nominaJ ,—whether duty, raised to too 
lofty a pitch of refinement, might not sink into callous indifference or 
hollow selfishness?—Again, is it not to exact too high a strain from 
humanity, to ask us to qualify the degree of abhorrence we feel 
against a murderer, by taking into our cool consideration, the pleasure 
he may have in committing the deed, and in the prospect of gratify¬ 
ing his avarice or his revenge? We are hardly so formed as to sympa¬ 
thise at the same moment with the assassin and his victim. The de¬ 
gree of pleasure the former may feel, instead pf extenuating, aggra¬ 
vates his guilt, and shews the depth of his malignity. Now the mind 
revolts against this by mere natural antipathy, if it* is itself well-dis¬ 
posed ; or the slow process of reason would aftbrd but a feeble resist¬ 
ance to violence and wrong. The will, which is necessary to give 
consistency and promptness to our good intentions, cannot extend so 
much candour and courtesy to the antagonist principle of evil: virtue, 
to be sincere and practical, cannot be divested entirely of tlie blindness 
and impetuosity of passion ! It has been made a plea (half jest, half 
earnest) for the horrors of war, that they promote*trade and manufac¬ 
tures—it has been s.aid as a set-off for the atrocities practised upon the 
negro-slaves in the West-Indies, that without their blood and sweat, 
so many millions of ^rcople could not have sugar to sweeten their tea 
—fires and murders have been argued to be beneficial, as they serve to 
fill the newspapers, and for a subject to talk of :—this is a sort of so¬ 
phistry, that it might be difiicqlt to disprove on the hare scheme of 
contingent Utility, but on the ground that we have slated, it must pass 
Ibr a mere irony. What the proportion between the good and the evil 
may be in any of the supposed cases, may be a question to the uiuler- 
stariding: <)ut to the imagination and the heart, that is, to the natural 
feelings of mankind, it admits oY none! 

Mr. llcntham, in adjusting the provisions of a penal code, lays foo 
little stress on the co-operation of the natural prejudices of mankind, 
and the habitual teclings of that class of persons, for whom they arc 
more particularly intended. Legislators (we mean writers on legisla¬ 
tion) are philosophers, and governed by their reason : criminals, for 
whose control laws are made, are a set of desperadoes, governed only 
by their passions. What wonder that so little progress has been made 
towards a mutual understanding between the two partiea I They are 
«iuitc a different species, and speak a different language, and are sadly at 
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a loss for a common interpreter between them. Perhaps the Ordinary 
of Newgate bids as fair for this office as any one. What should Mr, 
BenCham, sitting at ease in his arm-chair, composing his mind before 
he begins to write by a prelude on the organ, and looking out at a 
beautiful prospect when he is at a loss for an idea, know of the princi¬ 
ples of action of rogues, outlaws, and vagabonds ? No more than 
Montaigne of the motions of his cat! If sanguine and tender-hearted 
philanthropists have set on foot an inquiry into the barbarity and the 
defects of penal laws, the practical improvements have been mostly 
suggested by reformed cut-throats, turnkeys, and thief-takers. What 
even can the Honourable House, that when the Speaker has pro¬ 
nounced the well-known, wished-for sounds, “ That this House do now 
adjourn/* retires, after voting a royal crusade or a loan of millions, to 
lie on down and feed on plate in spacious palaces, know of what 
passes in Mie hearts of wretches in garrets aild night-cellars, pctty-pil- 
ferers a:.d marauders who cut throats and pick pockets with their own 
hands ? The thing is impossible. The laws of the country are, there¬ 
fore, ineffectual and abortive, because they are made by the rich for 
the poor, by the wise for the ignorant, by the respectable and exalted 
in station for the very scum and refuse of the community. If Newgate 
would resolve itself into a Committee of the whole Press-yard, with 
•Idc-k Ketch at its head, aided by confidential persons from the county- 
prisons or thedlulks, andivould make a clear breast, some data might 
be found out to proceed upon; but as it is, the criminal mind of the 
country is a book«eall’d, no one has been able to penetrate to the in¬ 
side ! Mr. IJcntham, in his attempts to revise and amend our criminal 
jurisprudence, proceeds entirely on his favourite principle of Utility. 
Convince highwaymen and housebreakers that it will be for their in- 
tfr est to reform; and they will reform and live honest lives ; according 
to Mr. Bentham. He says “ All men act from calculation, even mad¬ 
men reason.” And in our opinion, he might ati well carry this maxim 
to iledlam, or St. Liike^, and^apply it to the inhabitantsi as think to 
coerce or overawe the inmates of a gaol, or those whose practices 
make them candidates for this distinction, by the mpre dry, detailed 
convictions of the understanding. Criminals are not to be influenced 
by reason; for it is of the very essence of crime to disregard conse- 
tpiences to itself and others. You may as well preach philosophy 
to a drunken man or to the dead, as to those who are under the insti¬ 
gation of any ruling passion. A man is a drunkard, and you tell him 
lie ought to be sober ; he is debauched, and you ask him to reform; he 
is idle, and you recommend industry to him as his wisest course; he 
gambles, and you remind him that ha may;be ruined ; by this foible he 
lias lost his character, and you advise him to get into some reputable 
service* or lucrative situation ; vice becomes a habit with him, and you 
request him to rouse fHmself and shake it off; he is starving, and you 
w.iit> him that if he breaks the law, he will be hanged. None of this 
reasoning reaches the mark it aims at. The culprit, who violates and 
suffers the vengeain’e of the laws, is not the dupe of ignorance, but the 
slave of passion, the victim of habit or necessity. To argue with strong 
passion, with inveterate habit, with desperate circumstances, is to talk 
to the winds. Clownish ignorance may indeed be dispelled, and taught 
belter: but it is seldom that a criminal is not aware of the conscquenqes 
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of his act, or has not made up-his mind to the alternative. They are 
in general loo l/ioxvin-g bj/ half. You tell a person of this stamp what is 
his interest; he says he does not care about his interest, or the world 
and he differ on that particular; but there is one point in which he 
must agree with them, namely, what Ihet/ think of his conduct, and this 
is the only hold you have of him. A man may be callous and indiffe¬ 
rent to what hapj)ens to him' elf, but he is never indifferent to public 
opinion, or proof against open scorn and infamy. Shame, not fear, 
is the sheet-anchor of the law. He who is not afraid of being pointed 
at as a th/f ', will not mind a month’s hard labour. He who is prepared 
to take the life of another, is already reckless of his own. But every 
one makes a sorry figure in the pillory ; and the being launched from 
the New Drop lowers a man in his own opinion. The lawless and vio¬ 
lent spirit, that is hurried by headstrong self-will to break the laws, 
does not like to have the ground of pride and obstinacy struck from 
under his feet. Tliis is what gives the .saeZ/.s of llie metropolis such a 
dread of the trcadnnf! —it makes them ridiculous, it must be con¬ 
fessed, that this very circumstance renders the reform of criminals 
nearly hopeless. It is the apprehension of being stigmatised by public 
opinion, the fear of what will be thouglit and said of them, that deters 
men from the violation of the laws, while their character lemains un¬ 
impeached ; but honour once lost, all is lost. 'I'he man can never be 
himself again ! A citizen is like a .soldier,«a part of a machine; he 
submits to certain hardships, privations, and dangers, not for his own 
ease, pleasure, profit, or even r-onscience, but— for .fh/wic. What is it 
that keeps the machine together in either case ! Not punishment or 
discipline, but sympathy. The soldier mounts the breacli or stands in 
the trenches, the peasant hedges and ditches, the mechanic plies his 
ceaseless task, because the one will not be called a amanl, the other a 
roi'Hc: but let the one turn dcserter«and the other vagabond, and there 
is an cud of him. The grinding law of* necessity, wliich is no otlier 
than a namej a bre.ath, loses its force, be is no longer sustained by the 
good opinion of others, and he drops out of his place, a useless clog! 
Mr. Bentham tajees a culprit, and puts him into what he calls a panop¬ 
ticon, that IS, a sor? of circular prison, with open cells, like a glass bee¬ 
hive. He sits ill the middle, and secs all he docs. He gives him work 
to do, and lectures him if he Joes not do it. He takes licpior from him, 
and society, and liberty; but be feeds and clothes him and keeps him 
out of mischief, and when he has convinced him by force and reason 
togellier, that this life is for his good, turns him out upon the world, a 
reformed man, and as confident of tlie .success of his handy-work, as 
the shoemaker of that whielij,he Iws ju.st taken oft’ the last, or the Pari¬ 
sian kirber in Sterne of the buckle of his wig. “ Dip it in the ocean,” 
said the perriiquicr, “ and it will stand !” But we doubt the durability 
of our projector’.s patchwork. Will our convert to the great principle 
of Utility work when lie is from under Mr. Bentham’s fiye, hccaust- he 
was forced to ivork when under it? Will he keep sober, because ho 
has been kept from liquor so long? Will he not return to loose com¬ 
pany, because he has had the pleasure of sitting ri.s-rf-r/.v with a philoso¬ 
pher of late ? Will he not steal, now that his hands arc untied ? Will he 
not take the road, now that it is free to him ? Will ho not call his benc- 
iactor all the names he can set his tongue to, the moment his back is 
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turned ? All this is more than to be feared. The charm of criminal 
life, like that of savage life, consists in liberty, in hardship, in danger, 
and in the contempt of death, in one word, in extraordinary excitement; 
and he who has tasted of it, will no more return to regular habits of 
life, than a man will take to water after drinking brandy, or than a wild 
beast will give over hunting its prey. Miracles never cease, to be 
sure; but they are not to be had wholesale, or to order, Mr. Owen, 
who is another of these proprietors and patentees of reform, has lately 
got an American savage with him, whom he carries about in great 
triumph and complacency as the antithesis to his New View of Societi/, 
and as winding up his reasoning to what it mainly wanted, an epigram¬ 
matic point. Does the benevolent visionary of the Lanark Cotton- 
mills really think this natural maji will act as a foil to his artificial ?nan t 
Does he for a moment imagine, that his Address to the higher and 
middle cfassi s, with all its advantages of Betion, makes any thing like so 
interesting a fo»iiance as Hunter }> Captiiitij amoun; the North American 
Ind’ans.' If is he anything to shew, in all the apparatus of New 
Lanark and its desolate monotony, to excite the thrill of imagination 
like the blatikcts made of wreaths of snow, under which the wild-wood 
rovers bury themselves for weeks in winter ? Or the skin of a leopard 
which oip- hardy adventurer slew, and which served him for great coat 
and bedding ' Or the rattle-snake that he found by his side as a bed¬ 
fellow ? Or his rolling himself into a ball to escape from him ? Or 
his suddcii'y placing himself against a tree to avoid being trampled to 
death by the herd»of\(’ild buftaloes, that came rushing on like the sound 
of thundei ? Or his account of the huge spiders that prey on blue¬ 
bottles and gilded Hies in green pathless forests? Or of the great 
Pacific Ocean, that the natives look upon as the gulf that parts time 
from eternity, and that is to waft them to the spirits of their fathers ? 
After all this, Mr. Hunter must fitxl Mr. Owen and his parallelograms 
trite and flat, and will take an ojijiortunity to escape from them. 

Mr. licntham’s method of^rcasoning, though comprehensive and 
exact, labours under the defect of most systems—it is‘too topical. It 
includes every thing, but it includes every thing alilje. It is rather 
like an inventory than a valuation of different arguments. Every 
possible suggestion finds a place, so that the mind is distracted as 
much as enlightened by this jierplcxing accuracy. The exccjitions 
seem as important as the rule. By attending to the minute, we over¬ 
look the great; and in summing up an account, it will not do merely 
to insist on the number of items without considering their amount. 
Our author's page presents a very nicely dove-tailed mosaic pavement 
of legal common-places. We slip ard sli<]e over its even surface with¬ 
out being arrested any where. Or his view of the human mind resem¬ 
bles a map, rather than a picture : the outline, the disposition is cor¬ 
rect, but it wants colouring and relief. There is a technicality of 
manner, whicif renders his writings of more value to the professional 
in<{uirer than to the general reader.—Again, his style is unpopular, 
not to say unintelligible. lie writes a language of his own that darkens 
knowledge. His works have been translated into French—they ought 
to bo translated into English. People wonder that Mr. Bentham has 
not been prosecuted for the boldness and severity of some of his in¬ 
vectives. He might wi jjj up High Treason in one of bis iiiextrictt^^ls 
periods, and it would never find its way into Westminster Hall. He 
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is a kind of Manuscript author—he writes a cypher-hand, which the 
vulgar do not pry into. The construction of his sentences is a curious 
framework with pegs and hooks to hang his thoughts upon for his own 
use and guidance, but quite out of the reach of any body else. It is a 
barbarous philosophical jargon with all the repetitions, parentheses, 
formalities, uncouth nomenclature and verbiage of law-Latin; and 
what makes it worse, it is not mere verbiage, but has a great deal of 
acuteness and meaning in it, which you would be glad to pick out if 
you could. In short, Mr, Bentham writes as if he had but a single 
sentence to express his whole view of a subject in, and as if, should 
he omit a single objection, circumstance, or step of the argument, it 
would be lost to the world for ever, like an estate by a single flaw in 
the title-deeds. This is overrating tlje importance of our own dis¬ 
coveries, and mistaking the nature and object of language altogether, 
Mr. Bentham has acquired this disability—it is not natural to him. 
His admirable little work On Umrb, published forty years ago, is 
clear, easy, and spirited. But Mr.' Bentham has shut himself up since 
then “ in nook monastic,” conversing only with followers of his own, 
or with “ men of Ind,” and has endeavoured to overlay his natural 
humour, sense, spirit, and style, with the dust and cobwebs of an ob¬ 
scure solitude. The best of it is, he thinks his present mode of ex¬ 
pressing himself perfect, and that, whatever may be objected to his law 
or logic, no one can find the least fault withahe purity, simplicity, and 
perspicuity of his style. 

Mr. Bentham, in private life, is an amiable and* cxdhiplary character. 
He is a little romantic or so ; and has dissipated part of a handsome 
fortune in practical speculations. He lends an car to plausible pro¬ 
jectors, and if he cannot prove them to be wrong in their premises or 
their conclusions, thinks himself bound in reason to stake his money on 
the venture. Strict logicians are iK'cnscd visionaries. Mr. Bentham 
is half-brother to the late Mr. Speaker Abbott —Prob jmdorf He was 
educated at Jilton, .and still takes our npvices to task about a passage 
in Homer, or a -metre in Virgil. He was afterwards at the University, 
and he has desci;ibcd the scruples of an ingenuous youthful mind about 
subscribing the articles, in a passage in his Church of Englandism, 
which smacks of truth and honour both, and docs one good to read it 
in an age when “ to be honest (or not to laugh at the v(*ry idea of 
honesty) is to be one man pkiked out of ten thousand !” Mr. Bentham 
relieves his mind sometimes, after tlm fatigue of study, by playing on a 
noble organ, and has a relish for Hogarth’s prints. He turns wooden 
utensils in a lathe for exercise, and fancies he can turn men in the 
same manner. He has no greaUfondness for poetry, and can hardly 
extract a moral out of Shakspeare. His house is warmed and lighted 
with ste.'im. He is one of those who prefer the artificial to the natural 
in most things, and think the mind of man omnipotent. He has a 
great contempt for out-of-door prospects, for green ^Ids and trees, 
and is for referring every thing to Utility. There is a little narrowness 
in this, for if all the sources of s,atisfaction are taken away, what is to 
become of Utility itself? It is indeed the great fault of this able and 
extraordinary man, that he has concentrated his faculties and feel¬ 
ings too entirely on one subject .and pursuit, and has not “ looked 
enough abroad into universality.” 
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It 18 well for man that his mental amusements are frequently cal¬ 
culated for restoring his intellectual faculties when they are wearied 
with exertion ; and not a little singular that this renovation should be 
sometimes effected by the exercise of those functions which have been 
most recently in use. 'flie mind, perhaps, never really tires; it is only 
the corporeal organs, through which impressions are received, that 
suffer fatigue, and require intervals of rest. Suppose we are exhausted 
ever so much by thinking on an abstruse subject for a long time toge¬ 
ther : let us lay it by and commence building castles in the air, we at 
once forget our exhaustion, lucid forms come before us, a fairy region 
opens to our view glittering with unrivalled splendours, bright suns 
scatter w’ith their golden rays the lassitude that oppressed us, we make 
for ourselves a little heaven and enjoy its glories,—all nature and art, 
the worlds of truth and fiction| lay their wealth before us, and the 
mind recovers itself in the enjoyment of its own air-woven paradise, 
and finds relaxation from what appears to be almost the cause of its 
suffering. I am fond of castle-building ; and who is not 1 It is delight¬ 
ful to lay one’s head on the pillow at night, and rear these airy edi¬ 
fices, vvhich, though flimsy fabrics, it must be granted, amuse and restore 
the mind at the time we are at work upon them. Those who cannot 
thus indulge,^ may be very safely put down for dull unimaginative 
beings, having no buoyancy, mere ponderous clods—“ leaden souls that 
love the ground.”^ The castle-builder’s is a region 

-of calm and serene air 
Abov'e the smoke and stir of this dim spot 
Which men call earth. 

He may visit the “ sphery chime,” comnitind time, and subdue space. 
He may surmount physical impossibility, and with inexhaustible ardour 
follow his object over every impediment. Neither dungeons nor bars, 
situation nor climate, (Sin rob him of his recreation.—Castle-building, 
to be brief, is an enjoyment R'ss liable to be disturbed b)f external ap¬ 
pliances than any other. It is essentially a thing o^ mind, an intel¬ 
lectual banquet. On retiring to rest when sleep fli3s''from us, during a 
morning walk, or in an after-dinner chair, it is delightful to give place 
to this beguiler of mental oimd. The subject will necessarily always 
prove an agreeable one. Last night, after, a series of complicated ope¬ 
rations, and begging a question or two, I cut an excellent canal, from 
the Nicaragua lake into the Pacific o'cean, communicating with thegulph 
of Nicoya. I calculated all probable obstacles, and soon overcame them, 

1 entered into a treaty with the local^overnment. I took levek, built 
my locks, and finally, in an hour or twb, rendered the navigation a 
mattcl' of small difficulty for vessels of six or seven hundred tons. I 
drew for money to carry on my work upon the sums allotted and ex¬ 
pended for Northern expeditions, which I again collected into masses 
for my purpose, and found that I was possessed of ample funds; that 
Captain Parry need labour no more among the Polar ice, that our 
merchants might ship goods to Panama via the gulph of Florida, and 
receive their returns in little more than the short space of time required 
for a Jamaica voyage, and tliat the East India Company might trade 
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to China, and import teas and mandarins by the route of Cape Ilhxnco. 
1 had at last the satisfaction of seeing a British squadron, consisting of 
three-deckers, pass tlirough my canm into the Pacific. 

It is not a week ago since I purchased Fontliill, and having turned 
Farquhar and Phillips, and the buyers and jobbers, out of the temple, 
I completed the edifice on its original model. Here, within a day’s 
journey of the metropolis, and with a property in niibibus not ecpial to 
what some of our rich ones possess, I determined to fix my earthly rest, 
and to labour for posterity. A gallery, as long as any conducting to 
the halls of Eblis, I devoted to sculpture, and to exact models ot 
the antique. 1 visited Homo to obtain the casts of ancient works, and 
tho.se of Michel Angelo and Canova. Another gallery 1 filled with a 
noble collection oi’ paintings as numerous as select. Every thing was 
severely and tastefully arranged, and i suHered no gewgaws and toys 
of xirta to enter my apartments. No Chinese nor Kamskatchan sa¬ 
loons made even the (lay-light hideous, but a severe simplicity go¬ 
verned every thing. The great hall I fitted up as a library to contain 
books of every nation, tongue, and people. The tower was my obser¬ 
vatory, and 1 constructed a great telescope, to which IlerscIuTs at 
Slough might serve as an (’ye-ghiss. I established a school for a 
hundred boys, taking good care to provide that the master should not 
have it in his power to subvert the founder’s intention, and add to bis 
])rofits by reducing bis scholars to some half-a-dozen, a thing not un¬ 
common in similar institutions—thanks to Mr. Brougham for the dis¬ 
closure. I then made my will, and devised the whole to the Nation as 
a great seminary for public instruction without (listincHion of creed. 1 
(liew up a code of laws for its government, and provided that the stu¬ 
dents should learn something more than to be tolerable classics and 
mathematicians—somelhiug adajited to fit them for the active pur- 
])Oses of life, according t.> their resjiective jirospects. In short, not to 
1)0 tedious, I rt'gulatcd my university agreeably to the state of moth rn 
discovciies and the prestyit enlightened era, and rejeemd what smacked 
ui' monkish t^nes, past superstitions, and^all that in the present day is 
worse than usel<,-ss. But 1 must not waste time in enumerating the 
kingdoms set free from despotism—public works constructed -tri¬ 
umphs of art aebi(?ved, and labours for the general benefit without 
number, wbicli I liave thus brought to perfection. 

But I shall be told, perhaps, that all castle-building is “ blear illu- 
si»>n,” and that though every, instance of it may not be followed by the 
consequences which overtook the unlucky casthi-buildcr Alna.schar, 
the glass-seller, in the Arjibian Nights, it is equally empty and unsub¬ 
stantial. But 1 contend that it is better to build castles than not to 
employ*the mind at all—tharj to lit' down like the boor and steep both 
body and soul in oblivion, or to sit in one's aftcr-dinn(‘r chair a vi'ry 
corpse with re.spcct to intellectual action. The first hint thus casually 
afibrdod to the mind has been sometimes brought within the limits of 
possibility, shaped and fashioned for practical use, and ultimately 
proved of important service to society. Castle-building differs essen¬ 
tially from what students call “ thinking;” in the latter case the mind is 
employed in one particular way upon a given subject witli the greatest 
degree of intensity. No play is allow'(}d to the imagination ; hut the 
mental fibre, if I may so expres.s ntyself, the vibrations of which In'- 
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long to that one subject, becomes overstretched and overworked, and 
is injured by being kept a long time acting in^the same direction. Cas¬ 
tle-building, on the contrary, adapts itself to all the different functions 
of the mind, and to those in a peculiar manner which are agreeable to 
us at the moment. It may thus be styled a sort of s])iritual game, in¬ 
vigorating while it affords delight, and enabling us to return with fresh 
energy to close study. There is something highly agreeable in the 
quiescence wc experience when we are rearing these shadowy edifices : 
fancy has full play, and we invent the most graceful images—our 
thoughts reflect “ colours dipt in heaven”—an interval of that happi¬ 
ness is felt, which consists in an absence from every disagreeable sen¬ 
sation and the enjoyment of a delightful illusion. Thus in the midst 
of the turmoil of life, in the very jaws of care and sorrow, wc snatch 
a niomentury respite from the troubles that environ us,‘Our enjoyment 
is not like dreaming, defective in its essentials, the judgment at one 
time being asleep with the body, and at another time the memory, so 
that the images whicli aj)pear before us are incongruous and defective. 
The castle-builder is awake in the full plentitude of his mental func¬ 
tions; he may ride, or walk, or sit, or lie, and enjoy his amusement. 

But It IS obvious that the architecture of the edifices so constructed 
will partake of the leading eharicter of the individual that plans them, 
and he coloured witli the hue of’ the habits and manners to which he 
has been accustomed. Wluit an infinite variety of tliese schemes must 
he eternally at, work, and ,liow amusing a couple of hundred close- 
printed folios would he, descriptive of the better part of them, espe¬ 
cially of those thaL*are iicgotten by genius, and that 

“ I'loat in light visions round the poet’s head.” 

Different nations also have their characteristics, agreeably to the pecu¬ 
liar impressions of each. The East is the centre of magnificent sensual 
castle-building, if we may judge from the fictions of the people. In¬ 
cited by opium, the disciple of Mahomet sits stately and speechless 
u|)on his rich carpets foe,hours togotlier, buihitng palaces of topazes 
and emeralds, stocking his lianeins with tlie beauties of Pilradise, and 
guarding them with the most faithful eunuchs of Africa^ now lulled to 
repose by soft music in iho midst of the luscious dauoes of the most 
beautifid Circassian slaves ; quaffing rich wine for sherbet, slyly, out of 
ruby cups, in spite of the commands of the Koran ; inflicting the basti¬ 
nado even upon grand vizirs; cutting off the heads of Christian dogs ; 
impaling Israelites; exploring enchanted islands, and sujiping with 
Mahomet and Cajira in the third hcavetw. At a less magnificent extreme 
of castle-buildiug, but equally delightful to the architect, is the sober 
London citizen. His harem contains hut one plump carneour. fair- 
one, the emblem of plethoric vacuity,’bn w4iose prcscnc'c he rears his 
more humble edifice over a pipe and brown-stout after a calorific sup¬ 
per. The fabric which his less excursive and more humble fancy 
erects, will bo limited by the possession of a brick-house of two or 
three stories in the City-road, or in the purlieus of Hackney, a onc- 
horse chaise, a hot joint every day, with added pudding to “ solemnize 
the lord’s,” in a state of retirement from his shop in Cripplegate. His ut¬ 
most stretch of mind never grasps a coaeh-and-foiir, nor does his notion 
of space extend muclKbeyond Finchley in one direction, and Norwood 
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in another; a eteam-boat line to Margate, perhaps, excepted. Beyond 
this, the world, save through the speculum of a newspaper, is a terra 
incognita, and never enters into his fancies. Yet while contemplating 
the Ultima 7’AM/fof his desires, he is equally satisfied with the turban’d 
Musulman in the pomp of his paradisaical meditations. How infinite 
the variety between the before-mentioned extremes — the merchant 
gazing on his visionary plums, and aping the nobility at the West-end ; 
the parson contemplating accumulated tithes, pluralities, mitres, and 
translations; lawyers dazzling themselves with the glitter of gold 
gathered from litigations, bankruptcies, and felonies, amid a harvest ot 
human misery; statesmen enjoying premierships with submissive par¬ 
liaments and easy sovereigns; painters with cartoons out-Raphaelling 
Raphael, and,'Jpagining themselves without rivals; booksellers, eacli 
with an array of Scotch novelists ; courtiers with toy-shops, ribbons, 
and baubles; princes with newly usurped powers and uncontrolled 
authority; and authors with literary leisure and literary glory. 

Certain great geniiises have been notorious for castle-building. Fon- 
tenelle, the centenarian, was so accustomed to indulge in erecting 
these airy fabrics, that he may be said, fairly enough, to have lived as 
much out of tlie world as in it, and by this means there can be no doubt 
lie prolonged his life. Ilis perfect indilFerencc to all those matters that 
commonly raise a great interest among mankind in general, .nade his, 
temper even and placid, and his love of castle-building contributed to 
his long good health. Deaths, marriages, .earthquakesf murders, cala¬ 
mities of all kinds, scarcely affected him at all. He built castles by 
day and by night, in society and out of it. HiS body was a machine 
with a moving power, and went through its actions mechanically, but 
his mind was generally in some region far remote from the situation it 
occupied. He got at one time among the stars, found them peopled, 
and began to study the laws, manners, and dispositions of the inhabi¬ 
tants of worlds many million timos farther from the earth than thrice 
to “ th’ utmost pole." , Going one day to Versailles early in the morn¬ 
ing, to payji visit to the court, he was observed to step under a tree, 
against which he placed his back, and beginning to castl^-build, he was 
found pursuing his architectural labours in the evening upon the self¬ 
same spot. Kin^s, courtiers, and such “ small gear,” were unable to 
abstract him from following his favourite amusement, when the tempta¬ 
tion of enjoying it was strong. Perhaps Fontenellc and Newton may 
illustrate the difference beuveen the profound thinking of the scholar, 
and the amusement of which we are treating. Newton directed all his 
faculties into one focus upon a single object, proceeding by line and 
rule to develope the mystery which it was his desire to unravel. No 
play was allow.ed to the faqcy, npr operation to more than one facul¬ 
ty of the soul at once; it is this which is so wearying to the frame, 
that gives pallor to the student’s complexion, and freqiiently abridges 
life. Ymir castle-builder, on the contrary, may be a ruddy, florid, 
healthy personage. He quaffs an ri/ce; his abstractions arising 
only from a pleasurable pursuit in following his wayward fancies, and 
not from painful attention to a single subject. Sancho Panza was 
something of a castle-builder, jolly-looking as he was. I mention him 
merely to show its effect on the person. When he appeared asleep, 
and his master demanded what he was doing, he ceplied “ I govern,” 
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being at that very instant busy in regulating the internal affairs of the 
island of Barrataria, of which the worthy Don had promised him the 
government when he had conquered it himself. Don Quixote, on the 
other hand, was not a castle-builder of the higher class. He called in 
the strength of his arm to aid his delusions, believing to be matter of 
fact those airy nothings which the true castle-builder regards as recre¬ 
ative illusions, and which cease to be harmless, if he attempt to realize 
them. The Knight of Cervantes took shadows for substances, and this 
leads me to denominate the style of castle-building which I contend is 
so agreeable, refreshing, and innoxious—the Poetic, in contradistinc¬ 
tion to what may be called the Prose order. The last species is a de¬ 
lusion respecting something, the attainment of which is^ossible, though 
it is extremely difficult and improbable. In furthei'^lw^ of the actual 
realization of our schemes, we’lay under contribution every moral and 
Ijhysical aid. Pyrrhus King of Epirus was an adept in this kind of 
castle building, as his conversation with Cineas proves. When we 
have taken Italy, what do you design next? said Cineas; Pyrrhus 
answered, to go and conquer Sicily. And what next?—then Libya 
and Carthage. And what next?—why then to try and reconquer 
Macedon, w'hen, his legitimateshipsaid, they might sit down, eat, drink, 
and be merry, for the rest of their days. Cineas drily advised the 
king to do that which was alone ceitainly in his power—the last thing 
first. In like manner, a German author has recently constructed a 
castle: he hj?s undertake^ a work, which for bulk and labour will leave 
Lope/ de Vega aiid.Voltaire sadly in the lurch. It is to include the 
history, legislation, manners and customs, literature, state of arts, 
and language of every nation in the world from the beginning of time ; 
and this, which he proposes to complete himself, will occupy him la¬ 
boriously for half-a-century, and carry his own age several years beyond 
the hundred. The French arc clever at this style of castle-building : 
they plan admirably well, commence their labours w'ith enthusiasm, but 
leave off in the middle, of them. Canals, harbours, triumpbal arches, 
constitutions, and Utopian plans of polity, abundantly attest this. Who 
but a Frenchman w’ould .have written to Franklin, offering, with a pre¬ 
liminary apology for liis condescension, to be King.of Amciica, and 
actually expect pecuniary remuneration for humbling himself to such 
a purpose ! I’oor Falstaffwas one of this latter class of castle-builders, 
though it must be confessed he had .something of a foundation upon 
which to erect his edifice, when he hedrd the Prince of Wales was 
king and exclaimed, “ Away, Bardolph, saddle my horse—Master 
Robert Shallow, choose what office thou wilt in (he land, ’tis thine— 
Pistol, I will double charge thee with dignities.” So are lovfrs who 
cherish extravagant hopes and inribgina their mistresses to be some¬ 
thing; between a very woman and an angel—like fish, neither flesh nor 
fowl. The supporters of a balance of power in Europe, for which 
Englotid has entailed on herself and upon her jiostcrity such an enor¬ 
mous debt, is like Falstaff’s interest with the new king, and, together 
with the payment of the said debt, a piece of castle-building worthy 
of King Pyrrhus. 

But political castle-building alone is a pleasant and harmless amuse¬ 
ment of the fancy,'which we must lay by when we pursue our every¬ 
day avocations. Without suffering it to interfere with the redit^ of 
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existence. It is the mixing these up with its air-built pleasures that 
produces mischievous effects. An example of this may be found in 
the worthy country divine, who, having preached a score or two of 
orthodox sermons, thought therefore, in the simplicity of his heart, 
that he had some claim for patronage upon all good statute Christians, 
whom he determined to edify by publishing his labours for their benefit. 
He little guessed, greenhorn that he was, the n'al hold of religion 
upon his supposed patrons, and the true state of the market in re¬ 
spect to such commodities. His guilelessness of sold made him suppose 
that where there was a church-cstublishmciit, there must necessarily be 
among its numi rous members a high value for religions discourses 
such as his were—an error he fell into for want of knowledge of the 
world. He calculated every thing, not forgetting the expenses or 
the profits of his undertaking; and tliat he might keep within the 
bounds of modesty, and show nothing like self-prcsnmption in respect 
to the worth of Ids ]uca\)rations, he determined to limit llie impression 
of his volume to one topy for every parish. He printed, therefore, 
fearlessly, eleven thousand cojiics. The sequel may be gathered by 
enquiring about tin* alKiir in the Row. 

“ 'riic isfst schemes of mire and men 
Gang aft awry,” 

says Burns. In these matter.s, tlierefore, castle-building must give 
place to dry evidence and the inatter-of fact ItLstimony of the senses. 
Those who act otherwise in tiicsc affairs waste their ]^ears in running 
round a circle, anti find iheinselves in the end at the point from which 
they set out. Among these matcrializcrs of the airy nothings of the 
mind, are the perpctual-motion-hiintcrs, who astound society with 
their discoveries, and arc at last obliged to cree]) off, as the sporting 
people say, “ like dogs with tlicir tails between their legs.” 'J’he cre¬ 
dulous oxperiinenteis after the discovery of the philosopher’s stone ; of 
an univcr.sal remedy, the elixir of life, by which man is to defy sick¬ 
ness and defef death for a thousand yeaiu; the gtanbler’s martingale 
for subduing chance; and the navigators to the moon—afford examples 
enough of tlie foUy,,of endeavouring to realize the fantasies of imagi¬ 
nation, and of trying to build with snnl)canis and prismatic colours the 
coarse and ponderous edifices of man’s erections. 

These objections, however, do not affect castlc-building of the right 
kind: the enjoyer of which'’truly believes his visions too subtle for 
the common world, from which he must withdraw himself to see 
tliem. He sets out with the perfect consciousness that the feast of 
which he is going to partake, belongs not to tangible existence, ihat it 
consists of ethereal aliment Itid of5t in the universe of spirit, and that 
consequently it is an intelleecual entertainment up«i “ ambrosial flood,” 
which, while he tastes, must receive from liim no alloy of corporeal sub¬ 
stances. He knows that this pleasure is an illusion, like all others, 
even those that consist of better things; but he, nevertheless, derives a 
temporary satisfaction from it. Pleasant to him is the short interval 
of rest in liia armed-chair after dinner, for, when the foolish world 
think.s him taking his nod, he is in an elysiiim—pleasant are bis silent 
devotions to Raleigh’s soothing weed, to the solace of his segar or 
hookah—pleasant is the still hour of night when sleep is deferred a 
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little only to be the sounder when it comes, and the unslurabering 
fancy revels in unwearied luxury and rears the noblest edifices in her 
matterlcss region—pleasant, in short, is castle-building whenever the 
mind wants renovation, or amusement of its own peculiar character, 
and can so employ itself without a waste of time or attention from 
more important objects. 

y.i. 


THE EAST LOOK OF OUANADA. 

O ! the evening suii j^oes sweetly down 
On the old Alhambr.i walls j 

Al the close of day, when the sunbeams stray 
Throii''h the lone and silent halls : 

When the shifiini* gleams of the |)arlingbeams 
Come softly traubling in. 

Through the hranching boughs that the myrtle throws, 
On the marble floor wnliin. 

Where the gilded arches haw’d their heads— 

'J'he stars are spaiklmg tliroiigh ; 

The rolonnade, wliere tlie foiinlaiu |)lay’d, 
fs'iglil freshens with its dew;— 

I seethe sl()vr-|)uccd beaduiiaii go 
Where The ilanet I’s fb()tste|)s (lew ; 

1 hear the knell of the tesper hell 
* where llie loidly lrum|)Ct blew. 

And the stream has sjitead from its dusty bed, 

And the foitnl is uatcless there— 

And the weeds are rank, where the roses d»ank 
'I'he balmy evening air; 

Tlte scrolls that loM of the deeds of old 
Are voiceless on the wall, , 

For a h'and unseen bath mantled them ^ 

In a gieeii a^td mossy pall. ^ 

But a mournful beaiily sits above , 

That greenness of (leeay— 

Bright names will shine, though the fane decline. 

Anti the kingdom pass away ; 

And the oraiigc-lilossoni brc^ithes as sweet 
W^hen the sultry day is done, 

And the dews of night as softly light 
Oil the Garden of the Sun.* 

O! well may the Moorish maiden weep— • 

And the Moslem’s bosoih burn. 

As he bows the knee, when he prays to see 
Boabdel’s reign return ; 

As he dreams of the days, when the torch’s blaze 
O’er the mazy Zambra shone— 

TliiouKh these dim halls, where the footstep falls 
With a wild unearthly tone. 
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’T'vas a fi-arful hour that saw the jjower 
Of the Moslem rent away— 
shape* were diiven o'er the darken’d heaven 
Through the lon<' and weary day.^— 

Tlic biceze’s breath was still as death. 

Yet sounds caim wandering by, 

Like the moan that woods and waters make 
When winds arc in the sky. 

Thu crescent there shone high in air 
When the sun of morning broke— 

At the evening hour, from Comares tower 
Fernando’s tmiiipet spoke: 

Our king comes in, rvith the music’s din 
And llic \ictor’s proud array ; 

And one must part, w’iih a heavy heait. 

From the city of his sway. 

lie look’d not round—he spake no sound— 

He stoop’d not from his pride. 

Till his step he stay’d, where the pines o’ershade 
The lonely Daro siile ; 

Then he turn’d him hack, on his exiled track 
He turn’d him once again. 

And lii* eyes they took their last fond lo<dc 
f>f the raradisc of Spain. 

They wander’d down, where toWerand town 
In the yellow moonbeam lav ; 

Nevada’s height look’d out in light • 

And the white-wall’d Santa Fe j 
It slept upon the Vega field— 

It sparkled on the rill ;— 

The star-, of night l.iy calm and bright 
In the silver-waved Genii. 

But tlie Cliristian hymn, from the city dim. 

Came loud upon nis ear— 

He heard the sliout of the rabble rout 
And hv could not bear to hear. 

1I« tiirn’d aside, for he felt the tide 
(.)} tears begin to flow; 

But the drops came fast, and he weptat last 
In tlie bitterness of woe, 

“rarewell! yc towers, and streams and bowers, 

A last farewell,” he said :— 

Outspake hi* queenly mother then 
As she raised her stately head : 

“ ’Tis well iliy part—the coward heart 
Should end as it began. 

And Ac inai/ weep, that could not k^p ' 

His kingdom like a man.” G. M. 
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-Sco tlic mitiiitcs how they run : 

I low many make the hour full complete. 

How III .my hours hriiiff about the day. 

How many days will linish up the year. 

How many years a mortal man may live."—ijiiAKsehARE. 

EjGii'ri.JiN liundrcd and twenty-three years have elapsed .since the 
Infant of Bethlehem clian/rcd the history of (lie Universe. If we cast 
our eyes backward along the .stream of time, from tlic present moment 
to that eventful a;ra, what a strange succession of human revolutions 
crowds upon our vision ! The Homan Empire-My dear Sir, ex¬ 

claims the reader, fjrihbons Decline and Fall occu])ies of itself twelve 
goodly volumes, and if you purpo.se leading us through all the inter¬ 
mediate time, even in the briefest summary, wc may come to the end 
of our days before you will have completed your centuries. Your ex- 
ordiurn is too solemn and grandiloquent: what is antiquity to us, or 
\ve to it? lime in the wholesale is rather too bulky a commodity for 
cither a writer or reader of periodicals ; but if you have any little re¬ 
tail article referring to that portion of it with which we have both been 
conversant, and which therefore comes home to our business and 
bosoms—any epitaph, for instance, upon the year which has just ex- 
|)ired, we will promise ymi, provided it he not too much in the lajiidary 
Dr. .lohnson terms it,) to honour it with a resolute attem}»t 
at perusal.—C^tribulors to magazines are like actors—“ they who 
live to please must please to live,” and therefore, most conditional 
reader, (for I dare not assume thy retention of that title, if I do not 
tickle the sides of thine undo standing,) I promise to limit our excur¬ 
sion to the three hundred and sixty-five days which our common 
hobby-horse the Earth has cmriloyed in performing his last gallop 
around the sun. , 

A foreigner of distinctio^i once asked a British in]mher of Par¬ 
liament what had p.asscd in tlie last session;—“J'i\e months and 
fourteen days” was tlic reply ; and if tnany of us were asked what we 
had accomplished in the last year, wc might he reu'utcd to tlie necessity 
of stating, that we had not only become twelve months older ; hut that, 
e.\clusive of our little terrestrial excursions from Jiondon to our country 
houses and back, wc had been travelling* round the sun at the rate of 
lifty-eiglu thousand miles every hour, and, in the rotatory motion ol 
the earth upon its own axis, had completed an additional fi\e hundred 
and eighty miles in every similar space of time. So far we have esta¬ 
blished our claim to be cotisidercd«as a^iart of the sublime sCheme of 
creation ; but as to any thing that we have performed woitliy of an In¬ 
telligent being, moving in such a magnificent pageant, and obviously 
i rained for the most noble destinies, it is to be feared that very few 
have reason to be proud of their exploits. Hundreds of thousands are 
at this moment making up the accounts of the last year, with a refe¬ 
rence to their profit and loss, but how many dream of a mental debtor 
and rreditor statement to ascertain the gains or deteriorations which 
they have experienced in the atloctions of the heart, or the faculties of 
the head ? or how many calculate their chances in that eternity to which 
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they are three hundred and sixty-five days nearer than they were at the 
outset of last year '{ 

Methii#s 1 hear the jingling of sovereigns in the hrc^lres ‘pocket t>f 
some warm, portly, and purse-proud reader of Clapham Common ftr 
Stamford Hill, as with a complacent clmckle he mutters to himself— 
1 laid by four thousand six hundred pounds last year”—which he 
deems a full and triumphant answer to all such impertinent interrogato¬ 
ries. Among a nation of gold-worshipers like the English, bowers of 
the knee to Mammon, adorers of the glittering deity which Jeroboam 
set up in Dan and Bethel, I can understand the origin, though I do not 
recognize the validity of this pica. Nay, it is not difficult to compre¬ 
hend the gratifications of the professed miser. Nothing is so ridicu¬ 
lous as to pronounce such a man, became his enjoyments differ from 
onr own, to be miserable, in that acceptation of the word which implies 
unhappiness. Ilis mode of life being his own free election, is a proof 
of its being tlie best adapted to his own peculiar notions of pleasure, 
for no man voluntarily prefers wretchedness. Avarice has been desig¬ 
nated the vice of old age ; may it not sometimes be its consolation 
also.^ When the senhcs ha\e failed, when the affections are dried up, 
when there is no longer any intelleetual interest in the world and its 
affairs, is it not natuial, that like drowning men, we should grapple at 
.straws; that we should clntth whatever will still furnish us an excite¬ 
ment, and attach us to that busy scene from which we should other¬ 
wise sink down inro the beniiiiihing torpor of ennui, suju'rannuation, 
and fatuity '! A niiscr has always an inteiest in existence : he pioposes 
to himself a certain object, and day by day has the consolation of re¬ 
flecting that he lias made new proguss towards its attainment. An 
old man was lately In mg in the city, and perhaps still vegetates, who 
declared that he wished for protracted seals, because it had always 
been the paramount ambition of hi-, soul to wanmit this inscription 
upon his tomb-stone-Mere lies .lolm Wliite, who died worth four 
hundred thousjmd consols.” Ignoble, sojaiid, base as this ambition 
was, it cheered him on in the loneliness and deerepitiule of his eightieth 
year, and is, perha^is, still ministering a stimulant to the activity of his 
narrow mind. Nor is it a trifling advantage to such men, who being 
generally worth nothing but money, would, if left to their intrinsic 
claims, be abandoned to solitude and eontemjit, that their reputation 
for wealth procures them friends, flatterers, associates, who watch over 
them with more than the tenderness of consanguinity, condole with 
their sufferings, sympathise with them in their successes, submit to 
their capj-ices, humour their foibles, and pamper them with presents. 
Call them, ifyou will, parasite^ plutulerers, legacy-hunters : still their 
good offices arc not the less acceptable. If the object of their ma¬ 
noeuvres see through their motives, it is a grateful homage to his 
wealth, an admission of his superiority, a sacrifice to the deity whom he 
himself adores. If he do not, he affords one more proof, that the great 
happiness of life consi.sts in being plcas.antly deceived. Ala.s I there 
are many besides the miser, who would wring their ow n hearts, if the 
window of Momus enabled them to discover that of their friends. 

But while the money-spinner is endeavouring to sweeten the dregs 
of life, he is unconsciously embittering death. Unable to take his coin 
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, ivuli him, not even the obulus for Charon, he is only hoarding up a 
property of which he is to be robbed ; for whether he is to be taken 
from his wealth, or his wealth from him, the result is equ||fe torment¬ 
ing. Post-obits and reversions, however he may have galrod by them 
after the death of others, will bring him in nothing after his own ; so 
that he will have the mortification of reflecting, that he has been accu¬ 
mulating money, and eking out his life, only to aggravate the pangs 
of parting from both. Submitting this “ trim reckoning’* to the con¬ 
sideration of the aforesaid citizen of Clapliam Common or Stamford 
Hill, I would suggest that his four thousand six hundred pounds may 
not be so all-sufficing an evidence of the beneficial employment of last 
year, as the jingling of the sovereigns in his pocket may have led him 
to conclude. 

And your Ladyship ?—may I enter upon record that you are well 
satisfied with the employment of tlie eight or nine thousand hours of 
the last year ^—“ I have at leUst passed them, sir, in a manner perfectly 
becoming my rank and station. I have been at every fashionable 
party of any notoriety ; my own routs have been brilliantly attended; 
my pearls have been all new set by Rundell and Bridge; my Opera- 
box has been exchanged for one in a better situation; it is universally 
admitted that 1 dress more tastefully, as well as expensively, than Lady 
Georgiana Goggle ; I have become .so far pci feet in Ecarfc, that though 
1 play more, 1 lose less, and adverting to this luupicstiouable proof of 
improvement, it cannot be said that 1 have altogether lost my time.”— 
Cerlfiinly not,•madam, \oii have only tlirown it away. I acquit you of 
its occa.sional and accidental, in order to convict yon of its constant and 
premeditated mi.sapplieation. 

Be not alanmd, vonng lady: it is unnetvssary to subject you to the 
same iiitcrrogatoi}, for those downcast eves and that half-suppressed 
sigh siiflicienlly uveal that you are but ill satisfied with the appro¬ 
priation of your lime dining tlio jirist year. It is the misfortune, and 
not the I’ault of oiir'youthl'i.l f< male'', that the artificial and perverted 
modes of society, a.s it is constituted in Knglaiul, .condemn tlu'iii to a 
jierpctiial struggle with all the asjiirations ol’nature ;—that they are 
sentenced to a round ofheailless dissipation, to be’paraded and trotted 
up and down the matrimonial Suiithlield, in the hope of striking the 
fancy of some booby or brutal lord and master; and that a failure in 
this great object of their existence, [gtiable as it embitters the ter¬ 
mination of every year with corroding anticipations of w aning beauty, 
and all that silent fretting of the spirit, which gnaws the heart inwardly 
while it suppresses every external nianilestatioii. Few objects arc more 
distressing than to contemplate oqe ol'the.se garlanded viclimy, gradually 
withering like a rose upon its stalk, sfiedding the leaves of her beauty 
one by one, and at lust falling to the earth in premature decay, or pre¬ 
serving a drooping existence with all her charms and hriglitness fading 
utterly away. These are the blooming virgins yearly sacrificed to the 
Minotaur of Luxury, which, prohibiting all marriages in a certain class 
of life, that are not sanctioned by wealth, debases one sex by driving 
it to liccntioiisnes.s, and dooms the other to become a janing prey to 
unrequited affections and disappointed liopes. 

Never have 1 been more painfully awakened than when in the dead 
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silence of midnight, 1 liavo been startled by a peal of “ triple buh-iiidjorf,” 
which, in performing their foolish ceremony of ringing out the old 
year, sen^orth their inappropriate echoes into the universal darkness, 
and scare^Re repose of nature with their obstreperous mirth. It is an 
unhallowed and irreverent mode of solemnising the twelvemonth’s 
death. It is as if at the funeral of a deeeaset! parent a rejoicing chime 
should suddenly burst like a peal of laughter from the belfry, instead of 
the sad—slow—deep toll of the single passing bell. These iron tongues 
should not be allowed to shout out their indecent merriment at a consum¬ 
mation fraught with so many inscrutable mysteries and appalling asso¬ 
ciations. What! are we cannibals so to rejoice that a portion of our best 
friends has been actually eaten up by tho omnivorous maw of time ? 
Are we saints and of the elect so fully prepared for the blow of death that 
we can carol at being brought three hundred and sixty-five days nearer 
to the edge of his scythe?—Perhaps it may be urged, that these noisy 
vibrations arc rather meant to salute the*present than the past year, to 
celebrate a birth, not a death, to welcome the coming rather than to 
speed the parting guest: and that u])on the accession of a new year, 
as of a new king, their brazen and courtier-like loyalty finds more de¬ 
light in the glory vvhich is rising and full of promise, than in that 
which has just set andean bestow no more. The ancients divided their 
annual homage with a less obsequious selfishness. Janus, who stood 
between the two years, gave his name indeed the first month, but 
he was provided with a doul)le face, that by gazing as steadfastly upon 
j)ast as future time he might inculcate upon his worshipers the wis¬ 
dom of being retrospective as well as provident. But Janus was an 
ancient and a god; had be been a modern and a man, he would have 
known bettei! *’ 

However it may have been partially misapplied and wasted, the last 
year may still, perhaps, have materially jidvanced the sum of human hap¬ 
piness, and as it is impossible to solve this point by an examination of 
individual evidence, we will decide it by a show* of hands. All you 
who are as mucfi or more discontented with'your present lot, than you 
were twelve months ago, please to hold up your hand.—Heavens! what 
an atmosphere of pMms, gentle and simple, fair and furrowed, cosme- 
ticised and unwashed ; what a forest of digits, some sparkling with 
diamonds, some unadorned, and a whole multitude cinctured with the 
wedding-ring! You, on the contrary, who feel yourselves happier 
than you were liold up your hands. Alack ! what a pitiful minority ! 
A few youths who left school at the last Christmas holidays, and an 
equal number of girls who, having dismissed their governesses, arc to 
come out this season. Young and sanguine dupes, enjoy your hap¬ 
piness while ye may : I am no! serpent enough to whisper a syllable 
in your ear that might accelerate the loss of your too fiecting paradiSe! 
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ON THIS OGATH OF BIGOO. 

They bore him forth to meet his end. 

The hero of his time,— 

The name that Freedom’s holy breath 
Hallows in every clime. 

Priests, and inquisitors, and kings, 
Hxulting saw him die, 
lake demons glutted with their joy 
At damning misery. 

They drugg’d the bowl with coward art 
And treachery refined. 

Lost he should tell them from the tree 
The triumphs of his mind. 

And yet it booted not that he 
With dying prophecy 
Should warn the recreants of the doom 
Vengeance is bringing nigh. 

That doom is on the rolls of Fate, 

’Tis register’d and scal’d. 

And like th’ Assyrian pestilence 
Shouk? blast them unanneal’d. 

•riie seed is sown by I'recdom’s hand-. 

Its growth is sure though slow, 

Its harvest of arm’d men shall work 
For the destroyer's woe. 

'I'hcn life’s last agonies no more 
Shall glut a tyrgmt’s hate. 

Nor ignorance cowl’d, nor perjury crown’tl 
Curse Spain’s unhappy stale.* 

V • • I 

Then from some mighty intellect . 

The banded kings shall ily. 

Great as Napoleon’s, with a heart • 

More just to liberty. 

i) deem not that the patriot’s blood 
Is ever vainly shed, 

It cries to Heaven—it cries to Earth— 

’Tis heard among the dead. 

The lightning bears it on its wing, 

’Tis seen upon tlt^ cloijd. 

It calls amid the ocean’s roar. 

And from the tempest loud. 

It bids upbraiding from the dust 
Indignant nations rise. 

Shake oil' their chains, and dare assert 
Mail’s iioblei:destinies ! 
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private correspondence of cowpeh.* 

Perhaps no poet of modern times excites a more perfect sympathy 
in the reader than Cowper—there is no one with whom we cherish, 
and desire to cherish, so purely personal a feeling. But this feeling, 
though created and called forth by means of his writings, does not 
point at them, or even seem to have any necessary connexion with or 
dependence upon them. It is not with his Tvritmgs that we sympathise; 
so far from it, there are many portions of those which we peruse with 
pain, and turn away from not without indignation. And the parts 
which we do admire, and which unquestionably include a large pro¬ 
portion of the whole, do not lay hold of our affections, or fix them¬ 
selves upon our memory, as those of many other poets do. We do not 
dwell and harp upon them, and repeat them to ourselves, and quote 
them to others, and dream of them, and recur to them in the midst of 
other things, without being able to' avoid it. He has no passages 
that haunt us like a strain of music, and uill not be got rid of. We 
are able to Jay his poetry down, and take it up again, just as we 
please—to put it'oii and off, like a garment. But it is not so with our 
abstract notion of the wtm. In hm, and in all that seems to concern 
lum, tve feel a personal interest; and after a time wc read his \i’ritings, 
not so much for their own .sake, as for his, and because we desire to 
know all his feelings, and the causes and oonsequeiices'of them we 
read them a.s a means, not as an end —as a means of reading him. 

This was strikingly the case even before (he puldiArion of Ilaylcy’s 
Life of the poet. But when that took j)lace, the feelings of personal 
regard which lia.l before been called iorth by (/Owper’s po! try, lu'came 
encicased to a pitch of almost painful interest by me*ans of the letters 
which bis biographer, with ti kind of unconscious judgment and good 
taste, substituted in tin' place of ai>y other detail of tlie Avriter’s life : 
for “ llayley's Life of (^owper’’ is luckily to he found no wheie but in 
the titlc-pagq of his volumes—the poet biing permitted to tell his own 
story, so far as ,'t suited the views of his friend to let that story ap¬ 
pear. "I'lie letters to whicli we now refer, were, almost immediately 
on their appcaraiief-, allowed to take their station beside the most dis¬ 
tinguished productions of any time or country, in the class to which 
they belong. And they in fact deserve that station ; a very great pro¬ 
portion of them being mode’s of the epistolary style, in point of ease, 
grace, and unaffected simplicity ; and being, moreover, the pure eftii- 
sioiis of as gentle and tender a heart as ever beat within a human 
bosom. But Covvper’s letters, as they appeared in the publication 
alludetf to, were calculated to^eng^ider other feelings than those of ad¬ 
miration towards themselves, and affi'Clionate regard towards the writer 
of them. Previously to this time, certain parts of his poetry, which 
need not now be particularly referred to. bail raised snsjiicions (hat 
sometliing was at work in the writer’s mind wjiieb ought not to have 
been there. I'hcre was occasionally a toni' of feeling, and a turn of 

* Private Corresipondence of Williain Co'vpor, F-sq. #!tli several of his most in- 
thnale Friends. Now first published Croui tlio ()riiriDal.H in the possession of his 
kinsinaniJohn Johnson, LL.D. rector of Vaxham with Welboriic, in Norfolk. 
2 vols, 8 VO. 
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expression, which neCfMed tp hidifsate, ««her that tlie writer'a view* on 
the subjects which he tr^ted were unsettled, and utterly «t v anan c e 
among themselves, or (what it was scarcely'possible to believe) that they 
were not put forth to the world with that thorough good faith, without 
which one of their chief charms would have been wanting. Now, the 
betters published by Hayley in 1806 were pretty generally supposed to 
have explained this apparent inconsistency. They discovered to us, in 
the poet of 'I'he Task, a being with natural qualities and dispositions, 
both of mind and body, calculated to render him blest in himself, and 
a delight and blessing to all around him—with an eye prone to discover 
all natural and moral beauty wherever it existed—a heart ever open 
to receive that beauty, and to leap with joy at the acquisition of it— 
and a mind gifted with the almost magical power of multiplying that 
beauty, and spreading it abroad upon all other minds and hearts within 
its reach. But in discovering to us these natural qualities and dispo¬ 
sitions, they also discovered that, from some source or other, a fatal 
taint had found its way among them--a plague spot was every now 
and then visible, which, if it did not spread over and disfigure all, at 
least announced the pre.sencc of an influence which was likely to do so 
during every moment that it lasted. In plainer language, if it be 
needed, the letters of Cowper, as published by Mr. Hayley, discovered 
to us that, during the whole long period in which they, as well as his 
poetry, word written, the writer oi them was laboi!*-ing under an in¬ 
tellectual malady, complicated in its nature, and in its effects more fatal 
to the sufferer ^nd more jiitiable to the beholder than perhaps any 
other of the kind on record ;—that in fact Cowper, at those periods 
when he was not actually in a state of mental darkness or aberration, 
was perpetually dreading the immediate* approaeli of such a state, and 
w'as at the same time jicrpetually taking tin* very surest means of 
bringing that state upon him, by pampering the growth of certain re¬ 
ligious views which had taken entire and cN^lusivc possession of his 
active and susceptible, but ^somewhat timid iniaginatieii; and which 
views were utterly at variance with the perceptions .of his quick and 
penetrating intellect, and the impulses and suggestions of his pure and 
gentle heart. ’ 

This is W'hat the letters in question disclosed to the sympathising 
reader. But, ifwc remember them rightly, this is «//that they dis¬ 
closed;—thus leaving the matter still involved in a painful and per¬ 
plexing mystery—leaving us still in doubt as to the relation between 
the innate and the external source of Cowper s malady, or whether the 
one had any necessary connexion with the other: in short, giving us 
no clue by which to find our way ^ th(^ beginning of that matady, or 
to (face its progressbut only permitting us to sec a few of its 
wretched consequences, and to weep over its fatal end. 

It is not our present intention to enquire minutely into the question, 
whether Hayley was justified in withholding from tlie world the clue 
above alluded to-supposing that lie possessed it; or whether, on the 
other liand, those persons were so justified who afterwards, in 1815 
and 1816, furnished the world with something of the kind, in the 
shape of a Posthumous memoir of Cowper’s early life, written by his 
own hand. We conceivo that these are matters with which the public 
have little or no concern. T/ici/, tlir piihlic. may he perfectly justified 
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in receiving ami applying to their own purposes, wliat the persons 
who supply them may have been imprudent or impolitic, or even 
grossly unjustifiable, in placing at their disposal. And on the other 
hand, we do not know that they have any right to complain of an 
editor who prefers his views, of letting them know no more than he 
wishes them to know, to theirs, of knowing all that is to be known. 
Certain it is, however, that, in the case more immediately before us, 
the public arc anxious to know the real truth ; and it is ecpially certain 
that they have not hitherto received the clue which will lead them 
to it. Whether that clue has not at last been placed in their hands, is 
a question which we shall not absolutely determine, except for our¬ 
selves—since it involves matter almost too delicate and at the same time 
too dangerous for a public journalist to handle; but we are greatly 
mistaken if the unprejudiced reader will find any difficulty in making 
the decision for himself, after he has perused some of the interesting 
and affecting matter to which we now ctdl his particular attention. 

The work before us consists of two additional volumes of the pri¬ 
vate letters of Cow'per to his most intimate friends; and it is ushered 
into the world by a Preface explaining the views of the editor, Dr. J. 
Johnson, the poet’s kinsman in putting it forth, and the sources from 
whence it has been obtained ; and adding, what will perhaps be con¬ 
sidered as unnecessary at least, the testimony of two of the editor’s 
friends as to the merit and interest of the nryitter: tliougli ue can so 
easily excuse-the said editor for printing the elegant eulogy of one of 
those friends, that we shall follow his example, and inuert it here, as 
well in justification of what we may hereafter have to say in favour of 
the work, as to furnish the reader with an opinion which lu may safely 
accept as v.-orth more than any anonymous one that is likely to be 
offered to him. 

“ It is quite unnecessary to say that T perused the letters with great admi¬ 
ration and delight. I liave a'ways coiuidered the letters of Mr. Cowper as the 
finest specimen of the epistolary style in our lan!;nagc ; and these ajrpcar to me 
of a superior description to the former, ai much beauty with moa- piety and 
pathos. To an air of inimitable case and earr lessness, they unite a liigh 
degree of corrcrlne<s,,such as could result only from the clearest intellect, 
combined with the most finished taste. 1 have scarcely found a single word 
which is capable of being exchanged for a better. 

" Literary errors I can discern none. The selection of words and the 
structure of the periods are inimitable; they present as striking a contrast a.s 
can well be conceived, to the turgid verbosity which passes at present for fine 
writing, and which bears a great resemblance to the <legcneracy whicli marks 
the style of Aminianus Marcellinus, as compared to that of Cicero or of Livy. 
A perpetual effort and struggle is made to supply the place of vigour, garish 
and dazzling colours arc substilHi<ad fof chaste ornament, and ihehideous dis¬ 
tortions of weakness for native strength. In my humble opinion, the study 
ofCow'per’s pro.se niay, on this account, be as useful in forming the taste of 
young people as his poetry .”—Eitract of a letter to the cdUorfrom the Rev. R. 
Hall, tf Leitester. 

With respect to the other parts of this explanatory preface, we learn 
from it, that, with the exception of one series, the letters now pub¬ 
lished had been previously submitted to Mr. Hayley, and by him 
rejected, as not suited to the views of his publication. Now this 
notification, which could not in candour be withheld by the editor, but 
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which he evidently puts forth with fear and trembling, as likely to cast 
a damp upon the interest of his work,—is precisely that in which we 
find its chief value to consist; and we fully anticipate that this will he 
the case with respect to many other readers besides ourselves—though 
certainly not to the majority. Those who have been accustomed to 
take a deep interest in the melancholy fate of Cowper, and who yet 
feel that they have not hitherto been able to penetrate into the real 
causes of that fate, will be likely to exclaim, on reading the passage 
which contains the above announcement:— “ Now, then, we shall pro¬ 
bably be able to ‘ pluck out the heart’ of poor Cowper’s mystery! 
It cannot be but that mystery is developed somewhere or other in the 
course of his private letters; for whatever his poems might be, his 
letters were evidently the effusions, not of his pen but his heart: and 
here are those which have been'hitherto siijpresied by the person whose 
object, perhaps whose duty, it was to give to the world nothing but 
what might prove creditable to^he memory of the poet, and agreeable 
to his surviving friends. We shall surely find something here, then, 
which will prove to us that it was not in Cowper’s own heart that were 
engendered those monstrous and degrading notions of God, and Man, 
and Nature, v\hich shattered liis intellect and blasted his peace; or, at 
all events, that if they were cn<>i lukred there, it was not there that they 
found the foul materials on which they fed, and grew, and flourished!” 
We do not conceive that it falls within our province to determine, for 
the readers in question, whether they will find what they seek; espe¬ 
cially as they are likely to lie as well qualified as we are to make the 
decision for themselves on perusing the work. And in fact ’without 
perusing it, or at least all those vaiious portions of it which bear 
upon the point, they would not be entitled to make any decision at all; 
and it docs not consist with our plan to lay those passages before them. 
But we may, pcrliaps, be allowed to say to those readers, (addressing 
them, not as critics, but as individuals deeply interested like themselves 
in a question no less important as a moral enquiry than affecting as an 
instance of human suffering,) that we have searched the work before 
us in the spirit in which we have supposed that thaf will search it, and 
that, for ourselves, we have found what we sought I ' And we will add, 
that the discovery has given us more sincere, though not unmingled 
delight, than any thing else of the kind that we remember to have 
met with. 

But wc are perhaps treating of thiS work with too exclusive a 
reference to what are likely to be the views and feelings of a ftw 
readers respecting it. Passing over the remainder of the editor’s 
Preface, therefore,— which docs not claim particular attention, ijithcr on 
account of its style or matter,—lef*us eiiamine the work with a view to 
its general character, as a collection of letters from the pen of a favou¬ 
rite poet, and an amiable and accomplished man. We shall take a 
cursory glance at the general contents of the two volumes, omitting 
for the present all farther allusion to those particular portions of it to 
which we have referred in the beginning of this paper. But if our 
space will permit us, we shall probably again recur for a moment t6 
that part of the subject. 

The first volume commences with several short, but most agreeable 
letters to Mr, Joseph Hill, of the Temple; the only malf friend, 
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except llayley, not decidedly devoted to religious pursuk^^ with wborti 
Cowper kept up any connexion or correspondence after his retirement 
into the country. Some of these letters are delightful specimens of 
that easy gaiety of heart which, notwithstanding all the adventitious 
gloom with which it was so fatally blended, was, after all, the only 
natural turn of Cowper’s disposition. There are many others through¬ 
out the volumes addressed to the same person, and of the same cha¬ 
racter. For the sake of variety, however, we shall extract as we go. 
Was there ever seen so graceful a mode of asking for a remittance, as 
the following short note presents ?— 

“ By thU time, I presume, joii are returned to the precincts of the law. 
The latter etid of October, I know, gentrally puts an end to your relaxa¬ 
tions ; such as rcaditig upon sunshiny banks, and contemplating the clouds, 
as you lie upon )our back. 

“ Permit it to be one of the ulinid Tir^atia centum, which are now begin¬ 
ning to buzz in your ears, to scud me a twenty pound note by the first oppor¬ 
tunity. 1 beg my aft'eclionate icspects to my friends in (’ook’s-couft.” 

Here is another equally short, and interesting from the literary 
opinions it includes. Our of tho.sc opinions will sound a little startling 
to the admirers of Milton. 

“ 1 ha\e been reading Crray’.> orks, and tliink him the only poet since 
Shakspeare ciitilled to the chaiacler of sublime. Perhaps yon will remem¬ 
ber that ] once had a difi'ereiU opinion of him. , I was prejudiced. He did 
not belong to our Thursday society, and sva-r an Kton man, which lowered 
him prodigiously in our esteem. I once lliouglil Swift'^ Letters the best 
that could be willten ; but 1 like CIrav’s belter. 11 is humour, or his wit, or 
whatexer it is to be called, i- m\er ill-natured or oll’ensne, and yet, 1 think, 
equally poignant with the 13ean’s ” 

There is something very touching in the following reflections'^on 
Mr. Newton’s quitting Olney; and ,they are expie.ssed w'ith a sweet 
simplicity: — 

* 

“ You have ; ihseivul in conimoii conversation, that the man who coughs 
the oflcncst, (I nitau if he has not a co'd) dots it hecaiise he has nothing to 
say. iiven so it is in letter-writing; a long preface such as mine, is an ugly 
symptom, and always forebodes great sleiility in the following pages. 

“ The vicarage-liouse became a inelaiiclioly object, as soon as Mr. Newton 
had left it; when you left it, it became more melancholy: now it is actually 
occupied by another family, even 1 cannot look at it without being shockctl. 
As 1 walked in the garden thft evening, I saw the smoke issue from the 
.study chimney, and said to myself. That used to be a oign that Mr. NcwtOli 
was there; but it is so no longer. I'he walls of the house know nothing of 
the change that has taken plare ; the bolt of the chamber-door sounds just as 

it used to do j and when Mr, P- - goes upstairs, for aught 1 know, or 

ever shall know, the fall of his'foot could hardly, perhaps, be distinguished 
from that of Mr. Newton. But Mr. Newton’s fool will never be hea^'li^von 
that Staircase again. These rcflection.s, and such as these, occurred to me 
upon the occasion j # « * * • *, If [ were m a condition to leave Olney 
too, I certainly would not stay in it. It is no .iftachment to the place that 
bind.s me here, but an utifuaess for every other. 1 lived in it once, but now 
} am buried in it, and have no business with the world on the outside of my 
sepulchre : my appearance would startle them, and theirs would be shocking 
to me.” 



95 


Primti Corre$pondence of Cowper. 

The first part of the following Is admirably expressed. It seems to 
refer to a solicitation which he had received from his friend Mr. New¬ 
ton, to reply to some pamphlet which had just appeared on a reli¬ 
gious controversy in which his friend was engaged. But we give the 
extract chiefly on account of the last passage, which is full of a wild 
pathos that is affecting in the highest degree. 

“ If 1 had strength of mind, I have not strength of body for the task which, 
you say, some would impose upon me. I cannot bear mucli thinking. The 
meshes of that fine net-work, the brain, are composed of such mere spinners' 
threads in me, that when a long thouglu finds its way into them, it buzzes, 
and twangs, and hustles about at such a rate as seems to tlirealen the whole 
contexture.—No—1 must needs refer it again to you. 

“ My enigma will probably find you out, and you will find out my enigma, 
at some future time. 1 am not in a humour to transcribe it now. Indeed 1 
wonder that a sportive thnuffht should ever knock at the door of my intellects, 
and still more that it should gain admittance. It is as if harlequin should 
intrude himself into the gloomy chamber where a corpse is deposited in state. 
His antic gesticulations would be unseason.ible at any rate, but more espe¬ 
cially so if they should distort the features of the mournful attendants into 
laughter. Hut the miud long wearied with the sameness of a dull, dreary 
prospect, will gladly fix its eyes on any thing that may make a little variety iu 
Its contemplations, though it were but a kitten j)laying with her tail.” 

The following passages are exceedingly interesting : one on account 
of the insight#it gives us jnto the use to which the poet applied his 
art; and the other, as explaining iiis own views on one of his principal 
works:— • 

“ At this .season of the year, and it) this gloomy micomfortahle climate, it 
is no easy matter for the owner of a mind like mine, to divert it fiom sad 
subjects, and fix it upon such as may administer to its amusetnenl. Poetry, 
above all things, is useful to me in this respect. W hile 1 am held in pursuit 
of pretty images, or a pretty way of expre.-.-siug them, I forget every thing that 
is irksome, and, like a hoy that plats iTuaiil, ileterinine to avail myself of the 
present opportunity to he amused, and to put by tin; disagreeable recollection 
that I must, after ail, go home and be whipt again.” • 

“ I send you TaNr Tail. It is a medley of many thiiigi, some that may 
be useful, and some that, for aught 1 know, may be very ^diverting I am 
merry that 1 may decoy people into my company, and grAeihat they may he 
the belter for it. Now and then 1 put on the garb of a philosopher, and take 
the opportunity that di.sguise procures me, to drop a word in favour of reli¬ 
gion. In short, there is some froth, and here and there a bit of sweetmeat, 
which seems to entitle it justly to the name of a certain dish the ladies call a 
trifle. 1 did not choose to be more facetious, lest I sliould consult the taste 
of iny readers at the expense of my own approbation ; nor more serious than 
I h.'ive been, lest I should forfeit theirs. A poet in inv circumstances has a 
diflicuit part to aot: One minute oblige;^ to bridle his humour, if he Ifts any, 
and the next, to clap a spur to the sides of it^ Now ready to weep from a 
sense <ff the importance of his subject, and on a sudden constrained to laugh, 
lest his gravity should be misiakeii for dulness. If this he not violent e,\er- 
cisc for the mind, 1 know not what is ; and if any man doubt it, let him try. 
Whether all this managemcnl and contrivance be necessary, 1 do not know, 
but am inclined to suspect that if my Muse was to go forth clad in Quaker 
colour, without one hit of ribband to enliven her ajipearance, she might 
walk, from one end of London to the other, as little noticed as if she were 
one of the sisterhood indeed.” 
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Here is another passage similar to one of the preceding;— 

“ If a Board of Enquiry were to be established, at which poets were to un¬ 
dergo an examination respecting the moti\es that induced them to publish, 
and I were to be summoned to attend, that I might give an account of mine, 
I think I could truly say, what perhaps few poets could, that though 1 have no 
objection to lucrative consequences, if any such should follow, they are not my 
aim ; much less is it my ambition to exhibit myself to the world as a genius. 
What then, says Mr. President, can possibly be your motive? 1 answer 
with a bow—Amusement. There is nothing but this—no occupation within 
the compass of iny small sphere. Poetry excepted—that can do much towards 
diverting that train of mehmclioly thoughts, which, when 1 am not thus em¬ 
ployed, are for e\er pouring themselves in uiion me. And if 1 did not pub¬ 
lish whall write, J could not interest myself sufficiently in iny own success, 
to make an amusement of it.” 

We have hinted that Con per’s natural disposition was of a joyous 
character. It was so to a pitch of boyishness. He was, in fact, as 
pure and innocent as a child, and might ha\ t betn as happy—sporting 
away his pleasant hours like a bird. How he delighted to make little 
riddles, and send tliem to his friends, and listen to their wrong solutions 
of them, and then send them the right! We have several instances of 
this in these volumes, and most affecting ones they are, occurring as 
they do in the midst of a gloom deep and deadly as that of the grave! 
Here follows one. lie had sent his friend a encumber, telling him that 
it was one “ of my raising, but not raised by me.” “ 

” It is worth while to send you a riddle, you make suchia variety of guesses, 
and turn and tumble it about with such an intlustrious curiosity. The solu¬ 
tion of that in question is—let me sec ; it requires some consitleralioii to ex¬ 
plain it, even though 1 made it. I raised the seed that produced the plant 
that produced the fruit, that j'roduced the seed that produced the fruit 1 sent 
you. This latter seed I gave to the gardener of Terningbam, who brought 
me the cucumber you mention. Tims’you see I raised it—that is to say, 1 
raised it virtually by bavipg raised its progenitor; and yet I did not raise it, 
because the identical seed from which it grew waar raised at a distance. You 
observe 1 did'not speak rashly, when I spoke of it as dark enough to pose au 
(ICdipus ; and have no need to call your own sagacity in question for falling 
shor| of the disco^cjy.” 

We extract the following short passage for the purpose of pointing 
out the singular mixture which it presents, even within the same para¬ 
graph, of the adventitious, Or perhaps we should .say, the habitual, and 
the natural. The change from the one to the other, at the last clause, 
is striking. 

” Though much obliged to you for the favour of your last, and ready enough 
to acknowledge the debt, the 'present, however, is not a day in which I 
should have chosen to pay it. A dejection of mind, which perhaps may be 
removed by to-morrow, rather disqualifies me for writini^,—a nusiness I would 
always perform in good .spirits, because melancholy is catching, especially 
where there is much sympathy to assist the '’onlagion. But certain poultry, 
which I luidcrstand are about to pay their respects to you, have advertised lor 
an agreeable companion, and I find myself obliged to embrace tlic opportunity 
of going to town, with them in that capacity.” 

The following is very pleasant and natural, and the style of it is the 
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perfection of easy simplicity. The occasion was that of having just 
converted a little summer-house in his garden into a writing-room. 

It is an observation that naturally occurs upon the occasion, and which 
many other occasions furnish an opportunity to make, that people long for 
what they have not, and overlook the good inlheir possession. This is so 
true in the present instance, that for years past I should have thought myself 
happy to enjoy a retirement even less flattering to my natural taste than this 
in which 1 am now writing; and have often looked wistfully at a snug cot¬ 
tage, which, on account ofits situation at a distance from noise and disagrec- 
aDie objects, seemed to promise me all I could wish or expect, so far as hap¬ 
piness may be said to be local; never once adverting to this comfortable nook, 
which affords me all that could be found in the most sequestered hermitage, 
with the advantage of having all those accommodations near at hand which 
no hermitage could possibly afl'ord me. People imagine they should be 
happy in circumstances which lh*cy would find insuppoitably burthensome in 
less than a week. A man that has been clothed in fine linen, and fared 
sumptuously every day, envies the peasant under a thatched hovel ; who, in 
return, envies him as much his palace and his pleasure-ground. Could they 
change situations, the fine gentleman would find his ceilings were too low, 
and that his casements admitted too much wind ; that he had no cellar for 
his wine, and no wine to put in his cellar. These, with a thousand other 
mortifying deficiencies, woukl shatter his romantic project into innumerable 
fragments in a moment. The clown, at the same time, would find the ac¬ 
cession of so much unwieldy treasure an incumbrance quite incompatible 
with an hour's case. His choice would be puzzled by variety. He would 
drink to exciss, because h% would foresee no end to his abundance; and he 
would eat himself sick for the same reason. He would have no idea of any 
other happiness *than sensual gratification; would make himself a beast, 
and die of his good fortune. The rich gentleman had, perhaps, or might 
have had, if he pleased, at the shortest notice, just such a recess as this; but 
if he had it, he overlooked it, or, if he had it not, forgot that he might com¬ 
mand it whenever he would. The rustic, too, was actually in possession of 
some blessings, which he was a fool to relinquish, but which he could 
neither see nor feel, because he har^the daily and constant use of them ; such 
as good health, bodily strength, a head and a heart that never ached, and tem¬ 
perance, to the practice of which he was bound by nccessilyj that, humanly 
speakino:, was a pledge and a security for the continuance.of them ail. 

“Thus I have sent you a school-boy’s theme.” 

The following' is another singular compound of gloom and hifmour. 

It would be worth extracting, if it tverconly for the capital simile about 
the riot-act. 

" I do not at all doubt the truth of what you say, when you complain 
of that crowd of trifling thoughts that pesters you without ceasing; but 
then you always have a serious thought standing at the door of your imagina¬ 
tion, like a justice of peace with the riot-act in his hand, ready to read it, and 
disperse the mob. Here lies the difl'erenpe between you and me. My 
thoughts are clad in a sober livery, for the most part as grave as that of a 
bishop’s servants. They turn too upon spiritual subjects, but the tallest 
fellow and the loudest amongst them all, is he who is continually crying with 
a loud voice. Actum csf de le, pniisti. You wish for more attention, I for less. 
Dissipation itself would be welcome to me, so it were not a vicious one ; but 
however earnestly invited, it is coy, and keeps at a distance. Yet with all 
this distressing gloom upon my mind, I experience, as you do, the slipperiiiess 
of the present hour, and the rapidity with which time escapes me. livery 
thing around us, and every thing that befalls us, constitutes a variety, which, 
whether agreeable or otherwise, has still a thievish propensity, and steals from 
voi,. X. NO. XXXVII. n 
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us days, months, and years, with such unparalleled address, that even while we 
say they are here, they arc gone. From infancy to manhood is rather a 
tedious period, chiefly, I suppose, because at that time we act under the con¬ 
trol of others, and arc not suffered to have a will of our own. But thence 
downward into the vale of years, is such a dcclivitv, that we have just an op¬ 
portunity to reflect upon the steepness of it, and then find ourselves at the 
uottom.” 

The execrable passage which follows we should willingly have passed 
over, if we could have persuaded ourselves that it really belonged to 
Cowper. Wo can only trust ourselves to say that it is addressed to 
the Rev. Mr. Newton, the poet’s friend and religious Mentor—a person 
who not long' afterwards “ improved the occasion” of Handel’s cele¬ 
brated Commemoration, by preaching a sermon on the monstrous pro¬ 
fanation of that ceremony! 

“ He seems, together with others of our acquaintance, to have suffered con¬ 
siderably in his spiritual character by his attachment to music. The lawful¬ 
ness of It, when used with moderation, and in its proper place, is unquestion¬ 
able ; but I believe that witie itself, though a man be guilty of habitual 
intoxication, docs not more debauch and befool the natural understanding, 
than music, always music, music in season and out of season, weakens and 
destroys the spiritual dhscermnciit. If it is not used with an unfeigned refer¬ 
ence to the worship of God, and with a design to assist the soul in the per¬ 
formance of it, which cannot he the case when it is the only occupation, it 
degenerates into a sensual delight, and becomes a most powerful advocate 
for the admission of other pleasures, grosser perUaps in degree^ but in their 
kind the same.” 

We meet with several passages in these volumes itr* which Cowper 
roundly asserts that all the light and humorous passages in his poetry 
are mere tricks—a species of pious frauds—invented purely to inveigle 
the reader into listening to something more serious and useful. To 
this, as before, we shall only venture to say, that the passages in question 
occur in letters addressed io Mr. Ncxi.foa. Here are two of them:— 

“Be that as it may, it is' quite sulTicient lli.it I have played the antic niy- 
.sclf for their diVersion; and that, in a state,of dejection such as they are 
absolute strangers tO, I have sometimes pul on an air of cheerfulness and li- 
vacity, to which I lyysclf am in reality a stranger, for the sake of W'inning 
their intention to mor\^ useful matter.” 

“ By the way—will it not be proper, as you have taken some notice of the 
modish dress I wear in 7a/’/c Tal/t, to include Comursalion in the same de¬ 
scription, which is (the first half of it, at least,) the most airy of the two ? 
'Fhey will otherwise think, perhaps, that the observation might as well have 
been spared entirely ; tliougli 1 should have been sorry if it had, for when 1 
am jocular I do violence to myself, and am therefore pleased with your telling 
them, ii^a civil way, that 1 play the fool to amuse them, not because I am 
one myself, but because J have foolish world to deal with.” 

The following is as agreeable a spccimori as we ever rccolleet io 
have met with of the intentional “ parturiunt monies," &c. 

This afternoon the maid opened the parlour-door, and told us there was 
a lady in the kitchen. We desired she might be introduced, and prepared 
for the reception of Mrs. Jones. But it proved to be a lady unknown to us, 
and not Mrs. Joi.es. She walked directly up to Mrs. Unwin, and never drew 
hack till their noses were almost in contact. It seemed as if she meant to 
salute her. An uncommon degree of familiarity, accompanied with an air 
of most extraordinary gravity, made me think her a little crazy. I was 
aljtrmed, and so was Mrs. Unwin. She had a bundle in her hand—a silk 
aandkcrctiief tied up at the four corners. When 1 found she was not mad, I 
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took her for a smuggler, and made no doubt but she had brought samples of 
contraband goods. But our surprise, considering the lady’s appearance and 
deportment, was tenfold what it had been, when we found that it was Mary 
Philips’s daughter, who had brought us a few apples by way of a specimen of 
a quantity she had for sale.” 

The letters addressed to Mr. Newton may be searched long enough 
before we shall find in them such a passage as the following. Poor 
Cowper, with all his tenderness of heart, never forgot what was due to 
that gentleman—or rather what was expected by him. The passage is 
part of a letter to his old frien^ Mr. Hill, and refers to some one whom 
he has introduced to Cowper. 

" I have seen him but for half an hour, yet, without boasting of much dis¬ 
cernment, I see that he is polite, easy, cheerful, and sensible. An old man 
thus qualified, cannot fail to charni the lady in question. As to his religion, 
I leave it—>I am neither his bishop nor his confessor, A man Of his charac¬ 
ter, and recommended by you, would be welcome here, were he a Gentoo, 
or a Mahometan.” , 

We cannot resist the temptation of contrasting this with another 
passage of a frightfully different cliaracter. Cowper has been describing 
the brilliant career of a man of family and fortune, who, after passing 
his youth abroad in folly and extravagance, returns, and “again makes 
a splendid figure at borne—shines in the senate—governs his country 
as itj|uminister—is admired for his abilities—and, if successful, adored, 
at least by » party an^ this imaginary person he contrasts with one 
of the poor but pious cottagers at OIney. He adds—“ Who would 
suspect, that haa*not a spiritual eye to discern it, that the fine gentleman 
7i'as out whom his Maker had in abhorrence, and the wretch last mentioned 
dear to him as the apple of his eye?”—(Vol. i. 230.)—Who, indeed !— 
We need not say to whom this is addressed. 

Having already found that our limits will not permit us to say all 
that we wish to say, on the painfiul part of our subject to which this 
last extract belongs, we had abandoned our,intention of making any 
farther allusions to it ob tlie |itcscnt occa.sion. But the above passages, 
written within a very short period of each other, ofForeef, to our thinks 
ing, so striking an illustration of the real state of^thc case, that wc 
could not refuse to pick them up in passing, and lay them befdlte the 
reader, who may draw what inference from them he pleases. Once 
for all, however, we entirely acquit Mr. Hayley of all blame in 
suppressing such passages as the lasb that we have given; for 
they arc no more to be attributed to his amiable and gentle-hearted 
friend, than the foul and blasphemous ravings of the youthfiil priestess 
of some Indian idolatry are to be considered as proceeding from 
the gentle form through which tliejf do J)ut pass. Neither do’we, on 
the other hand, attach any thing like censure to the gentleman who 
has iiow given these passages, and a variety of similar ones, to the 
world. Whatever may have been his motive for so doing, (and we 
cannot conceive it to have been other than a justifiable one, as it 
respects himself and his deceased relative,) we, the Public,—who desire 
to know all that can be known about every one of whom we are in¬ 
terested in knowing o/iy thing, — are obviously indebted to him: 
though wc cannot but suspect that he little anticipated the use to 
which the information he has furnished us with is capable of bejng 
applied. 
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But pass we on to the more agreeable part of our task. Nothing 
can be more picturesque than the first portion of the following 
nor more amiably easy than the seconci. 

“At seven o’clock this evening, being the seventh of December, I imagloe 
I see you in your box at the coffee-house. No doubt the waiter, as 
nious and adroit as his predecessors were before him, raises the tea-pot to the 
ceiling with his right hand, while in his left the tea-cup descending almost to 
the floor, receives a limpid stream; limpid in its descent, but no sooner baa 
it reached its destination, than frothing and foaming to the view, it hecomp 
a roaring syllabub. This is the nineteenth winter since I saw you in this 
situation; and if nineteen more pass over me before I die, I shall still re¬ 
member a circumstance we have often laughed at. 

“How different is the complexion of your evenings and mine! yours, 
spent amid the ceaseless hum that proceeds from the inside of fifty noisy and 
busy periwigs ; mine, by a domestic (ire-sid.e, in a retreat as silerrt as retire¬ 
ment can make it; where no noise is made but what we make for our own 
amusement. For instance, here are two rustics, and your humble servant 
in company. One of the ladies has been playing on the harpsichord, while 
I, with the other, have been playing at battledore and shuttlecock. A little 
dog, in the mean time, howling under the chair of the former, performed, in 
the vocal v/ay, to admiration. This entertainment over, I began my letter, 
and having notliing more important to communicate, have given you an ac¬ 
count of it. 1 know you love dearly to he idle, when you can find an op¬ 
portunity lobe so; but as such opportunities are rare with you, I thought it 
possible that a short description of the idleness I enjoy might give yo^plea- 
sure. The happiness wc cannot call our own, vvjp yet seem toqjossess^ while 
we sympathize with our friends who can.” 

We hold tills to be the perfection of letter-writing'. What follows 
is equally good in its way. It is, in fact, one of the best specimens 
of cool, contemptuous irony that we are anywlicre acquainted with, 

“ I give you joy of tlie restoration of that sincere and firm friendship be¬ 
tween the Kings of England and France, that has been so long interrupted. 
It is a great pity, when hearts so cordially united are divided by trifles. Thir¬ 
teen pitiful colonies, which the King of England chose to keep, and the 
King of France to obtain, if he could, have disturbed that harmony which 
would else, no*{loubt, have subsisted betweeti tliose illustrious personages to 
this moment. If the King of France, whose greatness of mind is only 
equalled by that of,lu3 Queen, had regarded them, unworthy of his notice as 
they Were, with an eye of suitable indifference ; or, had he thought it a matter 
deserving in any degree his princely attention, that they were, m reality, the 
property of his good friend the King of Engiatid; or, had the latter been les-s 
obstinately determined to hold fast his interest in them, and could he, with 
that civility and politeness in which monarchs are exjiecled to excel, have 
entreated his Majesty of France to accept a bagatelle, for which he seemed 
to have conceived so strong a predilection, all this mischief had been pre¬ 
vented. Blit monarchs, alas! crowned and sceptred as they are, are yet but 
men ; they fall out, and are recopcilerk just like the meanest of their subjects. 
I cannot, hovvever, sufficiently admire the moderation and magnanimityj>f the 
King of England. His dear triend on the other side of the Channel, has not 
indeed taken actual possession of the colonies in question, but he has effec¬ 
tually wrested them out of the hands of their original owner, who, neverthe¬ 
less, letting fall the extinguisher of patience upon the flame of his resentment, 
and.glowing with no oilier flame than that of the sinccrest affection, em¬ 
braces the King of France again, gives him Senegal and Gorcc in Africa, gives 
him tlie islands he had taken from him in the West, gives him his conquered 
territories in the East, gives him a fishery upon the banks of Newfoundland ; 
and, as if all this were too little, merely because lie knows that Louis has a 
partiality for the King of Spain, gives to the latter an island iiuhe Meditcrra- 
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which iKousanda of English had purchased with their lives ; and, in 
America, all that he wanted, at least all that he could ask. No douht there 
will be great cordiality between this royal trio for the future: and thou^ 
wars may perhaps be kindled between their posterity, some ages hence, the 
present generation shall never be witnesses ot such a calamity again. 1 ex¬ 
pect soon to hear that the Queen of France, who, just before this rupture 
happened, made the Queen of England a present of a watch, has, in ac¬ 
knowledgment of all these acts of kindness, sent her also a seal wherewith 
to ratify the treaty. Surely she can do no less.” 

Here is an exceedingly droll description, written in Cowper’s own 
genuine and exquisitely humorous manner:— 

“ He had stolen some iron-work, the property of Griggs, the butcher. 
Being convicted, he was ordered to be whipt; which operation he underwent 
at the cart’s tail, from the stone-house to the high arch, and back again. 
He seemed to shew great fortitude, but it was all an imposition upon the 
public. The beadle, who performed it, had filled his left hand with red 
ochre, through which, after every stroke, he drew the lash of his whip, 
leaving the appearance of a wound upon the skin, but in reality not hurt¬ 
ing him at all. This being perceived by Mr. Constable H-, who fol¬ 

lowed the beadle, he applied his cane, without any such management or 
precaution, to the shoulders of the too merciful executioner. The scene im¬ 
mediately became more interesting. The headic could by no means be pre¬ 
vailed upon to strike hard, which provoked the constable to strike harder; 
and this double flogging continued, till a lass ofSilvcr-cnd, pitying the pitiful 
^beatjlp thus suflering under the hands of the pitiless constable, joined the pro¬ 
cession, and placing herself immediately behind the latter, seized him by his 
capillary club, and pulling*him backwards by the same, slapt his face with a 
most Amazouiarj^ fury. This concatenation of events has taken up more of 
my paper than 1 intended it should; but 1 could not forbear to inform you 
how the beadle threshed the thief, the constable the beadle, and the lady the 
constable, and how the thief was the only person concerned who sunerqd 
nothing.” 

We shall conclude our extracts from the first volume, with a 
charmingly light and lively passage, on the manner in which time 
escapes from us in these short postdiluvian days:—• 

** It is wonderful how, by means of such real or seemit^ necessities, my 
time is stolen away. 1 have just time to observe that time is short; and, by 
the time J have made the observation, time is gone.^ 1 have wondered in 
former days at the patience of the antediluvian world; that they could en¬ 
dure a life almost millenary, with so little variety as seems to have fallen to 
their share. It is probable that they had much fewer employments than we. 
Their affairs lay in a narrower compass ^ their libraries were iudiflereiitly 
furnished ; philosophical research< 5 | were carried on with much less industry 
and acuteness of penetration, and nddtes, perhaps, were not even invented. 
How then could seven or eight hundred years of life be supportable? I have 
asked this question formerly, and been at a loss to resolve U; but 1 think 1 
can answer it now. I will suppose myself horn a thousand years bffore Noah 
born or thought of. I rise with the sun; 1 worship; 1 prepare my 
breakfast; 1 swallow a bucket of goat!>’-milk, and a dozen good sizeable 
cakes. I fasten a new string to my bow; and my youngest hoy, a lad of 
about thirty years of age, having played with my arrows till he has stript off 
all the feathers, I find myself obl’geu to repair them. The morning is thus 
■pent in preparing for the chacc, and it is become necessary that I should 
dine. I oig up my roots ; 1 wash them ; I boil them ; 1 find them not done 
enough, 1 boil them again; my wife is angry; wc dispute; we settle the 
point; but in the mean time the (ire goes out, and must be kindled again. 
All this is very amusing. I hunt; 1 hiing home the prey j with the skin of 
it 1 mend an old coat, or 1 nuke u new one. By this time the day'ts far 
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spent; 1 feel myself ikttgueti, and retire to rest. Thus, what with tiiJing the 
ground^ and eating the fruit of it, bunting and walking, and running, and 
mending oid clothes, and sleeping and rising again, I can suppose an inhabi* 
(ant of the primaeval world so inuch occupied as to sigh over the shortness of 
life, and to hnd, at the end of many centuries, that they had all slipt through 
his fingers, and were passed away like a shadow. What wonder then that I, 
who live in a day of so much greater refinement, when there is so much 
more to be wanted, and wished, and to be enjoyed, should feel myself now 
and then pinched in point of opportunity, end at some loss for leisure to fill 
four sides of a sheet like this ? Thus, nowever, it is; and if the ancient 
gentlemen to whom I have referred, and their complaints of the dispropor¬ 
tion of time to the occasions they had for it, will not sen'e me as an excuse, 
1 must even plead i^ilty, and confess that I am often in haste, when I haie 
no good reason for being so.*’ 

It seems almost superfluous for us to say, that a work, from which 
such extracts as these four last can be culled in the space of a few 
pages, recommends itself to general attention, as a source of the most 
agreeable amusement. 

The second volume of these letters is not so light and miscellaneous 
in its character as the first; but to many readers it will prove even 
more deeply interesting, on account of its admitting us more fully 
into the melancholy places of Covvper’s mind. Leaving the reader, 
however, to make this part of the investigation for iiiin.self, we can 
only afford space for a slight reference to that portion of the present 
collection which has now, for the first tim^, been submitted to the 
selecting hand of editorship. These are the series of letters addressed 
to Mrs. King, the wife of Dr. King, Hector of Kimbolton; and we 
may safely pronounce them to be, generally speaking, and in pro¬ 
portion to their extent, of equal value and interest with any of the 
writer’s that have hitherto been submitted to public notice. It seems 
that the lady, on the appearance of Cowper’s poems, had commenced 
a correspondence with him, on the score of an ancient intimacy with 
his brother. This led to an interchange of civilities, which ended in 
a strict and intimate firfendship; and the letters now published as 
part of this wflrk^ are a selection from the rc.sults of that intimacy. 
These letters are for the most part of a light, lively, and cheerful 
description; contdNning reminiscences of the happy part of the poet’s 
past life, notices of the progress of his works, sketches of the manner 
in which he spends his time, &c. &c. And all this nearly unmingled 
with any melancholy or despopdence; and the whole written with that 
delightfiil ease of manner, and graceful propriety of expression, in 
which Cowper has never been surpassed. In fact, to those readers 
who search these volumes for mere amusement, the portion of it to 
which we are now referring will Jbrm its chief attraction; and the 
rather, that, as we before hihted, it has never pa.sscd through any 
selecting hands. Our limits preclude us from giving any farther 
extracts^ but we refer the general reader to the following letters, 
as aijpeeially proving what wc have now stated: the letter at page 
.117, giving a rapid sketch of the writer’s past life; that at page 150, 
wh^ he draws an imaginary portrait of his correspondent, whom he 
has not yet seen; the charming one at page 162, where he describes to 
her hia mode of passing his time before he took to writing poetry; and 
one at page 216, where he describes bis manner of writing his trans¬ 
lation of Homer, out in the fields, on scraps of her letters. In short, 
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the whole of these letters to Mrs. King Are a most valuable addition 
to Cowper’s general corresmmdeoce;—of this new portion of which we 
now take leave, by sincerely thanking, oli more Accounts than one, the 
relative through whose interventioB we owe the public appearance 
of it. 


THE HAUNTED CHAMBER, A BALLAD. 

Mi'inini, nec unqnam obliviscar, ilUus noctis.*'—Cireao. 

1 SLEPT one night (how could 1 sleep ?) 

Withiii a chamber lone and drear. 

Where ghosts might well their vigils keep. 

And ghostly people quake and fear. 

My bed was tall; and, dim with age. 

Its yellowish curtains circled round ; 

The counterpane was wrought, 1 'd ’gage. 

By hands long moulder’d in the ground. 

Three carved oak-chairs, of ponderous weight, 
Relicted the wainscot’s dismal length ; 

A moonbeam, through the window’s grate. 

Shone sickly o’er their limbs of strength. 

JThe dust of yeari lay damp and thick 
On all tliat^uet my musing eye; 

My lamp was low ; Us drooping wick 
Shstain’d a flame that soon must die. 

'riie mantlepiece, antique and broken. 

In stain’d and chilling marble stoocf; 

And near the hearth-stone glared a token— 

Oh, God ! it is the hue of blood ! 

Above, in colour’s rat^iance, hung 
A mother and her infant child : , 

I look’d—her face was bright and young— 

And, as I look’d, mclhought she smiled. . 

Her dark and liglitning eyes confess’d 
The fulness of maternal joy. 

While pillowing on her snow-white breast 
The soft che^ of her blooming boy. 

And lo, her consort!—^Gurtain,*d o’er <« 

By half a century’s dps^ veil— 

Suspended ’twixt the gothic door 
And princely couch—a chief in mail! 

How fine the expression 1 all the hre 
That ever lit the Italidfh eye* 

Bums in those orbs—distinct from ire— 

Just like the lightnings of the sky. 

His cheeks are colourless—yet warm— 

As tinged in Oriental clime : 

His brow is mark’d : perchance the storm 
Of passion mark’d it—’twas not Time. 

Perhaps, thought I, in days of old. 

This warrior and his lady bright 

In this dim chamber loved to hold 
Sweet converse—rested here at night. 
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Perchance those lips, whereon I guze. 

Full oft were to each other prest,—• 

While that dear babe’s angelic face 
Lay, like a rose, on the white breast I 

Now they are nothing :—what their fate ? 

Does no romantic legend tell? 

They were most lovely—were they great? 
Where did that child^Df beauty dwell? 

Thus, lost in reverie, I stood 
Riveted there,—until a blast. 

Which shook the window-frames, subdued 
The spells that o’er niy soul were cast! 

I started back—’twas still as death. 

I eyed the tapestry o’er and o'er; 

1 listen’d, and J held mV bicath— 

But all was silent as before. 

The legend-tales of fear, that threw 
Enchantment o’er that haunted room. 

Rose to my mind, in dread review. 

Like sheeted spectres from the tomb. 

I raised the expiring lamp on high. 

And dizzily scann’d the portrait old. 

Out went the light!—and inwardly 

Sank my crush’d heart! ’Twas bitter cold. 

1 heard the wainscot near me^reak— * 

I saw the elm’s huge branches wave 
Black through the casement—and a shriek 
Rang in my cars as from the grave 1 

What could it be ?—I knew no more 
Than you who are my story reading ! 
Perhaps it was some grating door— 

Perhaps some peacock—serenading. 

* # »*• 

{ stripp’d i’ the dark, and went to bed, 

AndT my o’er wearied eyelids closed', 

And, though 1 ’d goblins in my head. 

Soon in the arms of sleep reposed. 

Whether, while Somnus held me bound. 

The ghosts and goblins frisk’d in plav 
About the ap^tment, round and round 
My bed, is—what 1 cannot say. 

Spectres might join their pale hands o’er 
My slumbering head, for what I know. 

And with tlieij ^o«tIy optics pore 

Upon my face :—(I hope not, though.) 

The lovely lady might step out 

From her rich frame, and kiss my ihe^— 
Taking me for her spouse, no doubt. 

As I lay sleeping in his place. 

’Tis all surmise. But on that head 
I ’ll own, if uny ghost, for fun. 

Presumed to glide about my bed, 

I hope ’twas she—that rose-lipp’d 
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Castmir Delavigm. 

’I'his author, at the moment in winch I write, (for the dignity of the 
personal plural must on this occasion be discarded,) has reached the 
summit of popularity; and while I take up the pen to trace a notice of 
him as man and poet, the enthusiastic plaudits of hundreds, shouting his 
name as with a single voice, are still ringing in my ears. I have, in 
fact, just returned from the first representation of his comedy “L’Ecole 
des Vieillards and, before the freshness of the animating display 
fitdes from my mind, I am willing to commence an article upon tlie 
general character of the author and his works, which has been hitherto 
delayed to allow some mention qf this touchstone of his fame. 

Nothing for a considerable time past has excited so much movement 
in the literary circles of Paris as the expectation of this play. Dela- 
vigne is certainly, De Ilcrcnger c'kccpted,the most popular writer of the 
day;—with the public from his patriotism and the versatility of his 
talents, with men of letters from his genius and modesty, with his 
triend.s from the almost unrivalled amiability of his disposition, and 
with his party from the firmness of liis principles. So many elements 
of popularity have been seldom combined; and the only cement re¬ 
quired to form them into a solid construction was furnished lately in 
the litililulion ©f this distinguished individual from a trifling situation, 
by which he became marked as an object of government persecution, 
and tUerelore of public sympathy. I shall have occasion to revert to 
this pdint hereafter, and only mention it now as one of those causes 
which, independent of the author’s celebrity, tended to excite so strong 
an interest for the representation of his last work. In the present state 
of the English stage, little notion can be formed with us of the anxiety 
with whicli a genuine comedy is watched for in Paris. The lighter in¬ 
spirations of Thalia seem to have quite abandoned our original au¬ 
thors ; for while those afnong them who attempt dramatic jvriting give 
their real devotion to the sorahVe influence of her sisternnuse. Comedy^ 
if it cap.tailed, has fallen into the hands of a fi;w writers, Vfto 
app^.^lilt^tontent to exercise their ingenuity in *adaptations from 
tfaM||Kcncli, or the arrangements of some popular romance. The ir- 
femtible talent for caricature possessed by two or three of our actors 
exercises also n most unfortunate influonoc upon tnrc comedy, which 
seems gradually losing all its pretension to what was distinguished by 
the now rather unfashionable word “ genteel,” and sinkitjg deeper and 
deeper into the amusing but extravagant buflbonerics of broad farce, 
forming with us a parallel, but not preci^l) a similar, degradation to 
that Italian comedy so bitterly complained of by Addison in his 
lime. In reference to this subject I may be allowed a passing remark 
upon the complaints made indiscriminatingly against authors who 
wcktfdbr particular performers. I think it extremely unjust to make 
d>is matter of blame on all occasions. Nothing seems more natural 
than that a poet, composing his tragedy, should find in the warmth of 
his o6nceptionfl an association with the particular powers of the actor 
who is to give them utterance. Who could avoid indulging the anti¬ 
cipation of the palpalile touch of Fame, eonducted, as it were, through 
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the medium of the performer ; or hesitate in giving scope for the re¬ 
spective merits of Siddons or Kean, or Duchesnois or Talma ? It ap¬ 
pears to me, that such a feeling must a( all times have influenced, and 
liappily influenced, those authors, from iEschylus to Delavignc, who 
wrote with the inspiring hope of seeing their pieces performed; and 
that very much of the merit of plays has arisen from this influence, in¬ 
voluntarily exercised by the player. The danger or the degradation 
does not consist in writing up to genius, but in writing down to grimace. 

But, returning from this point to the one from which it branches, we 
must allow that, as regards pure comedy, “ they manage these matters 
better in Franceand however justly we may despise the vapid recitations 
which they call tragc'dy, we must allow that, in the other department of 
theatrical art, they offer us a good example, by which we do not benefit. 
The nice shades of classification into which they divide their dramatic 
productions is certainly advantageous to particular blanches, however 
it may deteriorate from the effect of the whole.* The divisions of 
Italian poetry into epic, narrative, and romantic, are not more accurately 
defined or more scrupulously observed than the tragic, tragi-comic, 
melo-dramatic, comic, and farcical compartments of the French stage. 
This affords, of course, a very limited field for those strong contrasts 
which He consider the essence of dramatic merit; and it would appear 
an additional proof of the inconsistency which seems the very vis animae 
of this people, that while those nicely-marked distinctions are pre¬ 
served to the letter in their plays, it is the great boast df their society 
(of which those representations are presumed reflections) to merge all 
distinctions, and bring manners to one level. But the fact is, that the 
French do not look for general pictures of life upon the stage. They 
do not seek a display of what might be called the historic pictures of 
dramatic ait. They require individual figures, from the observation of 
which they are not likely to be attracted by broad and general delinea¬ 
tions ; and if their scenic poi traiiirre be suffered to extend itself into a 
group, the group must.be a family one, where nothing out of keeping 
is allowed, i Destructive as this taste is^to the bolder efforts of drama¬ 
tic talent, and hopeless as it rendcis any effort to shew the striking 
features of every-day life, it is by no means prohibitory, as is commonly 
supposed, of representations of nature. On the contrary, it seems to 
allow of a minuteness of detail as to particular traits of character, of a 
drawing out and develojiement, that a more crowded and involuted 
display would in a great nteasure preclude. It is this, more than any 
peculiar tact attributed to French writers, which enables thentto shew 
such minuteness and finesse in the scanty characters of their pieces, and 
in their narrowness of incident and plot; and in proof of this I can 
have no more appropriate iljustration than “ L’Ecole des Vieillards." 

The characters of this piece are M. Danville, his wife, her grand¬ 
mother, a Due D’Flmar his patron, M. Bonnard his friend, and an old 
male servant. The representation passes in a iabti in Paris; the time 
occupied is about twenty-four hours ; and the plot is simply as follows. 
Danville, a man of sixty years of age, arrives from the country after 
two months’ absence; he finds his young wife and her grandmother in¬ 
dulging the utmost extravagance of a Parisian life, the former being 
closely besieged by the tender assiduities of the Duke, who is nephew 
to a minister of state. Danville, dissatisfied at this career, jealous of 
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the Duke, yet tenderly attached to his wife, opposes her pursuits ; and, 
after a vain effort to dissuade her, at last consents to her going that 
evening to a b>ill given by the minister. Slie, in her turn, becomes 
generous, and voluntarily abandons her resolution to go. Danville, 
quite happy, goes out to transact a necessary formality for his appoint^ 
ment to a lucrative place, atid soon returns to sup with bis wife and 
his expected friend Bonnard; but she in the mean while, yielding to 
the persuasion of her grandmother and the Duke, has set off to the 
ball, and left a note for her husband, announcing this change of reso¬ 
lution. Distracted at the confirmation of his jealous fears, he dresses 
hastily, and follows to the minister’s, where he was also invited : but 
while be vainly searches for his truant spouse, she returns dissatisfied 
with herself and all she had seen ; and as ^hc sits in expectation of her 
husband’s appearance, she hear-i a carriage approach, flies to the door, 
and is surprised and shocked by the presence of the Duke, who, taking 
this favourable opportunity, first presents her with her husband’s com¬ 
mission, signed that evening by the minister, ajid follows this up by a 
dcclar.ition (»f love. 'I'be indignant wife repels him with disdain ; but, 
terrified by the noise of Danville’s approach, she puts him into a closet, 
assumes tranquillity, and Danville enters. He, having ascertained that 
the Duke was with his wife, questions her with severity, and is con¬ 
vinced by her confusion that the object of his jealousy is hidden in the 
closet. He retires to his cabinet; she Hies to her own chamber, leaving 
the doors opefi for the Duke’s escape; hut Danville instantly returns, 
opens the closet, and [levomptorily orders the Duke to come out. 'riic 
Duke does so • aifd, after an animated scene, a meeting is fixed for day¬ 
break, and the fourth act ends. The fifth opens with Danville’s re¬ 
turn from the licld, where he has beei) disarmed by his adversary. 
Worried by the corigraiuiations of his friend and his wife’s grandmother, 
he is almost driven to fren/y when the wife herself comes in. He is all 
at once tranquillized by her regret 'and her innocent explanations ; and 
the play ends liy her reading a letter which slic had written to the Duke, 
rcpelliiig his daring offers ; ;^nd by her making a requlst, to which 
the liiisband gladly consents, that he would remove 'her from Paris 
iiiiti/ntcr. ' ^ » 

Such is tlie construction of this piece: and such, without underplot, 
incident, invention, or involiuioii beyond what I have related, or change 
of scene or decoration, has been received by one of the most crowded 
and select Parisian audiences with bursfs of rapturous applause.* 
Much of this was no doubt owing to the inimitable acting of Talma 
and Mademoiselle Mars, in the husband and wife; hut much more to 
the gracefulness of style, the pitpiancy of some passages, the siyooth 
flow' of the verse ; and, above all, to tlfc kccgiing and natural tone of the 
cliaraq^ers; or to that prompt a'< nlhncnt dc coiivi nancc, which is Voltaire’s 
definition of c.spril. How such a play would have been received in 
England is a question, perhaps, not very difficult to decide; Imt it is 
a fact, that it is pronounced by many competent judges to he a cief- 
d'wui rt' of an author otherwise highly distinguished. It has had the ad¬ 
ditional merit of fixing an epoch in the annals of the French stage, for 

* Since this niliflc has been written, the play continues to run a course of con- 
linned prosperity. 
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the pharacter of Danville was Talma’s first appearance in comedy in 
Pans. He has in “Misanthropic ct Repentir,” “Falkland,” and 
“ Shakspcarc Amourcux,” occasionally^ verged on the borders of this 
sacred domain; but, what with the nicely-defined boundaries of 
melodramc on the one hand, and those of farce on the other, he has 
never till now taken his unquestionable station as the hero of genteel 
and legitimate comedy. 

It is nut within my limits, nor my intention, to criticise this play 
minutely. Its plan affords no evidence of great originality of inven¬ 
tion, and its leading charactcrs*^vill call to the English reader’s mind 
Sir Peter and Lady Teazle, Lord and Lady Townley; and, more parti- 
cidarly still, Moody and Peggy. M. Delavignc has, I know, both read 
and warndy admired “ Thc.School for Scandal,” to which he no doubt 
owes the subject of this piece; but of Ws still more striking coincidence 
with the “ Country Girl” he was quite ignorant, newr having heard of 
that play till the eve of the representation of his own. 

Having devoted so much space to the subject of M. Delavigne’s 
)nost recent work, I must be restricted to limits too narrow to give a 
detailed notice of the many productions of his versatile talents. He is 
the .autlior of one other comedy, “ lies Comediens;” and two tragedies, 
“ Les Vepres Siciliennes” and “ Le Paria;” besides those still more po¬ 
pular poem.s, “Les Messeniennes,” on which his chief claim to celebrity 
may, after all, be considered to rest. Tlie general distinctive character 
of the author is an extreme flexibility of talent; and his style possesses, 
in a great measure, the suppleness and variety which <ljstinguish his con¬ 
ceptions, Less energetic and profound than Delaraartine, he is more 
elegant and correct. Yet there is no timidity in his style, nor a servile 
following of Racine, of whom we may easily recognise him to be a dis¬ 
ciple. He overcomes with singular felicity many obstacles arising from 
the difficulties of versification, v\hich the French alone consider beauties, 
but which the rest of the world ihinks deformities. In all the varieties 
of style peculiar to tragrtly, comedy, elegy, and ode, that facility has com¬ 
municated tfi him (he secret of introducing those images and expressions 
which properly belong to each ; and he succeeds in throwing into verses 
that may ho wcitk,in thought, a suavity of expression which steals upon 
the heart in tones as harmonious as can he drawn from the harsh instru¬ 
ment of French versification. He is, indeed, particularly attentive to 
the exactness of rhyme, paying strict regard to those graces to wdiich so 
much of the celebrity of hi* great master is due. Flis chief faults are 
an occasional want of point ; proceeding, jicrhaps, from a premature 
abandonment to the impulse of ideas not perfectly defined to himself; 
and casual passages of redundancy, when the loo ardent love of ele¬ 
gance leads, as it generally does,"to weakness. 

Casimir Delavigne is the second of three brothers, the eldest oP whom 
has also displayed considerable dramatic talents, and is the author of 
severfit popular pieces. I'he subject of this notice was born at Havre 
(le Grace in the year I7ni. At the age of seventeen, wliile yet at col¬ 
lege, he published a copy of verses on the birth of the King of Rome; 
but, after that boyish proof of bis p/oetical turn, he prudently abs. 
rained from appearing before the public until 181(5, when he gave to 
the world bis first .sories of political poems, entitled “Messeniennes.” 
The novelty of (he idea, and ilu' brilliancy of the execution of these 
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pieces, suiting so well with the tone of public feeling at tliat period, 
ensured them prompt success. But the strong sentiments of liberalism 
which they displayed, mixed with their exaggerations, particularly 
where England was the subject of the poet’s dispraise, stamped them as 
the effusions of a young and heated mind, and placed the author, as a 
party man, in the foremost ranks of opposition. 11 is easy to be believed 
that he became, from that moment, a marked object for royalist enmity, 
affording one of the many proofs, that no public man, however amiable 
or talented, can venture to identify hiqi^self with tlie political feelings 
of one party, without instantly incurring the deadly lialred of#lie other. 
Such has been the state of public feeling for several years past ; nor is 
it at all subsiding. The consolidation of royalist power, and the defeat 
of liberal hope, seem only to hjive widened tlie breach ; and it is la¬ 
mentable to see literature and its professors clinging to the worst ex¬ 
ample held out by^politics. It is easy to comprehend the fatal cflect 
this must produce upon literature’in most of its departments; but it is 
probably less injurious to poetry than to tlie others. Poetry is a great 
generalizer; and, even when it is political, poetry is so much woven 
with imagination, that its realities attract but a comparatively small 
share of hostility : and though one could not hope to meet in the sumo 
salon two authors of opposite cuii/mrs, a popular tragedy may attract 
general applause, let it come from the right side or the left, from 
Soumet or Arnault—whilo Marchangy, the Ultra Avocat-general, 
and Le Brun, the poet of Napoleon, sit cheek-by-jowl together in the 
same box, as I saw them at tlic first representation of “ L’Ecole des 
Vieillards.” 

It would be perhaps unjust to give a decisive opinion as to the bent 
of Delavigne's genius. lie has tried many walks in his art, and has 
trod every one of them with gracefulness and success. But his 
powers have not yet found their Icv^jl. He is but thirty years of age ; 
and we have the dictum of tlie most acute of Erf'>i‘‘h critics, that he 
has not lived long cnoii^'h to have acquired sullicient knowledge of 
life and the human heart for silrmounting the dilliculties of dramatic 
writing. If a judgment, not premature, might be formed from what 
he has already done, we should be perhaps inclined* to say that Vol¬ 
taire’s decision is applicable to his case; for, in none of the four pieces 
which he has given to the stage are to be found those bold and master¬ 
ly delineations of the heart and ilie mind, thirf stamp an author as a first- 
rate dramatic genius. 'J'here is, however, enough of power as well as 
pathos in tlie tragedies, and biilliancy in the comedies, to give a sure 
promise of still greater excellence. We must, moreover, recollect that 
the great staple of success in Fi aic/i lUama^ic writing, power of vei sifi- 
cation, is possessed by Dclavigne in an eminent degree ; and that 
neither Racine nor Molicre were ns successful in their first essays as 
he has been in his. » 

But, as I have before said, his chief distinction is probably not so 
much founded on these laborious efforts for the stage, as on the lighter 
and less ditficult pieces called “ Mess6nienncs.” These liavc procured 
for him, not only the fixme and emolument naturiilly attached to a suc¬ 
cessful production, but also the nomination, by the laf<; gar(U'-iU~ 
sceaiix M. Pasquier, of librarian of the VhamtUnu, and the not less 
marked honour of an unmerited <lts(flu/iini at the bauds ol that minis- 
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tcr’s successor, M. de Peronneyt. On this occasion the Duke of Or¬ 
leans, with a promptness at once liberal and princely, placed him¬ 
self before this first attempt at persecution, and appointed the poet his 
librarian ; a situation not subject to the shiftings of ministerial, or even 
monarchical caprice. 

M. Delavigne’s four theatrical pieces have appeared during the 
space of so many years. The most popidar of the three which have, 
up to this moment, passed tlie ordeal of criticism is “ Les Vepres 
Siciliennes.” It has been, b^ the legalised and inscrutable despotism 
of the ceiifcorship, lately prohibited from representation. The “ Mes- 
seniennes” to the number of eight, with some smaller pieces, have ap¬ 
peared at intervals. Of the last three of these a notice was given, soon 
after their appearance, in a former number of this work*; and it may 
therefore be unnecessary to s\Nell out this rather desultory article by any 
comment upon them or their fellows. Another series is, it is said, re¬ 
ceiving the last preparatory touches Tor publication from the author's 
elc'gant pen; and if an ardent wish might be expressed in homely 
phrase, 1 would utter a hope that the pen may not be nibbed too 
finely, but that the author may give, as he did in “ Parth^mopc et 
I’Etrangcrc,” an intrepid and vigorous specimen of genius, wielding 
the only weapon, now that swords are sheathed, which may be used by 
hands devoted to the cause of freedom. 

I had nearly omitted to mention that, at the last vacancy in the Aca¬ 
demy, Casimir Dolavigne was put in nomination ; but rejected to make 
way for the Abbe Freyssinoiis ! It is fitting that a politico-religious 
candidate should meet with preference before a poet, in an institution 
formed by a Cardinal Richelieu, and in which Moliere never found a 
seat. This recollection may console Dclavigne, as he talks over his 
failure in the domestic circle of which he is .so truly an ornament. 

G. 


so N' N' K'l; 

T/u‘ Ouiic. 

Twf RC was a new-rnadc grave, oii whicli the sun 
llii western beams was Hinging as in scorn 
()t tho'-e in sable garb, that, sorrow-worn, 

Approach’d with him whose earthly course was luii. 

I then remeinb?r’d it was dug for one 

W ho should ha\e wedded on the very morn 
Of this sad eve, on which I saw him borne 
To the abode of those whose days are done. 

And she in widow’s weeds, who thought to wear 
Tlie bride’s ^ly trdjipings, stood all pale and cold, 
Grasjiing the pall with tlie unconscious hohl 
one too froren in licr own despair 
lo led its floptli, or ha\e a tear to shed 
Ger the loscd relics of tlie happier dead. A.S. 


* Vol. pj). itHf) and V.)7 
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LKTTEll XV. 

When any tliincf provoking occurs in Great Britain, it is, by a vulgar 
adage, said that “ flesh and blood can’t bear it.” The phrase, if it pro¬ 
ceeded from a disembodied mouth like mine, would constitute what is 
here called a bull. I shall therefore content myself with remarking, 
that the treatment which one Mr. IVillunn Tittup, commonly called 
Tittup the Cnilian, has received and iS receiving from the other sex, 
has excited ray high displc.asure. To shew the origin and extent of 
his injuries, I must enter rather at large into his history. 

Mr. William Tittup was born, it is supposed—for he carefully con¬ 
ceals the date,—somewhere between the years 1776 and 1780. lie 
was an only son: there I pity him, for I sincerely believe it was no 
fault of his. That circumstance qualified him to take a part in a trio 
of dementation ; inasmuch as, according to another English adage, a 
man, his wife, and one child, are three fools. His parents, determining 
not to fly in the face of the proverb, educated him at home. Mr. George 
Tittu}),his father, had been formerly a Blackwell-hall factor in Aldcrmau- 
bury, and at one period thought himself a rich man. Meeting, however, 
with a knavish partner, who had drawn or accepted—I never could 
ascertain whicJi—certain hills of exchange in the name of the firm, without 
the cognizance of his senior partner, the latter took fright, dissolved 
partnership, and<»as he expressed it, “backed out of the concern” with 
about ten thousand pounds. Having snatched this brand out of the fire, 
Mr. 'J'ittup, like the pious iEneas, walked oft' with his wife .md his 
little Ascanius to Twickenham, a village on the banks of the Thames, 
where he took the lease of a house in Montpelier-row. When little 
Billy, as the son was always called, notwithstanding his increase of 
stature, had attained his ninth year, Mr. John Austin, his maternal 
uncle, a thriving salesman in Honndsditch, suggested to the parents 
that it was high time that Bill should he sent to some public school, 
.adding a benevolent hint that he would not mind Being at half flie 
expense. The j>roposition was naturally referred hy*the father to the 
mother. “ I wish my brother would mind his own business,” exclaimed 
this grateful and prudential mamma, “ and not interfere with our plans 
about Willijini.”—“ Our plans, my dear T said Mr. Tittup : “ I was not 
aware that we had any.”—“ Oli yes, we have: at least I have.’ —“ May 
I inquire what they are That he shall be educated at home: it is 
decidedly the best arrangement for a youth with Billy’s expectations.” 
Mr. Tittup slightly wrinkled his forehead at the word “ cxpectapons 
but it passed oft*, and his wife continued-*-** Only look at my brother’s 
eldest boy Tom ; he's at Eton: did you ever sec such a savage ? 
Never well dressed; and so excessively rude ! The last time he was 
here, he knocked his trap-ball over our garden-wall into Mrs. Simms’s 
summer-house; and when that lady brought it back in her own muff, 
neatly wrapped in a sheet of gilt-edged letter-paper, he merely^ said 
* Tlrnnk ye,’ and never thought of making a bow ! So much for Eton ! 
That comc.s of public education 1”—William Tittup was, of course, edu¬ 
cated at home. 

It would be disingenuous if I were to omit to mention one advantage 
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derived by the yuutli from his apron>string tether—an advantage 
which he never could have obtained at Eton or Harrow. Nothing 
came to his mother from the Richmond circulating library without his 
co-perusal. Before he was thirteen, he had read Lady Julia Mande- 
ville, the Apology for the Life of George Anne Bellamy, Buchan s 
Family Medicine, Haylcy’s Essay on Old Maids, and Mrs. Gunning’s 
Appeal to the Public against the General her Husband. At fourteen 
he had mastered the Secret History of the Green-Room, Anthony 
Pasquin’s Life of the then late Earl of Barrymore, the Quarrel 
between Anne Kearslcy the Bristol Milkwoman and Hannah Motp 
the Bristol Rhapsodian, and Mrs. Steele’s Memoirs of Mrs. Baddeley. 
But it was not until his intellect had attained the vigour of fifteen, 
that he was entrusted with tlic perusal of Mrs. Robinson’s Vancenza. 
1 forbear to mention Moll Flanders, aiKl the tliird volume of the New¬ 
gate Calendar, as these were lent to him, by Alice the cook, under a 
promise of secrecy. 

The same battery of argument, whicli had knocked down every idea 
of sending her son to school, was now played off by Mrs. Tittup 
against establishing him in any trade or profession. The Clmveh, Mrs. 
Tittup admitted, might do well enough, provided he could get the 
living of Petersham, or oven of Kingston, for then he would bo near 
his parents: but the present incumbents—she rather felt disposed to 
call them incubuses—seemed as if they never would move oil’, llci 
great objection to the Law was the necessity of travelling the circuits. 
“ You may remember, my dear,” addressing her husband, “ when you 
had that cause to try with Sir Timothy Take-in, at Maidstone, abovit 
the sorrel mare. Mr. Serjeant Doze, who then led tlie circuit, was 
positively obliged to put up with a paltry sitting-room and bed-chaui- 
ber over a crockery-ware shop, without any private entrance; hit 
clerk’s office was the Serjeant’s bed-room ; and as we went up-stairs 
to the consultation, you may recollect I actually saw seven briefs 
lying upon the countprj)jne. Thank Heaven, qur Billy is not reduced 
to that!”—T/n’s objection disposed of tl^c Law; and the then revo¬ 
lutionary French-war as rapidly disposed of the Army and Navy. “ In 
short, my dear,” concluded Mr. Tittup, “ you mean Billy to be a gen¬ 
tleman.”—“CertaiMy,” added his wife: “ and wliy not Will he not 
have the family estate when you and I are dead and gone William 
Tittup was, of course, a gentleman. 

Fraught with the accomplishments .above enumerated, with the addi¬ 
tion of sucii French as the usher at Kingston Academy could afford to 
instil into him on half-holidays, provided it did not rain, William 
Tittup commenced f/o?ng ihc did among the old ladies in the Row. 
At thefr whist-parties he snulied Ac candles and threw on the coals; 
he handed round the tea-cups, and ran across the room like a lamp¬ 
lighter to carry back the vacant china: if be had occasion to drive 
away the sleeping cat from the hcorth-rug, in order to get at the hot 
water, he regularly reinstated the dappled animal when that ceremony 
was over. His attentions at the Chapel, in the Row, were positively 
pestering. No man looked out a text so tpiickly, or pushed the 
page under the eye of his female neighbour so rajiidly, he was inimi¬ 
table at poking out a hassock, hut Ccmiloiu foitcs me to own that in 
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folltming a psalm he was apt to issue notes upon the wrong Hrm ; for 
while the clerk was chaunting Sternhold and Hopkins, Billy was sadly 
aildicted to singing Tate and Brady. The nickname of Tittup the 
Civilian was bestowed upon him by Captain Clavering, whose regi¬ 
ment was then quartered at Richmond. “ Pray, Captain,” inquired 
old Mrs. SimmS'—(who had never forgotten the opposite behaviour of 
the two boys, when she carried home the trap-ball in a sheet of gilt- 
edged paper)—“ why do you call Mr. William Tittup, Tittup the 
Civilian V —“ Not from any allusion to Doctors’ Commons, Madam,” 
answered the Captain:,“I can venture to prophesy that the young 
gentleman will never go there for a wife of his own, or be carried there 
for making free with any other man's.” Mrs. Simms was silenced, if 
not satisfied. 

Years drawled on in this unprofitable kind of liandywork, during 
which the Civilian seldom extended his visits beyond the Row. He 
once, indeed, made an attempt to ascertain the flavour of the Souchong 
in Maid-of-JHonour Row, on Richmond-green : but the wind, as he 
crossed the bridge homeward, gave him a swelled face, and his mamma 
again drew in her tape tether, so as to confine her young donkey to his 
previous pasture. A retired Blackwell-hall factor can never stand the 
country long: Old Tittup had not amused himself many years in gazing 
at Mr. Cambridge’s tall trees in fiont of his mansion, before he sickened 
and died: his widow was too dutiful to continue his relict long ; and 
Tittup the Civilian, the lease being expired, quitted the vicinage of the 
tall trees aforesaid, to enter “ the forest of chimneys” in the great Me¬ 
tropolis. On looking into his pecuniary aliairs, he found that his pro* 
perty did not quite ascend to four hundred pounds per annum. 
“ Something must be done,” sighed he to himself. The god Apollo, 
when similarly circumstanced, according to O’Hara, exclaimed, “ A 
lucky thought—turn shepherd !" ^ So ejaculated Tittup ; that is to say, 
he resolved to be a swain—an adorer of the ladies. “ I ’ll make my for¬ 
tune by marriage,” said the young man us he posted fortUfrom his new 
lodgings in Bury-street, St. James’s, to order a nevj suit of clothes. 
His ct-devant bustling attention was straitway conTerted into an air of 
romantic tenderness when he addressed a woman, rs’pecially if he be¬ 
lieved her to have any dealings in Threadneedle-strcet: he cast 
lavender-water upon his cambric handkerchief, and he took to singing, 
“ When you tell me your heart is another’soccasionally, too, he 
howled forth his sufterings through the aperture of a German-flute. 
Yet still, somehow, it did not do. VVith .all his attentions, the women 
endured rather than admired him : he made fifteen otfers of marriage 
which were rejected in favour of fifteen other men, who paid Hie sex 
no attention at all. How was this to accounted for ? His cousin 
Tom Austin let him one day into the secret. ” William,” said the latter 
during a friendly tkte-d-iite, “ I see what your plan is : take my word 
for it, it will never answer.”—“ My plan, cousin Thomas ?”—“ Come, 
come, you want to marry a woman of fortune: you have not a single 
requisite for that object.”—“ You flatter.”—“ By no means: you are 
all wrong, and I’ll tell you why.”—“ I am all attention.”—“Why, in 
the first place, I would advise you totally to discard your present man¬ 
ners, and trust to nature for a new set. You are very well if you would 
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but leave yourself alone. When there is nobody but myself and my 
mother present, I have known you to be natural and rather agreeable; 
but no sooner does any other w'oman make her appearance, than you 
are all in a screw ; every limb is disjointed : you lisp and you smile; 
and you put on such a look of wonder about nothing at all, that you 
really worry every body to death.”—“ Have you done?”—“ Almost, 
but not quite. Last Monday se’nnight, at The Grange, you were at your 
old tricks, never leaving the women a moment to themselves. After 
breakfast, Jack Talbot, Smithers, Jellicoe, and myself, took ourselves 
to our own several pursuits. One w'ent to look after his gun, another 
adjourned to the library, and so forth : but what did you do ?”—“ I 
really don’t recollect.”—“No! why, then. I’ll refresh your memory. 
There sat you from ten o’clock to four in the breakfast-room, with your 
tw'o hands stuck up, like a double culprit at the Old Hailey ; and your 
tliumbs starling off at right angles, helping Nancy Meadows to wind 
silk upon a card. What was the conseipicnce ? You sat down to 
dinner at six, without a fresh idea in your head—with body and mind 
equally unrefreshed by exercise. The great secret of attracting women, 
William, or of attracting any body, is to shew that you can do without 
them. Doctor Baillie’s dictum for the welfare of the stomach is, Leave 
off dinner with an appetite. Never lean upon the world. Take my 
word for it, if you do, the world will jump aside and you will get a 
tumble. We had a trick at Eton—”—“ Ay^you had agueatmany sad 
tricks at Eton! Thank Heaven, I was brought up at home!”—“ We had 
a trick at Eton, I tell you, which will exemplify what I am saying. A 
fellow would lay his hand flat upon the desk, palm downward, and 
then say to another fellow, ‘ Now, dig your knuckles into the back of 
my hand as hard as you can, you cannot hurt me.’ Well, the other 
fellow would do so : upon which the first fellow, after crying, * Lean 
harder, harder!' would suddenly draw away his hand, and bounce 
would come the knuckles of the second fellow upon the hard desk. 
That, Williami is precisely your predicament.”- 

This advice w.as received as advice usually is. 'The Civilian, nothing 
daunted, sallied forth on the following day “to sow his dinner-seed,” 
as be humorously ^for the ninety-ninth time) called leaving his cards 
at the doors of his acquaintances. J'his seed is, for the most part, cast 
upon rock. Tittup upon these occasions is the source of frequent dis¬ 
cord between husbands and .wives. Not upon the score of jealousy : 
quite the reverse. “ My dear,” will the wife say in getting up a dinner¬ 
party, “we 1 rally must ask Mr. I'ittup. We have had him to tea and 
turn-out till I am really a-shamed!”—“ Oh the devil, no!” is upon 
these bccasions the pretty uniform^answer of the husband. The result 
is, that our Civilian handles as.many tea-spoons, and as few knives and 
forks, as any private gentleman within the bills of mortality. A few 
years ago an incident occurred at the Opera-house which had nearly 
proved fatal to him. Captain Clavering saw him in the pit, bowing and 
smirking and grinning to all the ladies whom ho knew, in utter con¬ 
tempt of the majestic Grassini, and determined to play him a trick. 
The celebrated Mrs. Sebright was, at the conclusion of the entertain¬ 
ment, walking oft'alone to her carriage; whereupon Clavering, in the 
lobby, muttered as though to himself, while meaning to be overheard 
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by Tittup, “ Bless me ! if there is not Lady Larkin unattended!” The 
train instantly took fire: Tittup tripped forward upon his toe, pro¬ 
truded his hand, and exclaimed, “ Will your ladyship give me leave?” 
The courtesan smiled and assented; and Tittup led off his prize through 
the lobby, holding the lady’s hand at arm’s length as if he were dancing 
a minuet, and bowing and smiling to all the correct females around 
with whom he had the slightest accpiaintance. The fatal fact did not 
long escape undiscovered: he handed his prize into a glass-coach at 
the corner of Pall-Mall, in which three of the co-sisterhood had been 
previously deposited. “ What the devil made you so late?” vociferated 
the three damsels : and Tittup, wild with horror, rushed back to the 
lobby to explain the mistake. The attempt only added fuel to the 
flame. “ Was it not enough, Sir,” said old Mrs. Vicars, “ to escort 
such a creature in public; but must you at the i^ery moment be inflict¬ 
ing your nods and winks upon us women of character ?” Tittup took 
to his bed in a high fever. 

'Pittup’s ‘present lioness is Mrs. Lum of Berwick-street, who gives 
readings. lie overtook that lady walking a few days ago in Oxford- 
street, and, with his usual fidgety perseverance, fastened himself upon 
her. lie of course feels it a part of gallantry to be nearest the kennel. 
I shall never forget his start of horror, and his look round, when he 
discovered that, having crossed over the way, he had actually allowed 
Mrs. Lum fo walk tw('nty-thrce paces on the outside of the pavement. 
I really thought he had trodden upon a rattlesnake. Mrs. Lum’s 
readings are irfesi.stibly attractive. You enter and behold that lady 
seated at a small mahogany table, with two-wax lights, a tumbler of 
spring-water, one big book, and three little ones. Her last entertain¬ 
ment of this sort occurred last 'riiursday. Lord Robert Ranter and 
Sir Hans Dabs Oliphant were there: so was the Civilian. “ There’s 
one thing here I don’t rpiite approve of,” said Lord Robert to the 
Baronet. “ The sofas arc continuous all ro/ind the room—nothing to 
lean against in case o*ne should be overtaken.” She repd the story of 
Le Kevre ; the Quarrel of flrutus and Cassius ; Sir- Bertrand, a frag¬ 
ment; and Theodosius and Constantin, unfortunately no fragment. 
The company were then cheered up with a little Idmonade ; and Mrs. 
Lum, feeling rather fatigued, beckoned to 'Pittup to go on with the 
entertainment. The Civilian, nothing loth, walked on tiptoe across 
the carp<‘t for fear of awakening Lord Robert and J'ir Ilans Dabs, 
who by this time were mutually propped, back to hack, like two 
cherubs crowned with a cenotaph, and were already as fast as two 
churches. The portion of literature which devolved upon Tittup was 
Crabbe’s Borough, letter the third. Vyith a bow and a smife, and a 
perfumed pocket handkerchief, he pursued his task till ho came to the 
following passage:— 

Yc lilies male, think, as your tea you sij), 

While the tow'u small-talk Hows from lip to lip. 

If the vast world may not some scene produce. 

Some slate, wheie your small talent'- might have use. 

Within Seraglios you might harmless move. 

Mid ranks of beamy ami in b.ninn of low : 

*^l’lt(Te from too daring man the irea-iurc guard, 
y\n easy duty, and its own >c\\ ud , 
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Natuic’s soft substitutes you there luiglii s*tve 
From crime the tyraut, and from wrong the slave. 

Lady Luin looked hard at Mrs. Vicars, and Miss Templeton touched 
the elbow of Mrs. Sharp; but the Civilian read on in placid uncon¬ 
sciousness. 

It is thus that Tittup the Civilian has walked, smirking, cringing, 
and tea-drinking, through two-thirds of the probable extent of his exist¬ 
ence. He is now rapidly thinning off’; insomuch, thaj the calf of his 
leg is hardly bigger than that of a tom-tit. Still the labourer is worthy 
of bis hire: and if some woman with a fortune of 7500/., or at least 
5000/., does not soon walk with him into the Temple of Hymen, I 
must repeat my opening asseveration—Tittup the Civilian is an ill- 
used man. Should he die in his vocation, let a subscription forthwitli 
issue for a statue to be erected to his memory in the centre of Cado- 
gan-place, the chief scene of his Bohea beverages. Certain it is, that, 
in his calling, he has been to the full as industrious as Lord Lrskine oi 
Mr. Charles Grant. 


POETICAL SCENES.— NO. I 


MICHAEL ANGELO. 


[Scene.— 77/f Studif of Micluul An^tlo at liotm ) 
Michael Anoulo and Pupils. • 


Mich. So, 'lis well done, Battista; ably drawn. 

Do thus, and thou wilt need no marble fiiiiK’ 
l?t Pu]u Look, Michael! 

Mich. Ah ! tis bad. These colours 

Like death upon thy figures : touch them thus. 

This flesh is like a cardinaf, red and dull: 

Thought should lie pale ujion the scholar’s rhtek , 
'IT'Uis,—thus.—And now, my young friend, (’osiriio, 
Give me thy sketch ; nay do not fear me : So— 
Why^tbou hast overwrought this shdjjc, my child, 
Cheatufg (fie on’t!) air-traielhrig Ganymede 
Of his boy-beauty. Sec,—’tis ihus : that eye— 

Lash’t with dark fringe: touch the hp teudeily, 

And hide his forehead all in cloudy gold. 

.See, let him lie thiSs,—helpless ; thus, my child , 

And clasp the eagle’s talon round his arm. 

There,—it is done. What think’st thou ? 

2d Pup. ^ ^ Ohl’tishu 

• 'Tis brave. Thy eagle iji the king of eagles, 

As thou art king of painters. 

Mii/i. Idle child! 

2d Pup. Shall 1 win fame ? 

Mich. Fame is a bounteous luc . 

Upon its branches hang bubbles and gold. 

Which wilt thou have f 


2d Pup. Both, Michael. 

Mich, Art so gicciK 

Thou’It scarcely prosper. Wilt thou hr the Hog 
Who grasp'd at flesh and shadow, and lost all ?_ 
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Mich. 


Raff. 
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Huff. 
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Bring me thal head of Faumis, Giacomo : 

Thai —big as a giant, with snaky locks. 

And the wild eyes, and nostrils stretch’d and blown, 

Ha! this is right. 

*Tis like a Titan, Michael. 

None but thyself can master these great shapes. 

Ha, ha !—"here, give it me, good Giacomo. 

Why, how thou fix’st thine eye upon its eye ; 

Wouldst thou wage battle with it, Giacomo? 

ShfAl I not copy it ? 

Surely : but take heed :— 

Mar not the thought which thou dost gaze upon, 

Translating it in blind obedience ; 

But steal the spirit, as old Proirietheus won 
From Phoebus’ fiery wheels the living light. 

It is not dainty shaaows, nor harlot hues, 

(Though Hush’d with sunset, like Vecelli’s gawd^,) 

Will make a painter. Take great heed the mind 

l.ive in the eye, and the wild appetite 

Breathe through the bosom and the sinewy shape. 

Come near me. Mark 1 do nol thou miss thal turn 

[Baffaelle enters.'] 

Good morrow, Miehacl. How thrive thy designs 
For the Pope’s chapel ? 

• Buonarotti! 

Ha! 

Wiwo speaks ? 

Thy pupil. Come I in good time ? 

Look and decide. (Shews the picture.) 

’Tis grand and beautiful. 

This visage came upon me while I slept. 

O the rich sleep ! Couldsl thou not cozen hci 
To ([uit her poppies, a>jd aye toil for thee ? 

Melhought I lived three tliniisand years ago. 

Somewhere in Fgypl, near a pyramid, , 

And in my dream*! heard black Memnon plnyii/g 
He stood twelve cubits high, and, with a voice 
Like thunder when it breaks on hollow sh^ises. 

Call’d on the sky, which answer’d. Then he aw'oke 
His marble music, and with desert sounds 
Inchanted from her chamber the coy Dawn. 

He sang, too—O such songs ! , Silence, who lay 
Torpid upon those wastes of level sand,. 

Slirr’d and grew human : from its shuddering reeds 

Stole forth the crocodile, and birds of blood 

Hung listening in the rich and burning air. , 

Didst dream all this ? '» ■ 

Ay, Ilaffaelle ; and so gazed 
On Theban Memnon, that his image sunk 
Fix'd in my bruin. Lo ! this is he thou look’st on. 

’ Tis F aumts, is it not? That wreath of leaves. 

The crook, the panther akin, the laughing eyes. 

And the round cheek — or Bacchus ? Ah ! ’tis he 
No, ’tis the wood-god Faiinus. 

A brave god. 

Stay '.—let me ga/.e upon it Thus—ay thus— 
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Mich. 

Raff. 

Mich. 

Raff. 
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Pope. 

.Mich. 

Pope. 

Muh. 

Pope. 

Raff. 

Pope. 
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Pope. 
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Pope. 

Mtih. 

Pope. 

.Muh. 

Rn/K 


Pope. 

Mich. 

Pope. 

Mich. 


Raff. 

Mtch. 


You (lro\e your pencil round, and thus—and thus :— 
I ncMT stood before a face so fine. 

’Tis a free sketch j 1 know it. 

Thou shoiild.st paint 

Crods, iny stood Michael, and lea\c earih tome. 

The children and the women thou vilt have : 

What need to ask what thou hast won alieady. 

Hark ! there are footsteiis coming. 

'Tis the Popp. 

[Poi’E .Tulius 1 !. C7ifer.<t, with allc)ulaiils.~\ 


W'c come to visit thee, good Puonarotli. 

Your holiness is welcome. 

What hast done t 

Shiee yesterday ?—hut little,tsave design : 

This head, and that. 

'I'his takes my fanc} much 

Your holiness is right. 

So, who ait thou ? 


^Tis Kafl'aclle Sanzio. 

Ha ! and who is he? 


A painter, holy father; and a good one.— 

What eUe ? 

Some drawings, which your holinesa 
Will prize but little. J he been plotting l.itely. 
'J'hine is a tedious art: i^’t not so, Alichael ? • 

’'J’is hard to compass. 

Ay, and slow to live.. 

Title ;—but it lives for ever. 

Like Renown, 

Which clothes with sun and life the deeds of men. 
Building on earth a world which may outlast 
Its strong foundation. Gi\e me Fame—on earth ; 
And, when I leatc sweet earth, a finer sphere. 

Where Beauty breaketh like a summer morn. 

Let me haveVoiccs, too, he.art*wakening wortls, 

JVIl touch’d like pictures with |hc soul of thoughl • 
So w’ill I dream o\er Llysian (lo'vers, 

Aiid,hsten to music, and quafl nectar-dew^, 

And iTc in the light of lo\e, and paint for ever— 
Peace! peace! what’s this? 

He hath a liberal fancy. 
He fills his horn fpller than Fortune’s. 

Now' 1 would rather lie on some vast plain. 

And hear the wolves upbraiding the cold moon, 
i)r on a rock when the blown thunder comes 
Booming along the wind. Mp dreams arc nought. 
Unless with gentler figures fierce ones mix,— 

C/iunts with Angels, Death with Life, Despair 
With Joy: —even the Great (Jne comes in terror 
To me, j|)parell’d like the fiery storm. 

Thy fancy was begat i' the clouds. 

My soul 

Finds best communion with both ill and good. 

S-'me spirits there arc, all earth, which only thiite 
111 wine or laughter. So iiiy nature lireallics 
Darkness and Night, Pow'cr or the death of Power ;— 
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A mountain riven—a palace sack'd—a town 

Rent by an earthquake (such as once uptorc 

C'ataiiia from its roots, and sent it down 

To the centre, split in fragments)—Famine,—Plague— 

Rartli running red with l>luocl, or deluge-drown’d. 

I hese are my dreams:—and soinetinies, when iny brain 
Is calm, I lie awake and think of God. 

Micli.rei! 

A vision conies which has no shape ; 

None, though 1 strain uiy sight, and strive to draw 
Some mighty fashion on the trenihlin^rdark,— 

'I’is gone :—again 1 draw, again ’lis flown. 

And so 1 toil in vain. 

But thou must dream 

Again for me, good Michael. We nuettshew 
A dream that shall outlast the walls ofRome. 

I ’ll do my best ; hut thought is as a root 

That strikes which way it will through the daik hrain • 

I cannot force’t. * 

What wilt thou paint ,—a ? 

Ay—its Creation. 

Make it fresh and fair: 

Breathe all thy soul upon it, until it glow 
Like day. Clas|j it all round with Paradise, 

Colour, and hglil, green bowers— 

I ’ll make it hare. 

JJke man when lie comes foith, a naked wretch. 

So shall Ills dwelling he,—the barren soil. 

Thjs must not In*. It is not writ i’ The liook. 

Pardon me : I must chase my own poor thought. 

Which way soeier it turn. 

Still earth should bloom ? 

It should he like the time, i will not paint 
Antediluvian Adam when first he sprang 
I'^roni dust,—'troiig, active, like the autumnal stag; 
But* with limbs t/uun/gginto sinewy strength. 

Nor will I ,|jlant the full-blown inteflect 
On his bright eye, hut therein gently unfold I 
Young Adoration— 

Right! ’Twill grow' and, blossom. 
Now for thine I'be. * 

Um! Must there he a woman ? 

“ Must!”—^'Phou wouldst paint a barren world indeed. 
Thou never lot edst. ^ 

I have : nay, 1 love still. 

VV'hoin ? what ? 

Mine Art. 

Why, so do I yet 1 love women too. 

Thy humour feerls one s^nscajid starves the rest. 

A poor economy. 'I’lie youth speaks welf. 

Perhaps : yet, the first man was born alone, 
Companioiiless, a jirodiity, like Light. 

Birds and the desert brutes awaited him : 

Nought else. A world there was (fair if thou will) ; 

Yet liden grew not before Adam rose. 


* SiH’ Ills picture. 


“ noniiiius Dens forinavlt hoiiiiiioin ex solo terrae.’ 
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Aftei his hirlli, indeed, we may have wrought 
'I’liat pleasant «ar(len, wherein tlie Devil stole 
And tempted Raflaelle’s goddess soon to sin. 

Stop there, stop there! The inan-*- 

Alas! he fell. 

He ate perdition from the woman’s hand._ 

Death for himself—(he was not Z’orM to die. 

But live, the lord of this eternal star)— 

Death for himself and race, despair and toil. 

Peril, and passion which no joy can quench. 

Grief here, and Hell hereafter,—these he earn'd. 

Shall 1 paint all this truly? 

Why not ?—^yes. 

Do as thou wilt. Man’s life is mil of troubles. 

It is a pillar writ on every side 

With fiery figures. Shall wetshew them all ? 

No: the first fall,—• no more. 

Ves, the fierce moral. 

Th.u let me do; for 1 have sketch’d already 
Dark phantasies, and broke up graves, and blown. 

In thought, the heart-piercing trumpet, whose loud cry 
Shall blast the dreaiiiA of millions. 

Wliat is this ? 

The Judgement. 

Ay, the .ludgemenl. 

f.ook!—In the middle, near the top, shall stand 
Jesus, the Saviour: by his .side mild crowds o 
Of followers, and Apostles hovering near. 

Here shall be seen the bless’d, and there thc/lamn’d,— 
Sinners, whom diabolic strength shall hurl 
Down to perdition. Insolent visages. 

Born in the sleep of Sin, shall flesh their fangs ; 

Dwarfs, devils, and hideous things, and brute abortions; 
Some who make sick the moon, and some who hide 
'J’heir monstrous forehead^ in a reptile’s mask : 

Pale Palsy, and crook’d Spasm, and bloated Plague, 

And Fear, made manifest, shall fill tbe wind 
n’iih Hell,—for Hell is horror, link’d to pain.— 

.\o more. Thou dost bewitch iny flesh to ice. 

No i«tuc, good Buonarolti. Now farewell! 

Farewell! 

Thy figures haunt me, like Disease. 

I must go hear some Roman melody. 

Accomplish’d inujic, and sweet huniatr words. 

And bask beneath the smiles which thou dost scorn. 

When I am disenchanted- 

('ume again. 

I will ; farewell ! Father, thy hply blessing. 

.My lilessing on ih^e, son! Michael, farewell! 




[ Kreuvl. 
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SKKTCHKS OF THE IRISH BAR.— NO. VJII. 

Serjcanl Goold. 

The French Revohitj^n had scarcely burst upon the world, and its 
portentous incidents were still the daily subject of universal astonish¬ 
ment or dismay, when there arose in the metropolis of Ireland a youn^ 
gentleman, who, feeling jealous of the unrivalled importance which the 
Continental phenomenon was enjoying, resolved to start in his own per¬ 
son as an opposition-wonder. He had some of tlie qualifications and 
all the ambitions self-dependence befitting so arduous a project. Na¬ 
ture and fortune had been extremely kind to him. He was of a re¬ 
spectable and wealthy ftimily. His face was handsome; his pcison 
small, but .symmetrical and clastic, and peculiarly adapted to the per¬ 
formance of certain bodily fcat§ which be subsequently achieved. As 
to his general endowments, he was, upon his own showing, a fae-similc 
of tlie admirable Crichton. He announced himself as an adept in 
every known department of hufnan learning, from the prophetic revela¬ 
tions of judicial astrology, and the more obsolete mysteries of magic 
lore, up to the lightest productions of the amatory muse of France. 
He profc.ssed to speak every living language (except the Irish) as 
Hucnlly and correctly as if he had been a native-born. He played, 
sung, danced, fenced, and rode with more .skill and spirit than tlie 
masters of those respective arts who had presumed to teach him. llo 
had a deep sense of the value of so many combined perfections, and 
acted under the persuasion that he was called upon to amaze the world. 
His friends, who had perceived that beneath his incomprehensible 
aspirations there lurked the elements of a clever man, recommended 
the Bar as a profession in which with industry, and his 10,000/., for he 
inherited about as much, and a rising religion, for he w’as a Protes¬ 
tant, he might fairly hope to gratify their ambition, if not his owm. He 
assented ; and submitted to pass, through the preliminary forms—ra¬ 
ther, however, under the idea, that at some fyturo period it might suit 
his views to accept tho’chanccllorsliip of Ireland, than wuh any imme¬ 
diate intention of squandering his youthful energies upon so inglorious 
a vocation. He felt that he was destined for higlw^ things, and pro¬ 
ceeded to assert his claims. He never apjieared abibad but in a costly 
suit of the most persuasive cut, and glowing with bright and various 
tints. He set up an imposing phaeton, in which with Kitty Cut-a- 
dash, of fascinating memory, and then tlf« rcigningillegitimate belle of 
Dublin, by his side, he scoured through streets and squares with tlie 
l)villiiincy* and rapidity of an optical illusion. He entertained his 
friends, the choicest spirits ^bout town,-with dinners, such as bachelor 
never gave before -dishes so satis^ying^ and seieniiftc, as to fill not 
only the stomach, but the mind—claret, such as few even of the Irish 
bishops could procure, and olianipaigoc of vivacity examplcd only 
by his own. He furnished bis stable with a stud of racers; and if I 
am rightly informed, he still, half-latighing, half-wondering at his 
former self, recalls the times when ndbuntod upon a favourite thorough¬ 
bred, and fiamiug in a pink-satin jockey-dress, ho distanced every com¬ 
petitor, and bore away theCurragh cup. I have spoken of liis dancing. 
'I’radition asserts th.at it was mn confmeil to ball-rooms. I am told 
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that at the private theatre in Fishamble-street, a place in those days of 
imich fdsliionablc resort, he was known to slide in between tlie acts, in 
the costume of a Savoy peasant, and throw off’a pas seal in a style of 
orif^inal dexterity and grace, which to use an Irish descriptive phrase, 
“ elicited explosions of applause from the menf and ecstatic ebullitions 
of admiration from the ladies.” He was equally remarkable for his 
excellence in the other manly et^ercises. He thought nothing of vault¬ 
ing over four horses standing abreast. He was paramount at foot-ball; 
and astonished and won wagers from the Bishop of Derry himself 
(the noted Lord Bristol), who w'a.s supposed to be the keenest judge in 
Ireland of what the toe of man could achieve. Before assuming the 
forensic robe, our aspirant for renown set out upon a Continental tour; 
and according to his subsequent report, although he travelled in strict 
incognito, gathered fresh glory at every post-town through which he was 
wliirlcd along. After a considerable stay at Baris, where, however, he 
ariivcd too late to stop the revolutionary torrent, he passed on and 
\ isited several of the German courts—gave “ travelling opinions” upon 
the course of policy to be respectively pursued by them at that critical 
juncture, and afterwards satisfied himself that the most important events 
that followed were mainly influenced by his timely interposition. He 
lel't Germany with some precipitation. The rumour ran that there 
were state-reasons for his departure. The subject was too delicate to 
be n v cak'd in all its circumstances, but upon his return to Ireland his 
friends heard in broken sentences of a certain Palatine pj-incess—the 
dogged jealousy of royal husbands—the incorrigible babbling of maids 
of honour—muttered threats of incarceration—and a'Confidential re¬ 
monstrance on the part of a very sensible man, a member of the Aulic 
council, res])ccting the confusion that might hereafter ensue, should it 
come to be ouspected that the stream of reputed legitimacy had been 
leinforced by a tributary rill of Munster blood. 

Upon his reaj.pearance in Ireland, pur prodigy, exulting in the fame 
of his Continental exploits, was about to commence a new course of 
wonders in ht,s native land, when an unforeseen occurrence in the form 
of a dishonoured plieck upon his banker cAme to 

• ' . - repress his nolde rage 

And'irceze the genial current of his soul. 

He discovered that he was a ruined man. The patrimonial ten thou¬ 
sand pounds which had given an (dot to all he did, had vanished. The 
road to glory still lay before fiim, but he was witliout a guinea in his 
pocket to pay the travelling expenses. Iji this emergency there were 
three courses open to him—-to cut his throat—to sell his soul to the 
I’rotesfcint ascendancy—or to be honest and industrious, and ply at his 
profession. He chose the last.—a^d (tlic most wonderous thing in his 
wonderful career) it came to pass, that notwithstanding the many appa¬ 
rent disqualifications under which he started, he rose, and not slowly, 
to an eminence which no one but himself would have ventured to pre¬ 
dict. He is now “ quantum muta|j#s ab illo,” a very able and distin¬ 
guished person at the Irisli Bar, Mr. Serjeant Goold. And if I have 
ushered in my notice of this gentleman with an allusion to the freaks of 
his youth, of which after all I may have received an exaggerated 
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account, it is because I consider it to be infinitely to liis praise that he 
should have so manfully surmounted his early pretensions and disap¬ 
pointments, as the progress of his professional history has evinced. 
The study of “ four-day rules,” and “notices to quit,” demands no ex¬ 
traordinary reach of intellect; but the transition from the airy specula¬ 
tions of a sanguine and ambitious disposition to these unimaginative 
details is one of the most abrupt and mortifying that ever tried the 
elasticity and patience of the mental powers. Mr. Goold, notwith¬ 
standing the friskiness and levity of his external deportment, had the 
inward energy to face and surmount the repelling task. lie plunged 
with a hardy and exploring spirit into the wilderness of law—burst 
through its perplexities, drank freely, and made no wry faces, from its 
bitter springs ; and by a perseverance in patients and solitary labour, 
entitled himself to more substantial returns than that applause which 
he had once prized above every earthly compensation. 

Some time after Mr. Goold had formed this meritorious resolution, 
an incident befell him, of which’ it is difficult to say whether it was 
most calculated to quicken or to damp his new-born ardour for labori¬ 
ous occupation. When Burke’s celebrated lleflections on the French 
Uevolution appeared, the author and the hook, as all my readers know, 
were vigorously assailed. Mr. (loold, considering tlic subject not un¬ 
worthy of his powers, had thrown himself into tlie controversy. He 
was at the time in a frame of mind befitting a stuidy partisan. He had 
recently returned from Paris, where, during a residence of .sonic time, 
he had been an eye-witness of the disgusting clamour an.l excesses of 
the period. He whs also still smarting from the recollection of certain 
rude accohidcb that had been forcibly imjioscd upon himself by sundry 
haggard Naiads of the Halle —a perversion of the authentic rights of 
men and of women, against which, when lie came to record the fact, he 
did not fail to protest with genuine antigallic indignation. His pamphlet 
was entitled, characteristically enough, a Defence of Mr. Burke’s work 
“ against all lii.s opponents,” The number that had already declared 
themselves in print amounted to ten—tv\o anonymous ladie^ and eight 
gentlemen—among whom were‘Doctors Towers, Price,* and Priestley. 
The defender of Burke took each of them in detail, Thp gentlewomen 
he despatched with a good deal of gallant forbearance ; but for the 
doctors and their male auxiliaries he liad no mercy. He belaboured 
them with unsparing logic and more relentless rlictoric, until every 
aign of sense and argument was beaten ou> of them, and proclaimed 
Ins victory by a final flourish of trumpets to the renown of Burke. 

“ I never, says he, saw Mr. Burke but once. I saw him from the 
gallery of the House of Commons. I know no man that knows him. 

I probably shall know no man that knows Ivm. In a few weeks I leave 
this country, perhaps never to return. 1 expect but little from any 
man. I shall never ask any thing. In whatever country 1 may live, 
in whatever situation I may be placed, I shall look down on grandeur, 

I shall look up to greatness. Nor wealth, nor rank, nor power, nor 
influence shall bend my stubborn nec^. I am prostrate before talents; 

I am prostrjite before worth;—my admiration of Mr. Burke amounts 
almost to enthusiasm,” &c. This was pretty strong incense, and there 
was move of the same kind ; but I am quite certain that it was oftered 
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w’itliout the rpmoicsi expectation ol'any return either in praise or pro¬ 
fit ; ami as to the writer’s profe'isions of indepentlenee, thoiigli very 
hazardous in so young an Irishman, they have been amply justifiecl by 
his subsequent life. 'J’hc pamplilct, however, taken altogether, at¬ 
tracted the notice and excited the gratitude of Burke. 'I'lic fact is 
rather curious, as illustrating the predicament of feeling in which that 
eminent person’s new theories and new connexions had involved him. 
lie had just quarrelled with his old political associates for adhering to 
the spirit of the principles he himself had taught them. Still professing 
the tenets of “ an exalted freedom,” he was pouring fortli curses and 
derision upon one of the most provoked and necessary acts of freedom 
wliicli the world had ever witnessed; and such is the sophistry witii 
which a favourite passion can practise upon the strongest intellect, he 
would fain persuade himsedf that he was consistent to the last, and that 
doctrines which were hailed with joy in every despotic eolcric of Eu¬ 
rope, were the only genuine and unadulterated maxims of a Britisli 
Whig. But though bold even to overbearing in bis public assertions of 
his j)prsonal consistency, it is not unreasonable to surmise that in his 
private hours his heart was ill at case, lie must have felt that his 
fame, if not his conscience, w.is in want of external sujtporl. Certain 
however it is, that he grasped at the voluntary ofler with something 
like the sign of a sinking spirit. The tributes of ardent admiration and 
respect so profusely scattered through his young eoimtryman's pam¬ 
phlet touched the veteran’s feelings/and lived in Iris meftiory upon the 
first occasion that offered of marking his sense of the obligation. 

The opportunity seemed to present itself upon tlic appointment of 
Lord bitzwilliarn in 17f)a to the government of Ireland. One evening 
Mr. Goold was sitting alone in his lodging, and indulging (if it can Ik* 
called an indulgence) in those depressing reflections upon his future 
prospects witit which the stoutest-hearted junior barrister i.s occasion' 
ally visited, vvlicn an Ihiglish letter was put into his hand. It was 
from Edmund Burke. ^ It imported “ that he had not forgotten Mr. 
G. s admirable pamphlet, and that he \va.s mo;?t desirous to advance, as 
far as it in his power l.iy, the author’.s foVtunes. An occasion aj)peared 
to offer. 'I'he pew viceroy of Ireland was coming, preparatory to his 
departure for tha\ country, to pass some d.ays at Bcaconsficld ; and if 
the demolisher of the ten opponents could contrive without los.s of 
time to cros.s the Channel, and meet his lord.ship at Mr. Burke’s, the 
happiest results might be anticipated,” None but those who know the 
l)riskness of Mr. Goold’s temperature, even at the present day, can 
well conceive the delicious perturbation of spirit that must have ensued. 

I he Jiistre of the invitation itself—the expected glory of being jircscnt 
at conferences where the api^roaching redie.ss of Irish wrongs was to he 
freely canvassed—the elevating prospect of being himself officially se¬ 
lected to contribute the aid of his attainments to the labours of a pa¬ 
triotic administration—these and many other bright concomitants had 
just arranged tlicmselvcs into a picture almost too dazzling for mortal 
eye, when one miserable reality intervened like an angry cloud, and 
the gorgeous imagery laded away into melancholy dimness. He was 
under a financial incapacity of complying with the generous proposal of 
Mr. Burke. He wa.s pondering over this mortifying obstacle, when 
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one of Ins fricmly, the late Sir Charles Ornisby, entered the room. 
“ Was there everisucli an unlucky fellow ?” said he, handing the letter to 
Sir Charles. “ See there what an opportunity of making my fortune 
presents itself, and yet, lor want of about a hundred pounds to go over 
and make a proper appearance at Bcaconslield, I must let it slip.” Sir 
Charles whs not in tho.se days as rich as he subsequently became, but 
his father was a wealthy and good-natured man. “ Go to my father,” 
said he, “ shew’ him the letter, state your situation, and I undertake 
to say that he’ll accommodate you.” The experiment succeeded. Mr. 
Goold flew to Hcaconsfield ; was too late to catch the viceroy, who had 
already set out for Ireland ; passed some days with Burke ; reposted 
to Dublin, the bearer of a powerful introduction to the favour of Lord 
I’itvsw'illiam ; was graciously received, and would in all likelihood have 
l>een included in the political arrangements then in progress; but the 
Beresfords were at work on the other side of the water—their fatal 
counsels prevailed—the patriotio viceroy was recalled—the doom of 
Ireland was sealed, and the subject of the present sketch reconsigiicd 
to the hard destiny of a legal drudge. Fortunately, however, and 
honourably lor himself, his spirit was too buoyant to sink beneath the 
disappointment. lie betook hims(‘1f with unabated ardour to his 
former pursuits. 11 is professional ac(|uirements and cffici(*ncy became 
known ; clients poured in upon liitn ; in a few' yeais be w'as itivested 
with a silk gfjwu ; and hafl not bis jmlitical integrity interfered, he 
would, i(‘current iej»oit be true, have before this been seated on the 
bench. > 

Serjeant Goold’s practice has been and still is principally in the 
Nisi Prius courts. I have not much to say of his distinctive (Qualities 
as a lawyer. He is evidently (piile at home in all the points that come 
lutt) daily question, and he puts them forward boldly and promptly. 
Here indeetl, as elsewhere, he alli-cis a little too much of omniscience ; 
but unquestionable it is, that he knows a great deal. There is not, I 
a])|ngheiid, a single member (»f his j)rofession less hablc tojbc taken by 
surprise upon any imexpeetc.l point of evidence, or privcticb, or plead¬ 
ing, the three great depariinents of our law to which his attention has 
been chiefly directed. But there is no want of origsiality in his ap¬ 
pearance and manner. His person is below the middle siise, and, not- 
vvithstanding the wear and tear of sixty years, continues compact, 
elastic, and airy. His face, though he soiyetimes gives a desponding 
hint that it is not what it was, still attests the credibility of his German 
adventures. The features are small and regular, and keen without 
being angular. His manner is all his own. His quick bine eye is in 
perj)etnal motion. It docs not look qpon an object; it pounces fipon 
it. So of the other external signs of ehaVacter. His body, like his 
mind, moves at double-((uick time. He darts into court to argue a 
(piestion of costs with the precipitation of a man rushing to save a be¬ 
loved child from the flames. This is not trick in him, for among the 
collateral arts of attracting notice at the Irish Bar is that of scouring 
with breathless speed from court to court, upsetting atiornies’ clerks, 
making panting apologies, with similar manifestations of the counsel’s 
inability to keep pace with the importunate calls of his multitudinous 
clients. Seijeant Goold stands too high, and is, I am certain, too 
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proud to think of resorting to these locomotive devices. His impe¬ 
tuosity is pure temperament. In the despatch of business, more espe • 
cially in the chorus-sccnes, where half-a-dozen learned throats are at 
once clamouring for precedence, he acquits himself with a physical 
energy that puts him almost upon a par in this respect with that great 
“ lord of misrule” O’Connell himself. He is to the full as restless, 
confident, and vociferative, but he is not equally indomitable; and I 
have some doubts whether with all his bustle and vehemence, he ever 
ascends to the true sublime of tumult which inspires his learned and 
imcmancij)ated friend. The latter, who is in himself an ambulatory 
riot, dashes into a legal affray with the spirit of a bludgeoned hero of 
a fair, determined to knock down every friend or foe he meets “for the 
honour of old Ireland.” He has the secret glory too of displaying his 
athletic capabilities before an audience, by many of whom he knows 
that he is feared and hated. Serjeant Goold, who has not the same 
personal incentive, is more measured and coiirtly in his uproar, and 
will often, long before his lungs are spent, as if liis dignity had taken 
a sudden fi ight, declare off abruptly, and invoke the talismanic inter¬ 
cession of the Bench. Let not the unlearned reader imagine that I am 
affecting a tone of idle levity. These forensic rants are of daily recur¬ 
rence ; and to have r.prves to withstand them is a matter of no little 
moment to barristers and clients. It is within the sanctuaries of justice 
that much of the rough work of human concerns is transacted ; and the 
subjects, to be handled well, must he roughly handled. The knave 
must be vehemently arraigned; the injured clainpronsly vindicated; 
the hretious and dishonest witness tortured and stunned until his soul 
surrenders the hidden truth. 'I'lie man who can do this is of value in 
his calling ; hut should his taste recoil from the rude collision, lie may 
still attain to legal distinction by other and less rugged paths—but as 
he values his interest and fame, let him resign all hope of making a 
figure 111 a Nisi Prius court. 

Scijc.int Goold ])as'ses in the Iri.sh com t.i .for an eloquent advocate. 
In one seiTac of the v^o^d he is so; for though far from being a pleas¬ 
ing speaker, aitd having manifold defects of delivery and action, he still 
contrives to nTal.c a very .strong impression upon a jury, where feclin" 
is to he excited, or the understanding forcibly impelled in a particular 
direction. Ills faults of manner are angularity, abruptness, and violence. 
His articulation is rapid and unmusical. His diction has no equability 
of flovv,—it bursts out in irregular spirts. But he has a clear head, much 
experience of human character and passion, and infinite reliance upon 
himself. Hi.s tones, however faulty, are fervid and sincere. His sen¬ 
timents, though often extravagantly delivered, are bold and natural, and 
reach the heart. I would'describe his ordinary stylo of addressing a 
jury by saying, not that it deeply moves them, for that would imply a 
more regular and finished order of speaking, but that it “ stirs them 
up." In a w'ord, he bustles through an appeal to the intellect or pas¬ 
sions with great ability. He commits many limits of taste, hut no 
essential breach of skill. The jury are often startled by his detona¬ 
tions, and often join in the general smile that follows those little per¬ 
sonal episodes into which the learned Serjeant occasionally diverges; 
but after all, they see that they have before them a man who knows 
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well what he is about. They listen to him with attention and respect; 
never suspect^lat he has the slightest design to puzzle them j and 
when they retire to cool their fancies in the jury-room, feel extremely 
disposed to agree tliat the views he had thrown up to them were 
founded in the justice and good sense of the case. 

Mr. Goold sat in the last Session of the Irish Parliament. The 
occasion of his presence there is much to his honour. I have not 
heard by what particular influence he was returned. It is sufficient 
to state, tbat«he had already earned a character for talent and public 
integrity, which pointed him out as a fit person to co-operate in de¬ 
fending the last pass of the Irish Constitution against the meilitated 
surrender by its perfidious guardians. 

The secret history of the Union has not yet transpired in all its 
ignominious details. A work professing to perform such an act of his¬ 
torical vengeance, and emanating from an eye-witness, was undertaken 
about eighteen years ago. A hind of prefatory volume taking up the 
subject at an ominous distance, was published as a specimen. Ihc 
continuation, or, more strictly speaking, the commencement, was anxi¬ 
ously expected. I have no authority for assorting that there ^vas any 
tampering with the writer’s indignation ; but it may be mentioned as a 
curious coincidence, that the suspension of his design w.ts coeval with 
his appointment to be judge of the Court of Admiralty in Dublin, over 
which, if there be any truth in the phi maxim, “ Major e longinqiio reve- 
rentia,” he must be allowed to liavc presided in a style ot the most 
imposing dignity. He lias for many years been a resident of hiance; 
sometimes, no doubt, sojourning in the Isle ot Olcron, where our sea- 
laws were originally compiled and promulgated by Richard the First, 

and latterly in the town of Boulogue-sur-Mer, where his mariiie medita¬ 
tions must be greatly assisted by the visible aspect of “ thingsJ/u/Aun/, 
jctAam, and ligciii,” to say nothing of the cheering influence ot an oc¬ 
casional wreck, in remiiiding Iiiirt of the convenience of judicial func¬ 
tions that can be performed by deputy. Hral Sir Jonah Barrington 
plRevcrcd in his design, he ijiiould have had some strangi things to tell 
of the honourable gentlemen who sold their courftry. Ihcre was 
much, however, that could not he concealed. The ntcasure, smoothed 
and varnished as it might be to meet the public eye, retamed all the 
coarse and disgusting outlines of an Irish job. It vyas proposed in 
1799, and rejected. The following year, the proposition was lenewed 
and carried. In the interval wonders ftad been done in the way ot 
an amicable arrangement. The predatory rights ot an Irish repre¬ 
sentative were duly con.sidcrcd and admitted. A vote and its con¬ 
comitant privileges were not now to bo estimated at the old npr ct- 
price of seven years purchase but,* beixg to be bought up in per¬ 
petuity, a just mid commensurate equivalent wys allowed to meet 
the increased cost of a majority, all kinds of compensation m pos¬ 
session and reversion were forthcoming.’*^ PUp-agcs were gi\en 


• Nmnerous anceJotes of t\w legislative higgling on this 
Ireland,—some of ihcnn Milliciently dramatie. One momher, lor ( I t fmitrnct 
his terms. They wore accepted, and a vcrhal promise gi t 
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tlown. Tjie Bench was mortgaged. 'J'lie earnest of a jicnsioii wa? 
advanced to soothe the impatience of tlic reversit^ary placeman* 
Boroughs were declared to be private property, and so excellent €ind 
certain a j)rovision for the patron’s younger children, that it would be a 
violation of all justice to exact their gratuitous surrender. 'I'heir pecu¬ 
niary value was ascertained, and the public faith solemnly pledged to 
treat a customary breach of the constitution (a title to property of which 
Ulackstone never dreamt) as one that by “ tl»e courtesy of Ireland” 
gave the prescriptive offender an erjuitable interest in itS 4 ‘ontinnancc.* 
'I’hese arc but a few specimens of the means resorted to in order 
to prccij)itate a measure that was announced in all the pomp of pro¬ 
phetic assertion, as the sure and only means of conferring prosperity 
and repose upon the Irish nation ; and were it not for certain 
counteracting circumstances, such as-^tbe nightly incursions of Cap¬ 
tain Rock ; the periodical eclipses of the Constitution by the interven¬ 
tion of the Insurrection Act—a pretty,general insecurity of life and 
property ; th’e decay of public spiiit; the giowtb of faction,—a weekly 
list of insolvencies, murders, eonflagrations, and letters from Sir Har- 
court Lees, unprecedented in the annals of a liappy country; but for 
these, and similar ^isitations, all originating in the comprehensive and 
inscrutable eff’oits of the pro])bets themselves to falsify their prediction, 
the Union, noluitlislanding the demerits of its supporters, might long 
since have ceased to be a standing tojjic of popular o.ecratlou. The 
(lisastv'is that, in j)oiut of fact, have Ibllowed, nere pretty accurately 
foreseen by the men who opposed this mucii vaunltd measure. They 
failed; but they did their duty feavkssly and well, and not one of 
them, it is but just to say, in a sjniit of more entire self-oblivion, and 
moie earnest sensibility to his public duties, than the person whose 
name is prelixed to the picsent article. Ilis manly and ujiright con¬ 
duct, as usual in Ireland, excited deep and lasting resentment. lie 
was stigmatised as an holiest Irishrirari, ami, disdaining to atone by 
after-conijilianccsfor his original offi nee, liad to encounter all those jia- 
pedimeut.s to'professional adtaucement which systematically follo^d 
so obnoxious a dis(piulilie<itiun. 

Here I bad iutgnded to close rny observations upon Serjeant Goold ; 
but it occurs to me that tbeie remains one to])ic, not indeed connected 

should Ilf f<iithrully ohs-ervorl. lie i:ivi..tfd upon ii wiUtrn ^'i;triiiilcu. Tliis wan 
rffiised, aad the (refity broken off. t'J’he nieinhet neiitdown to tlie house, and vcntctl 
a vii tiioiis harangfiie against the ju'oposed incasiire. As soon as he sat down, the 
written sec nrity was handed to Idni. He jiiit, it in liis pocket, voted airainst his 
speech, and was in due season^a| pointed to a liierative office wliieli he* still enjoys, 
defying the historian and laugHing at the notion of posthumous fame. 

• I!y*thc Act of Union, eighty I'niir boroughs were distrain hised. Kemiiiieriilion, 
to the ninount of 1.A,OOO/. eaeji, teas voted to the patrons. In the del'ate on the 
latter point, one o( l.ord CaMlereagh’s argnnients was that the patrons eonld not 
have been brought to enter upon “ a cool examination,” of the gencrjil question, 
had not their fears f^tiieir personal interests been set at re.st b,-a certainty of 
coinpcii.-uitiun. Ihc *ustife of annihilating' provisions in family sUtlcincnts rcat- 
irig upon till' seciinly of horougli.s was al«o insisted oii. 1 like liettcr the stern 
logic of Mr. ^'amin ; ”'I'licre can he no injustice in denying iiro|ieity to lie ac¬ 
quired by acts which the law declares to he a ciime. As well' inii-hl the highway- 
iiiaii, upon a piiblie road I'eing stopt up, e.\( laim .ij|aiii. t tii” disterbance ol hi» 
riclit to [ilunder tlie iiassetigei'.” 
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with his professional life, but of so mtich notoriety, anil to this day so 
often canvnssed„that a total silenre upon it might he inisconstnicd—I 
allude to the evidenee which he gave in the year 1818 at the Bar of the 
House of Commons upon the enquiry into the conduct of Mr. Wynd- 
ham Quin. An imputation was cast upon his character at the lime; 
and tliongh stifled as far as it co'.dd be, by the vote of an* immense 
majority of the House, it has not wanted external support in that un¬ 
charitable spirit which is ever ready to pronounce a summary verdict 
of conviction upon no otheAbundatioii than the fact of a charge hav¬ 
ing been made. I have now before me the report of the debates, and 
the minutes of the evidence in question. The latter are so voluminous 
that it would be altogether unjust to the party concerned to propose 
repelling the accusation by any analysis and comments that Could be 
condensed into my present linlits. I can merely state the gincral 
conclusion to whicli I have come upon a minute examination and com¬ 
parison of the several p.arts of the evidence; and that is my full and 
unhesitating conviction that Mr. Goold was as incapable as the most 
high-minded of his accusers, of intentionally withholding or misrepre¬ 
senting a single fact which he was called upon to disclose, lie was, 
1 admit, what is technically called “ a bad witness”—barristers are 
proverbially so (instead ol‘ an answer they give a speech). Mr. Goold, 
irom his habits and temperament, is peculiarly so. I'pon every 
matter, great and small, he is liof and hastv; and announces l)is views 
with the tone and tcnijierof a partisan. It is a jinrt of the constitution 
ofhis mind to haye an undue confidence in the infallibility of his facul¬ 
ties and the importance of his persona! concerns. All this broke out, 
as it does every uhere else, at the Bar of the IIou^c of Commons; 
he could no more rejiress it than he could the movement of his ar¬ 
teries ; and the effect upon the minds of strangers to liis peculiarities 
may naturally enougli have been unfavoiuable ; but when the ipicstion 
arisen, is a denial of a collateral artd unessential matter of fact, a lapse 
of memory, or a meditated su])pre.‘'si(>n, surely every on^ who would 
uoMvantonly shake the stability of character, should fed Bound to put 
iho tenor of a long and honourable life against a most improbable 
supposition. This was tlie view taken by those wivj 'knew him best: 
among the rest by the late Mr. Grattan, whose friendship alone formed 
liigh evidence of a s])otless re])utation. For thirty years Mr. Grattan 
had been his intimate friend, and had seen him pass through the ordeal 
of times, which tried, as far as any e:irlh*ly process can tiy, the worth 
and honour of a man; and what was his impa.ssioned exclamation? 
“ Mr. Goold is thoroughly known to me. ^ would stake my exist¬ 
ence upon his integrity, as 1 would upon my own. If he is not*to be 
trusted, I know not who is to be trussed I’* To this attestation, and its 
inference, I cannot but cordially subscribe. 
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« 

Three sightless inmates of the sky. 

Whose names were Justice—Fortune—Cupid, 

Finding their public life on high 

Somewhat monotonous and stupid. 

Resolved one morning to unite 

Their powers in an Alliance Holy, 

And purify the Harth, whose plight 
They all agreed was inelaneTOly. 

Quoth Justice—Of the world below 
1 doubtless have the best idea. 

Since in the Golden Age, you know, 

1 ruled it jointly with Astrtea ; 

While, therefore, we on earth abide. 

For fear our forces should be patted. 

Let me be your perpetual guide :— 

Agreed, non. con. and oil they started. 

IjO\e first, and Fortune next descends. 

Then Justice, though awhile she tarried, 

W^hen Cupid cries—This flight, my friends. 

lias made my throttle somewhat arid : 

Beneath each wing, before our trip, 

1 popp’d a golden r ase of nectar. 

And 1 for one should like a sip, 

W^hat says our worshipful director ? 

The proposition, *twas decreed. 

Redounded to the mover’s glory. 

So down they sate upon the mead. 

And plied the flagon con uinorr ; 

But not reflecting that the draught 

With air of earth was mix’tl and niuddieil. 

Before the second vase was qualFd, 

They all became comp^elcdy fuddled. 

,Now reeling, wrangling, they proceed, 

* lluch loudly backing his opinion. 

And ’stead of letting Jiistice lead. 

All struggle fiercely for dominion ; 

Whereat her sword in wrath she draws. 

And throws it in her scales with fury. 

Maintaining that the rightful cause 
Requires no other judge and jury. 

Fortune, purloining Cupid’s darts. 

Tips them with gold for sordid suitors. 

Making sad |||[^voc in the hearts 
Of matrimonial computers ; 

While Love on Fortune’s wheel apace 
Plagues mortals with incessant changes. 

Gives flying glimpses of his face. 

Then presto ! pass !—away he ranges. 

Their pranks, their squabbles day by day 
Gave censurers a better handle. 

Till Jove impatient of their stay. 

And anxious to arrest the scandal. 

Bade Fortune—Justice—l.,ovc return ; 

But to atone for their miscarriage, 

I..C.SI men for substitutes should yearn, 

II e sent them down Luck, Law, and Alairiagc. H, 
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February. 

Some one has said of the Scotch novels, that that is the best which 
we happen to have perused last. It is thus that I e.stimate the relative 
value and virtue of iny betrothed tnistresscs, The Months. The one 
which happens to be present with me is sure to he that one which I hap¬ 
pen to like better than any of the others. 1 lately insisted on the su¬ 
premacy of January on vaitious accounts. Now I have a similar claim 
to put in, in favour of the next in succession. And it shall go hard 
hut I will prove, to the entire satisfaction of all whom it may concern, 
that each in her turn is beyond comparison the “ wisest, virtuoiisest, 
discrcctcst, best.” Indeed I doubt whether, on consideration, any one, 
but a Scotch philosopher, wiH be inclined to dispute the truth of this, 
even as a logical proposition, much less as a sentiment. The time pre¬ 
sent is the best of all possible, times, because ix. is present—because it is 
—because it is something;—whereas all other times are nothing. The 
time present, therefore, is essentially better than any other time, in the 
proportioi^of something to nothing ! I hope this is logic ; or meta¬ 
physics at the least. If the reader determine otherwise, “ he may kill 
the next Percy himself!” In the mean time—(and that, by the bye, is 
the best time, next to the present, in virtue of its skill in connecting to¬ 
gether two refractory periods)—in the mean time, let us search for 
another anti a better reason why every one of the months is in its turn 
the best. The cleverest Scotch philosopher that ever lived has said, in 
a memoir of his owui life, that a man liad better be born with a dispo¬ 
sition to look on the bright side of things, than to an estate of ten 
thousand a year. He might have gone farther, and said that the dis¬ 
position to which he alludes is worth almost as much to a man as being 
compelled and able to earn an honest livelihood by the sweat of his 
brow ! Nay, he might almost have asserted, that, with such a dispo¬ 
sition, a man may chance to be happy, cvea though he be horn to an 
estate of tiecnfy thousand a^year! lint T, not being, Uiank my stars! 
a Scotch or any other philosopher, will venture to fro still farther, and 
say, that to be able to look at things as they arc, is^best of all. To him 
who can do this, all is as it should be—all things work together for* 
good—whatever is, is right. To him who can do this, the present time 
is all-sulficient—or rather it is all in all; for if he cannot enjoy any other, 
it is because no other is susceptible of being enjoyed, except through 
the medium of the present. But 

-“Ye gods, Jiprdtc 

While the most noble month <Wll the year , 

Stands unsalutcd by 1”® j 

From the sublime to the ridiculous is but a step. Consequently, 
from the ridiculous to the sublime must be about the same distance. 
In other words, the transition from metaphysics to love is easy—as Mr. 
Coleridge’s writings can amply testify.—-Hail! then, February! month 
and mother of Love! Not that Love which requires the sun of Midsum¬ 
mer to foster it into life ; and is so restless and fugitive that nothing 
can hold it but bands made of bright eyebcams ; and so dainty that it 
must be fed on rose-leaves ; and so proud and fantastical that bowers 
of jasmine and honeysuckle arc not good enough for it to dwell in, or 
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the {ji’ccn tu' f soft enoHgli for its feet to press, hut it must sit^ciieaih 
silk('n canopies, and tread on Turkey carpets, and breathe the breath 
of pastilcs; and so chilly that it must pass all its nights within 
a gcMitle bosom, or it dies. Not this Love ; but its infant cousin, 
that starts into life on cold Saint Valentine’s morning, and sits by the 
hro rocking its own cradle, and listening all day long for tlie “ sweet 
thunder’’ of the twopenny postman’s knock !—Hail! February !— 
virgin mother of this love of all loves -whicli dies almost the day that 
it is born, and yet leaves the odour of its sweetness upon the whole 
altcr-life ol those who were not loo wise to admit it tor a moment to 
their embraces! 


The sage reader must not begrudge me tliese innocent little rhap¬ 
sodies. lie must remember tlsat all are not so wise and staid as he; 
and as in January he permitted me to' be, for a moment, a ranting 
school-boy,—so in February he must I'.ot object to my reminding him 
tliat there arc such persons in the workbas young ladies who have not 
yet finished their education! he must not insist, that, “because //e is 


virtuous, theie shall be no more cakes aiid ale ” Besides, to say the 
truth, I do not se» tliat it i-. (juite fair to complain of ns4linotiymous 
writers, even if we do occasionally insinuate into our lucubrations a 
lew lines that arc directed to our own exclusive satisfaction. Far be it 


iron) me to hint aught against the lilreralitj of the worthy proprietors 
ot fills immaculate miserllanv, the New Monthly Maga/jne. But I 
must think that no pecuniary jiay would he equivalent to tlie privilege 
ol writing nonsense n()v\ and then ; and editors us well .as readers may 
re.st assured that if once tliey enter into a conspiracy to cut us wholly ofl’ 
Ironi tills sweetest source ol our emolument, we shall very soon .stritc: 

for il a man is always to wi itc sense and reason, he might as well be 
an oiithor at once—which, we of the New Monthly Hatter ourselves that 
none ot us arc. I put it to the e;mdour of Mr. C'olhurn himself, whether, 
jf 1 were to insist on jdacing my nami? in the corner of each of these 
egregious porh aits of Tile Months—so e// /ivV 1831—he would 
not offer me dciible piiee to refrain from sv unpcriodical a proceeding ? 

1 lien let liim use *liis interest with the Editor to allow'me but half a 
^ page ot nonsense ftvt’ucli number, and I am content to leave posterity 
in the liircli, and live only till I die. I have now expended portion 
ot this pajicr, and shall heiiecfortli willingly “ keep bounds” till tlie 
next montb —to which end, however, I must be permitted to call in the 
aid of iny able suggestive, Now. 

Now, tlie ('hristmas holidays are over, and all the snow in Kns.xia 
could not make the first Mjuiday in this month look any other than 
6/(ic/, in.the home-loving cyS of little school-boys ; and the streets of 
London are once more evacuated of happy wondering faces, that look 
any way but strait before tlieni; and sobs are Iieard and sorrowful faces 
arc seen to issue from sundry post-chuiscs that carry sixteen inside, in¬ 
cluding cakes and boxes; and thcatre.s arc no longer consciou.s of un¬ 
conscious eclats de rue, but thofvvhole audience i.s like Mr. Words¬ 
worth’s cloud, “ which moveth altogether, if it move at all.”—E/i ;c- 
» anche ,—Nowiiewspaper editors begin to think of disporting themselves; 
for the great national school lor “ children ol a larger growth’’ is met 
in Saint Stephen s C liapel, “ for llie disfutlch of busii)C.ss” and of time, 
and eoiiscqueiitly niwspajiers have become u nonentity, and those 
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writers ^lo sign tlieiDselves “ constant readers” find tlieir occupation 
gone. Wow, tlie stoiu-s of Bond-street dance for joy, while they 
“ prate of the wliereabout” of innumerable wheels; which latter are so 
happy to meet again after a long absence, that they rush into each 
other’s embraces—“ wheel within wheel”—and there's no getting them 
asunder. Now, the Italian opera is open,‘and the house is full; but 
if asked on the subject, you may safely say that “ nobody was there 
—for the opera-hats' that you meet with in the pit evidently indicate 
Ithat the wearers appertain to certain counters and counting-houses in the 
city, or serve those that do—having “received orders” for the opera 
in the way of their business.—Now, a sudden thaw’ after a week’^ fro.4l^ 
puts the pedestrians of Chcapside into a pretty juckle.—Now, the trot- 
/w/r of Saint James’s-street begins to know itself again; the steps of 
Baggett’s are proud of being pressed by right-bonoiirabh; feet; and 
the il(ni(lic'>’ unlcli-toxicr is once more peopled with playful peers peering 
after beautiful frailties in furred pelisses.—Now, on fine Sundays, the 
citizens and their wives begin 'to hie them to Hyde Park, and having 
attained Wellinglon-walk, fancy that there is not more than two pins to 
choose between them and their betters on the other side the rail ; wlijle 
these latter,—having come .abroad to lake the air (of tlic insides of 
their carriages) and Kill tiio time and cure the vapours,—permit incpii- 
sitivc equestrians to gaze at them throngli plate-glass, and fancy, not 
witlioiU reason, that they look like flowers seen through flowing water : 

Lady ()-for example, like an overblown rose ; Lady II-like 

a ))aintcd lady-pca ; the Countess of B-like a newly opened apph'- 

hlossom ; and her dcnmrc-looking little sister beside her like a yi iui- 
rose.—Now, Winter being on the wane, and Spring only on the ap- 
])roach, Fashion, for once in the year, begins to feel herself in a state 
of interregnum, and her ministers, the milliners and tailors, don’t know’ 
what to think ; Mrs. Bean shakes her head like Lord Burleigh, and de¬ 
clines to determine as to what may be the fate of future w'aists ; and 
Mr. Stultz is etpially cautious of committing himself in the atttiir of 
collars; and both agioc in coming to tlic same concltlsion with the 
statesman in 'I’oni Thumb—that, “ as near as they can guess, they 
cannot tell!”—Now, therefore, the fashionable shops ..are shorn of their 
beams, and none can show wares that are strictly in* season, except the 
stationer’s. But hix, which for all the rest of the ye.ar is dullest of the 
dull, is now, for the first fourteen days, gayest of the gay—for here 
tlie poetry of love and the love of poetr)' are displayed under all possi* 
hie and impossible forms and metaphors,—from little cupids creeping 
out of cabbage roses, to large overgrown hearts stufted with douhle- 
headed arrows, and uttering piteous compl#its in verse w’hile they fry 
in their own flames. And this brings n§ safe back to the point from 
which we somewhat prematurely set out;—for Now, on good Saint 
Valentine’s eve, all the rising generation of this metropolis who feel 
that they have reached the .age of b/discretion, think it full time for 
thenyo fall in love, or be fallen in love with. Accordingly, inlinitt* 
are Me crow-quills that move mincingly between embossed margins, 

“ And those rhifine now who never rhymed before, 

And those who alw.iys rhymed now rhyme the inoic , ’ • 

to the titter dismay of tlie newly-appointed twopenny pnsim.in the next 
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morning; who curses Saint Valentine almost as bitterly as do^ in her 
secret heart yonder sulky sempstress, who has not been called upon for 
a single twopence out of all the two hundred thousand* extra ones that 
have been drawn from willing pockets, and dropped into canvass bags, 
on this eventful day. She may take my word for it that the said sul¬ 
kiness, which has some show of reason in it to-day, is in the habit of 
visiting her pretty face oftener than it is called for : if it were not so, 
she would not have had cause for it now. 

But good Bishop Valentine is a pluralist, and holds another sec be- 1 
sides that of London. 

“ All the air is his diocese. 

And all the chirping choriaters 
And other hiids are his parishioners ; 
lie marries every year 

The lyrique lark, and the grave whispering dove j 
The sparrow’, that neglects his life for lo\e; 

The household bird with tl>e red stomacher j 
He makes the hlaekbird speed as soon 
As doth the goldfinch or the halcyon.” 

Let us he oft' to the country without more ado ;—for who can stay in 
London in the face of such epithets as these—that seem to compel us, 
with their sweet magic, to go in search of the sounds and sights that 
they characterise ?—“ The lyrk lark !”— Why a modern poet might live 
for a whole season on that one epitlict!—Na^, there be thqsc that/rare 
lived on it for a longer time—perhaps without knowing that it did not 
belong to them! “The sparrow —that iugkets /ui> life fur lure!" 

“ The houschuld bird, uith ilu red .sfuriiaclur !” —That a poet who could 
write in this manner, for pages together, should be almost entirely un¬ 
known to modern readci A, (except to those of a late number of the Re¬ 
trospective Review,) would be somewhat astonishing, if it were not for 
the consideration tliat he is so wtII known to modern writers! It 
would be doing both parties justice'if someone would point out a 
few of the coincidences thaf occur between them. , In the mean time, we 
shall he doing^better in looking abroad foj ourselves into that Nature 
to which he looked, and seeing what she offer.s worthy of particular ob¬ 
servation in the Cryirsc of this last month of Winter in the country, 
though it is the first in London. Our ” now" in regard to the latter 
place finished on Saint Valentine’s Day. Let it licre begin on that day: 
for the first half offers nothing that can expressly distinguish it from 
its sister January. 

Nuw, then, about the middle of the month, a strange commotion 
may be seen and heard anmng the winged creatures—portending mo¬ 
mentous matters. The lark is liigh up in the cold air before day-light, 
seeking for the unrisen sun ; afid his chosen mistress is listening to him 
down among the dank grass, with the dew still upon her unshaken 
wing. The bird “with the red stomacher" has left off, for a brief 
seasdR, his low plaintive piping,—-which, it must be confessed, was 
poured forth for his own exclusiw satisfaction,—and, reckoning oA his 
spruce looks and sparkling eyes, issues his quick peremptory love-call, 


♦ This was theiinmber of letters that passed throngh the twopenny post-office 
on the 14 th of February, 1821, irt addition to the usual daily average.—Seethe 
Official Returns 
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ill a most ungallant and husband-like manner. The sparrows, who 
have latel^een sulking silently about from tree to tree, with rufHed 
plumes and drooping wings, now spruce themselves up till they do not 
look half their former size; and if it were not pairing-time, one might 
fancy that there was more of war than of love in their noisy squab- 
blings. But the crouching forms, quivering wings, and murmuring 
bills, of yonder pair that have quitted for a moment the clamorous 
cabal, can indicate the movements of but one passion. Among the 
^l^risters, the only one, except the lark, who now finds leisure to 
practise his spring notes, is the thrush; and he not till towards the end 
of the month—nor then unless the season is mild and forward. The 
yellow-hammer and the chaffineh may indeed occasionally be heard 
towards the latter end; but their short interrupted notes, pleasant as 
they are, can scarcely as yef be .called singing, but rather the talking 
of it:—for 

“ I shall not ask Jean Jaques Rousseau 
If birds confabulate, or no 

but shall determine at once that they do—at least if any dependence 
may bo placed on eyes and ears. But let us leave the birds to them¬ 
selves now ; 

“ Sacred be love from sifrlil, whate’er it is.” 

We shall have enough opportunities of observing all their other pretty 
ways hereafter. 

For the great general face of nature, we .shall find that much in the 
same apparent state as we left it last month. And we must look into 
its individual features very niiuutely if we would discover any change 
even in them. The trees are still utterly bare—the skies are cold and 
grey—the paths and ways are for. the most part dank and miry—and 
the air is either damp and clinging, or bitter, eager, jind shrewd. But 
then what days of soft air, and sunshine, and unbroken blue sky do now 
and then intervene, and transport us into the very heart of May, and 
make us look about and wonder what is become of the ^een leaves 
and the flowers I Now hard fr»&ts, if they come at all, loHowed by 
sudden thaws ; and now, if ever, the mysterious old son^ of our school¬ 
days stands a chance of being verified, which sings of* 

“ Three children slidiiie on the ice 
All on a immitr's day, 

It so fell out they all fell yi. 

The rest they ran away!” 

Now the labour of tl#c husbandman recommences; and it is pleasant 
to watch from your library window, the plough-team moving ajmost 
imperceptibly along, upon the distant,upland that the hare trees have 
disclosed to you. And now, by tho way, if you are wise, you will get 
acquainted with all the little spots that are thus, by the bareness of the 
trees, laid open to you. ^ 

But we must not neglect the garden; for though “ Nature’s jotnr- 
neymen,’’ the gardeners, are undergoing Im ignoble leisure this month, 
it is not so with Nature herself. She is as busy as ever—if not openly 
j.and obviously—secretly, and in the hearts of her sweet subject^thc 
u] lowers—stirring them up to that rich rivalry of beauty, which W to 
la,” eet the first footsteps of Spring, and teaching them to prepare them- 
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selves? for her .advent, as yonnjr m.aidens prepaie, months beforehand, 
for the marriage festival of some dear friend. If the flowers think and 
fed—and he who dares to say that they do not, is either a fool<bf a 
philosopher—(let him dioose between the imputations!)—if the flowers 
think and fed, what a commotion must be working w'ithin their silent 
hearts, when the pinions of winter begin to grow, and indicate that ho 
is at least meditating his flight! Therv do t/ui/ too begin to meditate 
on May day, and think on the delight with which they shall once mora 
breathe the fresh air, when they have leave to escape from their sul^ 
terranean prisons; for now, towards the latter end of this month, they 
arc all of them at least awake from their winter slumbers, and most 
are busily working at their gay toilets, and weaving their fantastic 
robes, and shaping their trim forms, and distilling their rich essences, 
and in short getting ready in all things, that they may be duly pre¬ 
pared to join the bright procession of beauty that is to greet and 
glorify the annual coming-on of their sovereign lady, the Spring!-- 
It is true none of all this can be seen. ‘*llnt what a race should we he, if 
wo knew and cared to know of nothing but what wc can see atid 
prove ! 

“ Wlioic initui !>. hut the mind ofhi'5 owiieyeii, 

Ilf is d sl.ive—the meaiiost jou can meet.” 

Diit tlierc is much going on in the garden now, that may be seen by 
“ the naked e\ e” of those who carefully look for it. 'J'hc bloom buds 
of the sliruhs and fruit-trees are obviously swelling; anil the leaves of 
the lilac are ready to burst forth at the lirst favourable call. The 
laurestinus still braves the winds and the frosts,.and blooms m blithe 
defiance of them. So does the China rose; hut meekly, and like a 
maiden who uill not droop though, her lover he away,—because she 
knows that he is true to her, and will soon return.—Now’, too, the 
visible heralds of spring appear; but they have not yet put on their 
gorgeous tabards or surcoats of ncany colours. The chief of tliese 
are the tulips ; who are now just showing themselves, siiroudcd closely in 
their sheltcing alcoves of dull green. The hyacinths too have sent u]j 
tlieir trim fence's of green, and are jiis*t peeping up from tha midst ol’ 
them in their ^rcen veils—the check of each flower-bud pressed and 
clustering against that of its fellow, like a host of little heads peeping 
ont fiom the porch of an ivy-bound cottage, as the London coach 
passes. Now, too, those pretty orphans, the crocuses and snowdrops 
—those foundlings, that belbng neither to Winter nor Spring—that ar£ 
neither lingering remnants of the one, nor early heralds of the other— 
show’ their modest faces scarcely an inch above the dark earth, as if 
they,were afraid to rise from k, lest a stray “March wind” should 
whistle them away. •, • 

Pardon me this ihapsody, gentle reader, and I promise to be as 
“sober-suited” as the editor of an encyclopedia, for this two months 
tdMcomc.—Nothing—not even the nightingale’s song in the last week 
in April—shall move me frogi my “propriety.” But I will candidly 
confess that the effects of May-day morning arc more tlian I can ven¬ 
ture to answer for. Kven the chimney-sweepers are allowed to dis- 
por^hemselves then; so that when tlnit arrives, there is no knowing 
what may happen. 
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WR arrived at Pera near Constantinople, after a very good passage 
of eighteen days from Marseilles, without much incident. The worst 
I»art of it was a calm of four days, that came on as we lost sight of 
Sardinia: during which the utter want of interest and variety brought 
a most wearying vacuity upon thte mind; sitting upon the deck, sick, 
gazing only on the sea and sky, and the waste of waters heaving 
wound. On the fifth day a beautiful breeze sprang up, and sick¬ 
ness and weariness fled away. Tlic Morea came in sight, and we 
gazed with interest on its lofty coast; then the islands of Ccrigo and 
Milo. The appearance of the sky in the Mediterranean is not of the 
clear fine blue of a summer’s day iu England; it is a kind of French 
gray, growing very light towards tlie horizon : and never yet had we 
seen a sunset equal to some I have seen in England. But one lovely 
evening, the island of Zea was oi\ one side, and a very pretty Greek 
town of white houses with flat roofs on its declivity, and a church at 
the bottom, with its town, just like one of our country village churches: 
the high and romantic land of Greece, very barren, was on the other 
side; over which the sun sunk gradually with indescribable splendour. 
But the twilight here is much shorter than with us ; nor do the hues of 
sunset, though more delicate and soft, linger so long in the sky. TJie 
range of Grecian country terminating in the capes Colonna and Negro- 
pont was extremely lofty, and the bills finely wooded ; and far in the 
back-ground were mountains covered with snow. The islands or 
Mitylene, Ipsera, and at last Tenedos came in sight, with the land of 
Troy. But the land of the East, to which we were fast approaching, 
now became the great object of interest; and the entrance of the Dar¬ 
danelles at last opened ; a vessel or two preceding us, when a gun 
from the fort told us that all was not peace. We were ordered, from 
a Turkish frigate, into a position ntar the shore. The captain con¬ 
cealed his money. Two boats boarded us on bdth sides wi^i soldiers 
and several officers ; but tliey oqly came to know if we hjid Shy design 
to assist the Greeks with stores or ammunition, and they at last gave 
us permission to depart. • * 

After some hours' stay we proceeded up the Dardanelles, Europe on 
one side and Asia on the other ; and soon Turkey opened on us with 
its loveliest scenery. I do not know if I can convey a proper idea of 
it, it is so dificrent from that of Europe. What gives a peculiar beauty 
to the Turkish towns and villages, is their being so embosomed in trees. 
You always see these of the liveliest vei’dure, hanging over and shad¬ 
ing the greatest part of the houses. The habitations are rather low, 
and built generally of wood, with gentl/slojftng roofs ; they are either 
of a red, white, or lead colour, with windows of framework of wood. 
The neat vfhile minaret of the mosque rises eminent amidst every vil¬ 
lage. The country was rich in many parts with corn, which had beerf 
already cut; and a cool kiosque was seen, shaded with its luxuriance of 
wood. But all this only whetted my impatience to behold Stamboul, as 
the Turks call it; and night came down again to augment it. For the 
last few days the sky had become more beautiful, of a most delicate 
blue, bounded near the horizon by a ridge of white clouds; and the 
last day <of our voyage was particularly fine, \vl»en a gentle breeze 
VOI.. X. NO. XXXVIII. 1. 
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brought us towards the capital of the East. The first view rather dis¬ 
appoints you ; the surrounding shores are not striking, and you are in¬ 
clined to ask, where is the magnificence of Constantinople? But when 
you enter the canal, and turn the point where stands the seraglio, and 
the site of the city, being built on declivities, rises higher, so that 
houses appear to range on houses—and Pera and Galata, with the 
immense dark grove of cypress on the place of graves that crowns the 
hill, open to your view—you are struck with admiration. The houses 
of wood, of which the city is chiefly built, have indeed nothing grand 
in their appearance ; three-fourths of the fronts are taken up with win¬ 
dows. But it is the novel and beautiful blending of trees and verdure 
with every part; the innumerable minarets, some with gilded tops 
that glitter in the sun; and the superior mosques, of a nobler appear¬ 
ance, and towering above all other buildings,—which impress the mind 
of a stranger with feelings unknown at the sight of any other Euro¬ 
pean city. A 

Our vessel being bound for Odessa, proceeded up the river to the 
village of Buyukder^, a few miles distant, celebrated for its beauty. 
This afforded an excellent opportunity to view the scenery; and few 
who have once done this can ever forget it. Each side of the river— 
a noble stream, of a mile, or sometimes half that in width—was thickly 
covered with habitations. In one part was a mosque of the purest 
white marble, most richly ornamented and gilded, and t^e dark cypress 
around it. On the left, a summer seraglio of the Sultan, with its 
small pleasure-ground, stretched along the shore. The hills on the 
European side, descending nearly close to the river, and prettily 
wooded, yet so small that they looked in miniature; and the little 
Turkish houses, standing in the river, or hanging in parapets over it, 
or thrown back in a retiring wood,—put you in mind of what you had 
imagined of Chinese scenery and dw’ellings. My view often wandered 
W'ith delight over the Asiatic side, as the scene of future pleasures. 
At last, I said to mysc*lf,—My long cherished hopes arc accomplished ; 
it is all oriental tha: I see; but my expectations are surpassed. After 
casting anchor at Buyukdere, the captain procured a boat to carry u.s 
back to Const»uinople. One Turkish rower only had to pull against 
a strong wind for some miles ; it was most laborious work for him, 
though well paid : it was the fast of Uamadan ; and the poor fellow 
pointed to his stomach very expressively, to signify he had eaten nothing 
all day. It was evening as we entered the basin of Constantinople ; 
and it was like a scene of enchantment. The seraglio, in part a range 
of white buildings, beautifully figured in front, with hanging roofs of a 
lea*d colour, but witliout any njagnificence of architecture, stood close 
to the water’s edge ; behind was a rich and moveles.s mass of cypress, 
varied by the vast domains of the palace, which occasionally glittered 
through or rose over it. On the left was Scutari, one of the suburbs 
on the Asiatic side, with its white mosques: and as we drew nearer the 
landing-place, large boats, with Turks of all ranks and dresses, passed 
rapidly by. 

JlVe were not aware of the tumults and massacres of which Constanti¬ 
nople had been the scene. It was not safe for a European to pass 
through Pera and Galata without a janizary. On landing at the latter 
suburb, V e enferod a coffi'c-housc : but the Turks, with impressive ges- 
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warhc^ us away. Not only the soldiers, but all the populace, 
bore arms: the very boys had their pistols and ataghan, and had learned 
to dip their hands in blood. Almost every day some dreadful atrocity 
was acted. There was no mercy for the Greek, wherever discovered: 
no home could shelter him, save the palaces of the ambassadors. The 
vVindows of the lofly apartment where we lodged looked down on a 
cemetery, with its cypress-grove. As soon as evening set in, the firing 
of mus(|[iiets and pistols commenced around it, and was kept up at in¬ 
tervals througli the night: this rendered it very unsafe to walk there 
after sunset. Of the Greek boyars, or noblemen, scarcely one now 
remains. Those who were not slain in the tumults have fled from their 
homes, and left their families and possessions at the mercy of the 
Turks. The village of Therapia on the Bosphorus was celebrated 
alike for the beauty of its wornen'and the uncommon loveliness of its 
situation. It was a luxury to a stranger in the cool of evening to see 
the Greek ladies and princesses vvalking there, with their raven hair 
scarcely confined, and the rich veil turned aside; their classic features 
and fine forms harmonizing well with the exquisite scenery around. 
But now every path is silent there, and their palaces are deserted. 

As I sat one afternoon beneath the portico of the Palace of the Jani¬ 
zaries in Constantinople, two Greeks, of a superior class, were brought 
in under a guard. It was impossible not to be moved at such a scene. 
They were both^ elderly men; and as they walked with a firm step, their 
looks were placid and resigned. Their fate was inevitable ; their re¬ 
treat Iiad been discovered, and they were torn from their families to die. 
Indeed it was singular to observe the resignation, approacliing to 
apathy, w'ith which the Greeks in general met their fate. One unfor¬ 
tunate man had made his escape ; but so strong was his desire after a 
few weeks to sec his family again, that he ventured back. The very 
evening of his return he was discovered in Galata, and dragged forth. 
The Greek knelt down, folded his afms on his breast tranquilly, with¬ 
out any change of feature, and was instantly slfbt. I pasqcd by the 
body of this man twice afterwayls : the Turks, as was tlu'fj* frequent 
practice after beheading, had fixed the head between the knees in an 
upright position, so that its ghastly aspect was sure te*mect the pas¬ 
senger. The Musulmen certainly excel all other people in their dexte- 
lity in taking off the head at one blow. Afterwards, at Smyrna, I 
Went early one morning to the execution^ of twenty-three Greeks, 
who were put to death in this way without pain. But the scene was 
closed before 1 arrived at the spot, where the bodies were then lying 
in a heap. It w-as truly shocking to see how cheap human life was 
held. The women were better off in this respect: but woe to those 
who had any beauty! they always found rtieir way to the harems of 
the Turks, to become their slaves and mistresses ; while the plain ones 
were cared nothing about. A young and very lovely Greek was of¬ 
fered for sale by an Armenian merchant at Constantinople for twenty 
tiiousand piastres (about six hundred pounds). One of the pashas 
owed him that sum, and sent him this lady, who had become his cap- 
live, as payment, with directions that he nmst sell her for the lull 
amount. The sex were, indeed, sadly degratled at this period. At 
the storming of Ilivaly, a Greek town on the coast of Asia Minor, the 
Turks having put all the men to the sword, and secured the few 
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brautios for their seraglios, sold the rest of the women for fifty piastre®,’ 
or thirty shillings, a-piece. In several of the xiarehovses of tho Englislt 
merchants at Smyrna, the ladies were crowded together, of all kfods, 
ranks, ages, and charms, too happy to escape the hands of the triie 
believers, never daring to quit their retreat, and supplied with foo^‘b|y 
the generosity of their protectors.—But to return to Stamboul. How 
entire a change from the freedom and gaiety of France, which we had 
so lately left! The women you meet have a most repulsive app^rance : 
a huge cloak hangs down to their feet, and a thick white veil covers thd 
upper part of the face;—the pallid hue of the small part exposed, with 
the dark eyes peering earnestly over the veil, gives them just the ap¬ 
pearance of corpses. 

The various costumes of the Turks have much interest fora stranger. 
They are certainly, in personal appearance, the finest people in Europe, 
and their figures are much set off by their magnificent dress. During 
the feast of Beiram, when every man, from the prince to the peasant, 
puts on his best apparel, nothing could be more striking than the 
infinite variety and splendour of their dresses. The beauty of the 
Turks is peculiar; the features have a general bluntness, without 
“ points or angles.” The thick and heavy eyebrow covers a full, 
round, and dark eye; the nose straight, and the chin round, with a 
very handsome mouth. They walk extremely erect; and their large 
limbs, their slow pace, and flowing garments, give them a very majestic 
air. They will sit on benches spread with soft carpet's, in the open 
air, a great part of the day ; and you see some of them reclining so 
moveless, with their head and noble white beard resting on their 
bosoms, and clothed in a light pink or white drapery, that they bring 
to mind the scene of the ancient Roman senators, when the Goths 
first rushed into the Forum and took their tranquil forms for statues. 
But nothing can exceed their indolence : they hold a string of beads 
in their hands of different colours, <0 play with like children, from mere 
inanity of thought, duting the intervals of smoking. - 

From the extreme tranquillity and r^ularfty of their lives, and their 
freedom from*strong passions, derangement is a very rare circum¬ 
stance with tlu^ people, We one day visited the house for lunatics, tho 
only one in the city. It possessed a spacious court, with a fountain 
and trees in the middle ; and the cells were ranged around. The per¬ 
sons confined were very few; and the madness of each one was quiet 
and meditative, if such an‘expression is allowable. There was no vio¬ 
lence or strong emotion of any kind manifested. One old man was 
happy to play his guitar and sing to any visitor. 

Eove can have little power on the mind, with a people among whom 
the free association of the sestes, or the knowledge ol" each other, is 
forbid by custom. For ambition, or the restless desire to rise in the 
world, whether to riches or fame, the Turk certainly cares less than any 
other being. The pride of family, or the trouble of sustaining it, 
afi^cts him little, there being no orders of nobility amongst them. 
Give him his Arab horses, his splendid arms, his pipe and coffee, his 
seat in the shade, and the Turk is in general contented with the state 
which Alla has assigned him. The pleasures of the table have few 
clranns for him, for no other nation can equal his temperance at table. 
But his idol, his ruling passion, is beauty: for this/ he will pay any 



141 


Comlantimpie, 

l>ricc. He will procure this from every nation : when the first wife of 
hi» fant^y begins to lose the freshness of her charms, he will seek 
another more seductive; no matter whether Persian, Circassian, Greek, 
or Armenian* How admirably the prophet has adapted his paradise 
to the passions of his countrymen!—“ The banks of roses on which 
the true believer sinks down, the palm, the orange, and the trees of per¬ 
fume waving their eternal shadows over him, the fountains which gush 
away witli a sound as of melody—all would be tame and unavailing, but 
for the maids of immortal beauty who await him there.” 

The feast of Beiram having commenced, we went to see the cele¬ 
brated game of the jerrid, or hurling the blunt javelin; forming a 
party of six gentlemen, and attended by three janizaries The coffee¬ 
houses in the suburbs of the city are often beautifully situated and 
sliaded: near one of these were a number of little cars, very gaudily 
painted and canopied, with carpets in them ; where the Turk reclined 
at his ease, and was drawn by theliand, by means of a long pole affixed. 
'I’he weather was very hot; and our path was through the immense 
burial-ground on the summit of the hill, covered with its dark mass of 
noble cypress-trees. The tomb-stones were narrow, four or five feet 
high, with a turban of stone carved on the top, and adorned with va¬ 
rious inscriptions, many of which, as well as the monument, were richly 
gilded. 

You could net help contrasting this Eastern cemetery with that most 
interesting one at Paris of Pore La Chaise. There all was taste, ele¬ 
gance,'and tenderness, 'rhe beds of flowers and garlands that adorned 
the neat mausoleums of white marble, on which the sun shone—or the 
darker monuments which stood apart, shrouded by the cypress—all 
kept so clean and sacred, that a survivor might delight to retire there 
to mourn. Here there was a deep and impenetrable gloom, and a 
stillness well suited to it. You saw only here and there a female 
figure sitting on the earth, and mourning at the. tomb of her husband 
or son; but her grief had no voice; and her face then partly un¬ 
shrouded, with its pallid hue, looked as little enchantiAg as death it¬ 
self. On emerging from this vast cemetery, we descended the hill, and 
entered Ismail wood, where groups of Turks were'seated in the 
shade, or beneath awnings, smoking and conversing, or amused with 
a buffoon. The field of action presented a scene truly interesting and 
oriental. It formed a kind of araphitheattre, the steep declivity of 
which was covered with innumerable spectators, who sat in rows on 
the ground, their turbaned heads, of all the colours of the rainbow, 
rising in ridges one over the other p) the summit. Above these, ^n 
the brow of the hill, were pitched a number ^f tents ; and beside them 
stood several open carriages, filled with Turkish ladies, yet veiled. 
The Sultan was in a kiosque that overlooked the field, before which 
were ranged his guards, uncommonly fine men, all in white dresses. 
A number of beautiful Arabian coursers, richly caparisoned and held 
by grooms, stood around, and gave a variety to the scene. In the small 
valley below were the combatants with the jerrid. The wild Turkish 
music struck up, and the game was warmly engaged in. The dexte¬ 
rity of the players was admirable; starting at lull speed in all direc¬ 
tions, they threw the jerry! with infinite skill, and warded off their 
antagonist’s, or cauglii it as it flew.' - 
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Though there are no carriages here, yet the Turkish boats, in which 
you are borne rapidly to any part of the shores of the Bosphorus, are 
an exceeding luxury. They are very light, and finely carved within, 
and often gilded. You are pestered, the moment you arrive at the 
water’s edge, with innumerable applications. The boatmen are .admi¬ 
rable rowers: so many of them have the privilege of being the pro¬ 
phet’s cousins, that the green turban is quite common among them. 
We embarked one fine morning to visit the islands of Chalce, Prinkipo, 
and others, seven miles from the city. The scenery they contain is 
really exquisite. There is a convent in each; a recluse could never 
wish for a lovelier retirement. A party of the natives were seated in 
the shade of a large tree, smoking and sipping coffee. It would bo 
worth while to know how far a Turk is sensible of the picturesque; 
he certainly has the range of the finest parts of the world. But it is 
quite amusing sometimes to see him seated beneath the portico of a 
coffee-house, that overlooks scenes vvlfrch have no equal: with his little 
cup of coffee or sherbet, which be sips at intervals, musing between, or 
eating swectn>cats with childish fondness; while his deep external so¬ 
lemnity, his formidable weapons, and lofty demeanour, afford a singu¬ 
lar contrast. On landing at Prinkipo we vi’ere surrounded by a num¬ 
ber of unfortunate Greeks, wlio were Iruly objects of sympathy and 
pity. They bad not taken any part in the revolution; but, being not 
wholly free from suspicion, were sent here by the Turkkih government 
to await their doom. What this would be they knew not: they put 
the most eager questions to us: the deep dejection of their counte¬ 
nances, for most of them looked pale and wretched, shewed how bitter 
was the state of suspense in which they were held; and it was not in 
our power to give them any consolation. 

We set out very early one morning, a party of six, to make the tour 
of the walls of Constantinople. It vas a very sultry and cloudless day *, 
but any fatigue would, have been repaid by such a promenade. The 
country iii.'the immediate neighbourhood it ^s vain to attempt to de¬ 
scribe. These^ancient walls have a inrfst noble and venerable appear¬ 
ance; they arQ about forty feet high in many parts, with their towers 
quite shrouded with ivy. But it was in vain we attempted to discover 
the place of the breach by which tlie Turks entered. The whole 
circuit of the walls is eighteen miles ; but the line towards the sea is not 
so lofty. About a mile off, on the plain, is the lofty mound, wlioie 
Mahmoud planted Iiis standard, and first beheld the city; and, trans¬ 
ported with its beauty, swore by the prophet never to stif thence till 
it Xfas his own. It is directly opppsitc the gate of Toplicani, whence 
the unfortunate Constantirte made his last sally, and, being mortally 
wounded, was borne to a shaded spot near by, where be expired. 
There was an Armenian coffee-house at this place, outside the wall: 
we entered it, and soon felt the reality of Oriental luxury. When ex¬ 
hausted by heat and fatigue, to recline on soft cushions by the side of 
a fountain, to drink Arabian coffee or sherbet, and take Ae Argillee, 
where the smoke, after passing through a vase of water, comes cooled 
through a soft and curling tube to the mouth; all this acts on the 
senses with a powerful charm. We afterwards came to the ruins of a 
small Greek church lately destroyed, that had been held in peculiar 
veneration, on account of some sacred fish preserved there in a pool 
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with inflnite care. At the storming of the city hy Maliinond, the vvalh 
near which this church sto.)d was considered impregnable. One of 
the Greek priests was frying some fish, secure in his situation. On u 
messenger entering with the news that the Turks were forcing their way 
in, “ I would as soon believe,” exclaimed the priest, “ that these fish 
would leap out of the pan, and swim about the room, as such an impos> 
sible event.” Strange to say, the thing actually happened; and these 
sacred fish were preserved till lately inviolable, but they too have fallen, 
with their masters, before the sacrilegious Turks. While we were there, 
t\np poor Greeks drew nigh, with marks of the deepest reverence ; and 
one of them shed tears at sight of the ruins. We then took a boat and 
landed not far from the Atmeidan, or chief square of the city : here 
stands the splendid mosque of Sultan Mahmoud ; but no European 
at that time was allowed to enter the mosques, and we could only gaze 
on the outside of Saint Sophia. On passing by one of the gates of the 
seraglio, it stood open and afforded a glimpse at the rich gardens 
within ; but this was forbidden'ground. At the foot of the gate lay a 
number of heads of the wretched Greeks, and the boys were tumbling 
them about like footballs. Near this was a large fountain of a strik¬ 
ingly rich and elegant appearance, carved and gilded on the four 
sides, with several streams of water gushing out. The care shown by 
this people to provide the luxury of water for the traveller cannot be 
too highly praised, and prevails all over the East. At intervals 
along the roads and within the city are erected neat stone fountains, 
placed, if possible, in the shade of trees; with a tin vessel suspended 
by a chain, to drink out of. We entered next the great bazaar, 
called the Bezestein. The bazaars arg places of high interest to 
lounge in. Each trade has its own street and department. The cir¬ 
cular roof, by which also the light enters, screens them from the heat. 
It is a great treat to sit beside one of the merchants on his elevated 
seat, and observe the variety of jKiople of various ranks and costumes 
who pass before you. The Persian, the Armenian, the Nubian, and 
the Tartar merchants,* arrived with caravans from thc’,most distant 
parts of Asia; pilgrims from Mecca, with their green turbans, and 
toil-worn yet haughty features—for each devotee hol^ his head higher 
after that enterprise. Dervishes, who traverse all parts of the empire, 
some half naked, others decked in various ornaments. The Turkish 
merchant comes here at an early hour, mounts into his little shop, sits 
in his soft slippers, with his pipe in hlk hand, and is supplied with 
coffee at intervals from the seller close by : he never asks for custom, 
but waits tranquilly till applied to. Thus he remains till sunset. 

We spent a few days very delightfully at Therapia, at the house of 
Mr. L.; where a very singular adVentwre befel us. After sunset we 
set out on a long walk with Mr. and Mrs. L. and ascended the hill 
above the village. After enjoying a good while the wide and exquisite 
scenery which the path commanded—the whole channel of the Bos¬ 
phorus, ihe Black Sea, and the seven-hilled city in the distance—wc 
proposed to return direct home; but the lady preferred descending to 
the water-side, and to return by a more agreeable and circuitous path. 
The tents of the Turkish soldiers, wild and irregular troops lately 
arrived from Asia Minor, were scattered on the declivities around; and 
it was certainly not prudent to be walking at so late an hour, and with- 
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out a guard. We had nearly gained the foot of the hill when we were 
challenged by a sentinel from a bank above : several others soon came 
up, and arrested our progress. They conducted us to the tent of their 
chief, in the midst of which he was reclining on a carpet; but the en¬ 
tire ignorance of each other’s language rendered the interview useless. 
The scene was very striking. The group of tents stood on a lofty bank 
at the water’s edge, and the watch-fires at the entrance of each threw a 
vivid glare around: the whole was overspread by a noble group of trees, 
througii the massy foliage of which the moonlight scarcely penetrated. 
We w'ere then ordered to a spot outside the tent, where the ro]tts 
crossing formed a sort of barrier. They most probably took us for 
Greeks ; for soon after leaving Therapia a party of soldiers came there 
in search of two Greek gentlemen and a lady ; and our companion's 
dress, in a light blue turban and black veil, favoured this idea. T'he 
chief at last allowed us to enter his tent, where he again endeavoured 
to examine us. lie was a bold-looking, man, with a handsome black 
beard and very graceful gesture : his tent was dimly lighted by a large 
lamp, made of fine oiled cotton ; and many of his soldiers, wild-looking 
fellows, and variously armed, formed a circle round. At last they 
brought coffee and pipes, the pledges of peace, helping the lady last, 
as an inferior being in their eyes, who throughout had shown great 
coolness and presence of mind. We had no prospect now but of 
spending the night here ; and the idea was any thing but pleasant. 
Mr. L. at last thought of sending a message to Georgi, a French 
servant in Therapia, who spoke Turkish. Tlie chief in the mean 
lime grew more friendly ; he drew from beneath his pillow his beautiful 
Damascus sabre, two-edged ^r about half the blade, and inscribed 
with characters from the Koran. After a long delay Georgi at last 
arrived, and soon explained who we were: but the bey insisted on 
sending us under a guard before the Pasha, who with his army was 
encamped in the beautiful valley of Buyukderc, about two miles dis¬ 
tant. Four soldiers attended us ; and as we drew near the camp, it pre¬ 
sented a scene truly interesting. The white tents in one part were 
ranged close to tfie edge of an inlet of the Bosphorus ; and the light of 
their watch-fire?,r spread over the w.iters, mingled with the most soft 
and cloudless moonlight. As we advanced into the wood, large 
groups of soldiers were seated smoking beneath the trees, and almost 
shrouded by their deep shade. Farther on in the valley, this camp of 
seven thousand troops was li|;hted by numerous lines of fires; or the 
blaze of the pine-torch suspended from the trees. We reached at last 
the tent of the Pasha, who was absent from the camp ; but his chief 
officer., tlic Kiaia Bey, was there, with two more officers of rank. 
The tent was lined with crimeon ^Ik, and floored with a rich Persian 
carpet. The chief behaved in a very polite manner; apologized for his 
people having arrested us; but advi.sed us never to walk out late again 
without a guard, in such disturbed times, as he could not be answer- 
able for the behaviour of the irregular troops. Delicious Arabian 
coffee was then introduced in small china cups, placed in another cup 
of chased silver, according to the eastern custom. The spectacle 
around was truly barbaric ; some large pine-torches, hung from the trees, 
were fiercely burning before the tent, and their light was thrown over 
the various-coloured and splendid dresses . of a number of soldiers 
ranged around ; while at a .short distapiJe, amongst the trees, (he wild 
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yet «weet Turkish music was played, accompanied with singing. The 
general ordered a guard of six soldiers to accompany us back to The- 
rapia, where we arrived at a late hour. 

The mosque of the whirling dervishes aflorded a singular exhibition 
during the feast of Beiram. Taking oft* our shoes at the entrance, we 
mingled among the assemblage of Turks that was seated on the floor. 
There was a great deal of simplicity and elegance in the building: a 
large circular space in the middle was enclosed by a railing, within 
which were near twenty dervishes. Above was a gallery, with a front of 
gilt lattice-work, which held a great number of spectators as well as 
the musicians. The devotions, if so they may be called, began withthe 
chanting some parts of the Koran, by a dervise in the gallery, whose 
voice gradually became louder, and the dervishes below began to walk 
round in a circle, slowly, with their avms folded. At last the music 
struck up a lively strain; and one of them, advancing into the middle of 
the circle, began to spin round Ijke a top. They all threw off th. outer 
garment, and in their white vest set to spinning, with their arms ex¬ 
tended in a line with the top of their head, and their eyes closed. It is 
really incredible how they could endure such an incessant motion for 
such a length of time, it being continued for more than an hour, with 
two or three intervals of rest of a few minutes each. Though so many 
in a small splice, and their vest flung out like a parachute, they did 
not come in contact with each other. 

The same Say we had the pleasure of seeing the Sultan go in pro* 
cession to the mosque. He landed from his splendid barge at the en¬ 
trance of the fort, and advanced slowly on a most beautiful charger, 
surrounded by liis guards and chief offleers on foot. First came the 
janizaries in red ; then the soldiers, who wore magnificent plumes of 
white feathers, in the form of a crescent, fixed on their gilded helmets: 
these carried battle-axes richly adorned. Immediately around the 
Sultan were his body-guards, uncommonly fine men, their turban and 
whole dress of the purest white. He is a very handsome man, with a 
mild and melancholy as'pect, about forty years of age.^ 


THJi TWO SWANS. A FAIRY TALK. 

Immortal Imogen, crown'd queen above 
'fhe lilies of thy sex, vovichsaf® lo hear 
A fairy dream in honour of true love— 

I’rue above ills, and frailty, and all fear— 

Perchance a shadow of his own career 

Whose youth was darkly prison’d and long twin’d 

By serpent-sorrow, till wnite iJovc drew near. 

And sweetly sang him free, and round his mind 
A bright horizon tlirew, wherein no grief may wind 

I saw a tower builded on a lake. 

Mock’d by its inverse shadow, dark and deep— 
'fhat seem’d a still intenscr night to make. 

Wherein the r|uiet waters sunk to sleep,— 

And, whatsoe’er was prison’d in that keep, 

A monstroua ^nake yvss warden :—round and round 
In snhle riftdets 1 behplil him creep 
Blackest atnM,bhfcK ihWows to the ground, 

Whilst his eijbmoushc^ the topmost turret nuun’d. 
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From whence He shot fierce light agaiiisl the stars. 
Making the pale moon paler with afl’right; 
i\nd with his ruby eye out-threaien’d Mars— 

Tliat blazed in the mid-heavens, hot and bright— 
Nor slept, nor wink’d, but with a steadfast spite 
Watch’d their wan looks and tremblings in the skies 
And that he might not slumber in the night. 

The curtain-lids were pluck’d from his large eyes. 

So he might never drowze, but watch his secret prize- 

Prince or princess in dismal durance pent, 

V'^ictinis or old Enchantment’s love or hate. 

Their lives must all in painful sighs be spent. 
Watching the lonely waters soon and late, 

A.nd clouds that pass and leave them to their fate. 

Or company their grief with heavy tears :— 
Meanwhile that Hope can no golticn gate 
For sweet escapement, but in darksome fears 
1 hey wee)) and pine away as if immortal years. 

No gentle bird with gold upon its wing 
Will porch upon the gratc^—the gentle bird 
Is safe in leafy <lell, and will not bring 
Freedom’s sweet key-note and commission word 
Lcarn’d of a fairy’s lips, for pity stirr’d— 

I.est while he trembling sings, untimely guest! 
Watch’d by that cruel snake and darkly heard. 

Fie lease a widow on her lonely nest, . 

To |)ress in silent grief the darlings of her breast. 

No callant knight, ad\cnturous, in bis bark 
VVill seek the fruitful perils of the |)lacc. 

To rouse with dipping oar the waters dark 
That bear that serpent-image on thedr face. 

AtidLo\e, brave Love! though he attempt the hast. 
Nerved to his loyal death, he may not win 
His ca|)ti\c lady from the^trict embrace 
Of that foul serpent, clas|>ing her within 
H,is sable folds'^—like JEve enthrall’d by .the old Sin. 

Hut there is none—no knight'in panoply. 

Nor Love, intrench’d in his strong steely coat : 
Nr/bllle speck—no sail—no helper nigh. 

No sign—no whispering—no ])lash of boat:— 

Tlie distant shores show dimly and remote. 

Made of a dee))cr mist,—serene and grey,— 

And slow and mttte the cloudy shadows float 
Over the gloomy wave, and pass away, 

(’based by the silver beams that on their marges play. 

And bright and silvery the willows sleep 

Over the shady v^rge-«-no mad winds tease 

Their hoary heads j but miietly they weep 

’I'heir sprinkling leaves—naif fountains and hall t.iei 

There lilies be—and fairer than all these, 

A solitary Swan her hicast of snow 
Launches against the wave that seems to freeze 
Into a chaste reflection, still below 
'I\v in-shadow of herself wherever she may go. 

And forth she paddles in the very noon 
Of solemn midnight like an cl6n thing, 

Oharm’d into being by tnoon — 

Whose silver light for love wing 
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Goes with her in the shade, still worshiping 
Her dainty plumage :—all around her grew 
A radiant circlet, like a fairy ring j 
And all behind, a liny little clue 
Of light, to guide her back across the waters blue. 

And sure she is no meaner than a fay. 

Redeem’d from sleepy death, for beauty’s sake. 

By old ordainment:—silent as she lay. 

Touch’d by a mooidight wand I saw her wake. 

And cut her lealy slough, and so forsake 
The verdant prison of ner lily peers. 

That slept amidst the stars upon the lake— 

A breathing sliapc—restored to human fears. 

And new-born love and grief—self-conscious of her tears. 

And now she clasps'her wings around her heart. 

And near that lonely isle begins to glide 
Pale as her fears, and ufttimes with a start 
Turns her iinjiatient head from side to side 
In universal terrors—all too wide 
I’o watch ; and often to that marble keep 
lJ|>turns her pearly eyes, as if she spied 
Some foe, and crouches in the shadow’s steep 
That in the gloomy wave go diving fathoms deep. 

And well she may, to spy that fearful thing 
^Ail down the dusky waills in circlets wound; 

Alas ! for what rare pri^e, with many a ring 
Girding the marble casket round and round? 

His folded tail, lost in the gloom profound. 

Terribly darkeneth the rocky base ; 

But on the top his monstrous head is crown’d 
With prickly spears, and on his doubtful face 
Gleam his unwearied eyes, red watchers of the place. 

Alas! of the hot fires that nightly fall. 

No one will scorch htm in those orbs of spite. 

So he may never sec beneath the wmll 

That timid little creature, all too bright, \ 

'That stretches hdr fair neck, slender and white. 
Invoking the pale moon, and vainly tries 
Her throbbing throat, as if to charm the iri^ht 
With song—out, hush—it perishes in sighs. 

And tlierc will be no dirge sail-swclling though she dies ! 

She droops—she sinks—she leans upon the lake. 
Fainting again into a lifeless llower ; 

But soon the chilly springs anoint and wake 
Her spirit from its death, and with new jtower 
.Slie sheds her stifled sorrows in a shower 
Of tender song, timed t*> hej falling tears— 

That wins the shady summit of that tower. 

And, trembling all the sweeter for its fears. 

Fills with imploring moan that cruel monster’s cars. 

And, lo! the scaly beast is all deprest. 

Subdued like Argus by the might of sound— 

What time A))ollo his sweet lute addrest 
To magic converse with the air, and Imuiid 
The many monater eyca, all slumber-drown’d :— 

So on the that W’atchful snake 

Pillows ht» and lists profound. 

As if bis wmtikitu spi^B would nc\cr wake, 

GhariijM into sudden and Beauty’s ‘^ake ! 
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His prickly crcsllies prone upon his crown. 

And thirsty lip from lip disparted flies. 

To drink that dainty flood of music down— 

His scaly throat is big with pent-up sighs— 

And whilst his hollow car entranced lies, 

H is looks for envy of the charmed sense 
Arc fain to listen, till his steadfast eyes. 

Stung into pain by their own impotence, 

Oistil enormous tears into the lake immense. 

Oh, tuneful swan! oh, melancholy bird! 

Sweet was that midnight miracle of song, 

Rich with ripe sorrow, needful of no word 
To tell of pain, and love, and love’s deep wrong— 
Hinting a piteous tale—perchance how long 
Thy unknown tears were mingled with the lake. 
What time disguised thy leafy mates among— 

And no eye knew what human love and ache 
Dwelt in those dewy leaves, and •heart so nigh to break 

Therefore no poet will nngently touch 
The water-lily, on whose eyelids dew 
Trembles like tears ; but e\er hold it such 
As human pain may wander through and through. 
Turning the pale leaf paler in its hue— 

Wherein life dwells, transfiguicd, not entomb’d. 

By magic spells. Alas ! who ever knew 
Soirow in all its shapes, leafy and plumed, * 

Or in gross husks of brutes eternally inhumed i 

And now the winged song has scaled the height 
Of that dark dwelling, builded for despair. 

And soon a little casement flashing bright 
Widens self-open’d into the cool air— 

That music like a bird may enter there 
And soothe the capti\e in his stony cage; 

For there is nought of grief, or painful caje. 

But plaintive sojig may happily enjeage 
From* sense of its own ill, and tenderly assttage. 

And foVth into the light, sinall and remote, 

A creaj.ure, like the fair son of a king. 

Draws rt> the lattice in his jewelPd coat 
Against the silver moonlight glistening. 

And leans upon his white hand listening 
To that sweet music^that with tenderer tone 
Salutes him, wondering what kindly thing 
Is come to soothe him with so tuneful moan. 

Singing beneath the walls as if for him alone! 

• And while he listens, the mysterious song. 

Woven with timid p&rticlcs of speech. 

Twines into passionate words that grieve along 
'I'he melancholy and softly teach 

The secrets of true love,—that trembling reach 
His earnest ear, and through the shadows <luu 
He missions-like replies, and each to each 
'I’hcir silver voices mingle into one. 

Like blended streams that make one music as they run. 
“ Ah! Love, my hope is swooniirg in niy heart,— 

Ay, sweet, my cage is strongAtra fating^ full high— 
Alas ! our lips are held 

Thy wqrds come faint, they hfliye so' fit to fly!— 
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If I may only shun that sernent-eye,-— 

All, me! that serpent-trye doth never sleep- 
I’hen, nearer thee. Love’s martyr, I will die 1— 

Alas, alas I that word has made me weep I 
For pity’s sake remain safe in thy marble keep! 

My marble keep ! it is my marble tomb— 

Nay, sweet! but thou hast there thy living breath— 

Aye to expend in sighs for this hard doom ;— 

Rut 1 will come to thee and sing beneath. 

And nightly so beguile this serpent wreath ;— 

Nay, 1 will find a path from these despairs. 

Ah, needs then thou must tread the back of death. 

Making bis stony ribs thy stony stairs.— 
f^hold his ruby eye, how fearfully it glares!” 

Full sudden at these words, the princely youth 
l^aps on the scaly oack that slumbers, 'still 
Unconscious of his foot, yet not for ruth. 

But numb’d to dubiess by the fairy skill 
Of that sweet music (all more wild and shrill 
For intense fear) that charm’d b'm as he lay— 

Meanwhile the lover nerves his desperate will. 

Held some short throbs by natural dismay. 

Then down, down the serpent-track begiiisnis darksome way. 

Now dimly seen—now toiling out of sight, 

Fdipsed and cover’d by the envious wall ; 

• Now fair and spangled in the sudden light. 

And clinging with wide arms for fear oi fall ; 

Now dark and shelter’d by a kindly pall 
Of dusky shadow from his wakeful foej 
Slowly lie winds adown—dimly and small, 

Waten’d by the gentle Swan that sings below. 

Her hope increasing, still, the larger he doth grow. 

But nine times nine the serpent folds embrace 
'I’lie marble walls abQut—which he must tread 
Before his anxious foot may touchy the base : 

Long is the dreary path, and must he sped ! . 

But Love, that h<}lus the mastery of dread,, * 

Braces his spirit, and with constant toil 

He wins his way, and now, with arms outspread. 

Impatient plunges from the last long coil: 

So may all gentle Love ungentle Malice foil. 

The song is hush’d, the charm is ^11 complete. 

And two fair Swans are swiillming on the lake , 

But scarce their tender hills have time to meet. 

When ficrccT;^ drops adown that cruel Snake— 

His steely scales a fearful rustling make. 

Like autumn leaves tha^ tremble and foretell 
The sable storm ;—the pluii/y lovers quake— 

And feel the troubled waters pant and swell. 

Heaved by the giant bulk of their pursuer fell. 

His jaws, wide yawning like the gates of Death, 

Hiss horrible pursuit—'his red eyes glare 
The water.s into blood—his eager breath 
Grows hot upon their plumes:—now, minstrel fair! 

She drops her ring into the waves, and there 
It widens all aroutKl;^' a fairy ring 
Wrought lilwr iight—the fearful pair 

Swim in thv Itiiditt and pant and cling 
The closer for.t'haur hkti, and tremble wingfo wing. 
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Bending their course over the pale grey lake, 

Against the pallid East, wherein light play'd 

In tender {lushes, still the bafEed Snake 

Circled them round continually, and bay’d 

Hoarsely and loud, forbidden to invade 

The sanctuary ring—his sable mail 

Hull’d darkly through the Hood, and wiitlied and made 

A shining track over the waters pale. 

Lash’d into boiling foam by his enormous tail. 

And so they sail’d into the distance dim, 

Into the very di.'.tanrc—small and white. 

Like snowy blossoms of the spring lliat swim 
Over the brooklets—follow’d by the spite 
Of that huge serpent, that willi wild aflVight 
Worried them on their course, and sore annoy, 

'Fill on the grassy marge I saw them ’light. 

And change, anon, a gentle girl and boy, 

Lock’d in embrace of sweet unutterable joy I 

I'heii came the Morn, and with her pearly show'crs 
Wept on them, like a mother, in w hose eyes 
Teais arc no grief; and from his rosy bowers 
'I’he Oriental sun began to rise. 

Chasing the darksome shadows from the skies; 

herewith that sable Serpent far away 
Eled, like a part of night—delicious sighs 
El mil waking blossoms purihed ilie dty, 

And little birds were singing sweetly front each sjiray. 


SNEEZING. 

Mu. Editor,— All the w'orld has heard of St. Kilda, though all the 
world has not been in St. Kilda ; and all the world has read Martin, ex¬ 
cept that part of the world which has only heard of Martin. Theiefore 
all the world knows that rtvheneve'f a stranger lands in St. Kilda, St. 
Kilda catches Ji cold and falls a-siieczing. I do not mean St. Kilda 
himself, because h6 has been de»d and bhried thirteen hundred and 
sixty-threc years •„ nor the island, because though it has a Ness, or 
nose, that nose is made of granite, and consequently not subject to 
what is called the catarrhal inflammation. No, Sir, the jthilosophical 
fact is, that all the inhabitants of tlie island of St. Kilda, amounting to 
one hundred and ten individuals at this present writing, catch one hun¬ 
dred and ten colds, and perform one hundred and fen sneezes, multi¬ 
plied by a given number of times, at the advent of any stranger who 
may laq,d on this favoured island of the western main. 

Considering the wide scale of ag^, from one week to seventy years, 
and the consequent variation in the nasal organs, the external forms 
ranging from pugs almost invisible to protuberances which might 
parallel Mr, Broaden’s, and the irontal and maxillary sinuses varying 
from the size of a nutshell to that of a porter pot, I shall leave you to 
imagine the harmony which results from this sympathetic consent of the 
noses of St. Kilda, because it is likely that you will never hear the 
symphony itself. 

If you doubt me and Martin, you raaV CO^IRiilLMacaulay ; and if you 
choose to doubt him, you may read Bu4ilmk’Ifyou are so provokingly 
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incredulous-that you will believe none pf us, read Dr. Johnson : and if 
that will not do, road Boswell; or go yourself, or send a deputation of 
the commissioners of the New Monthly. To ascertain but one philo¬ 
sophical truth, in this age when truths are become so scarce, is an affair 
worthy even of that learned body. 

I hope, howevcT, tliat they will have better luck than I. Did I 
not land in St. Kilda on the twenty-ninth of last August, was I not a 
stranger, w'crc not all things fitting, and yet not a sneeze consented to 
rouse St. Kilda’s echoes, and “ none did cry God bless him V* I 
thought at least to see the crystal drop pendent from each nose ; but I 
looked in vain. Was it possible that this universal catcli-cold could 
liavo been concealed in the very scanty allowance of pocket-handker¬ 
chiefs which St. Kilda contained ? Alas ! not even the finger and thumb 
gave notice that a stranger vva.s on iheiv sliores; and even the babe un¬ 
born seemed unconscious of the catarrh-provoking visit. 

But what have facts to do with belief.^ what l)as belief to do with 
evidence? Martin believed, Macaulay believed, Buchan believed. Dr. 
Jolinson believed, Boswell believed—I would have believed if 1 coidd, 
for all St. Kilda believed. I asked the question, I put the question, I 
pushed the question, onlixaire and extraordinaire ; and the whole 
island joined in one indignant shout of assent. It was so, it liad al¬ 
ways been so, it must be so. Where was it now ? Every one looked 
at every other’.s nose; yet no drop distilled, no soiuid was heard, no 
echo reverberated the tale from rock to rock. I applied to the higher 
powers, to the constituted authorities. It was part of the law of the 
kind. The minister vowed it was canon law. It had been so from 
the foundation of the juonaichy,—of the church. St. Kilda himself 
had sneezed at each visitation,—it must be so. It was not so. But 
what on earth has evidence to do with belief? Ask a jury; ask the 
law. All St. Kilda believed in its own belief; and whenever those 
villanous strides which philosophy is making across the world shall 
cause it to set one foot on St. Kilda, why then St. Kilda will wonder 
what has become of the catch-cold ; .and this catarrh will’, follow to the 
lirnbo of forgotten creeds, all the ghosts, and goblins, and second- 
sights, and brownies, and fairies, and Lhamdeargs, and Bhodach glases 
tliat have been the terror and the amusement of us and our ancestors 
for (be Last sixteen eenturies and three quarters. 

But .as there is a reason for every thing, it is our business to find it 
out. IMartin says, that they sneeze with most particular vehemence 
and sound when the steward arrives to collect the rents. Some one else 
says, that they pretend to have a cold that they may claim an oxemj)- 
tion. Macaulay and Buchan say nothing to the purpose ; and Boswell 
and Johnson say less than nothing! Tihe philosophers, who have a 
reason for every thing, say, tjiat they sneeze because it is always an 
east wind when strangers land :—which is an unlucky reason; because 
it is impossible to land in an cast wind. But your true philosopher is 
known by the abundance of his reasons. lie would rather account for 
every thing than know any thing; because the veal business of philo¬ 
sophy is not to be wise, but to appear so. Of which should tlierc be 
any doubt, 1 refer you to the Pr^cieiKscs and the S^avantes, who wear 
their acquirements in ch«!iistry,^d criticism just where they carry the 
flounces which M«dame;|,'lii«d'i^pKes to the same supei (icics. 
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The trutli is, that this is an old, an ancient superstition; and the 
Kildenses have remembered what the rest of their Highland neigh¬ 
bours have forgotten. On some of these coming days, Mr. Editor, if 
you approve, I will show you into these antique superstitions of our 
Highland neighbours a little deeper : in the mean time, if you please 
to blow your nose, you shall see how this matter has arisen. 

In the days of yore sneezing was ominous, and much more. It was 
also the All-hail; probably, because the vocal nose stood in lieu of a 
trumpet or a horn, “ ere horns and trumpets were invented.” If St. 
Kilda sneezes now on the arrival of a stranger, it is because Egypt and 
Greece did the same before; and if you ask me what Egypt and 
Greece have to do with St. Kilda, I must tell you some other day, as 
it would make rather too long a note, and as notes are not the fashion 
in your fashionable journal. The Greek and Roman poets say of a 
beauty, that the Loves and Graces sneezed a welcome at her birth. 
Therefore, St. Kilda sneezes a welcome on a stranger’s arrival; or 
imagines it, which is the same thing. 'The opinion remains when*the 
practice is forgotten, just as he who falls asleep on its highest moun¬ 
tain awakes a poet, because Hesiod did tlie same before on Parnassus ; 
or because—but I must not quote Latin ; and, therefore, the learned 
m-ay consult the first Satire of Persius. The other learned, who do not 
care for Persius, may consult Scoockius or Strada, or the Dissertation 
of Mons. Morin, if they wish to be still more learned in the matter of 
sneezing. But lest they should not like that trouble, I must even 
dram a few drops of ink on the subject, as neither Strada nor Scooc¬ 
kius is just now any more within my reach than theirs. As to Cle¬ 
ment of Alexandria, I shall pass him by, as he knew nothing about 
the matter. He talks like an apothecary on the subject; and when 
did ever an apothecary talk to any purpose ? The Greeks and Romans 
thought better of this business ; and more like the philosophers, w'hich 
they have always shown themselves. ,.S«/rc, said the old Roman to his 
sneezing neighbour; said the Greek. Because sneezing was 

dangerous, says the apothecary. Point da tout ^ it \vas the excuse for 
a compliment. “‘Sternutamentis salutamur,” says Pliny ; it is a duty 
in well-bred society. The Emperor Tiberius insisted on this compli¬ 
ment from all hitf- courtiers, even on a journey, and in the country : 
which is a proof that it was a court etiquette, dispensed with on occa¬ 
sions of familiar intercourse. As we must not read Apulciiis or Pe- 
tronius, it is sufficient to say,, that in the latter, Eumolpus “ salvere 
Gitona jubet,” as Monsieur Giton happened to sneeze under the bed ; 
and that, in the former, a similar compliment is paid to the baker's 
wife in a parallel case of raalapjropos. So mucti for compliments. 
But tfie compliment is borrpwcdt from the omen, says C’lenient of 
Alexandria. He has borrowed, himself, from the Rabbins. Jt was an 
omen of death, say the Rabbins from the creation. Jacob prayed that 
it might be altered. It was altered; and hence the custom of saying 
Tobinr Chaiim, Long life, when a man sneezed. You may consult 
Buxtorf if you want the Hebrew characters for Tobim Chaum. As to 
what Mr. Charles Sigonius says, that this compliment originated in the 
time of Pope Gregory, in consequence of a mortal pestilence attended 
by sneezing, it only proves that he had never read his classics, and was 
equally unlearned in Rabbinical knowlfedgge. This story has been told 
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^ all ike old women, and- is told still, because it was told in the 
Gentleman’s Magazine some years ago. Let us hope that the New 
Montlily will put the old women right. Pope Gregory lived in 750; and 
Jacob,—all the world knows how long before that he lived. 

To return to our compliments. When the Emperor of Monomotapa 
sneezes, the whole city is in an uproar. As he did not borrow from 
Pope Gregory, I suppose we must go back to Jacob at least for the 
origin of this outcry. Doubtless, our friends of St, Kilda have it %)m 
the same source: because Jacob’s stone was brought from the plains 
of Luz to Spain, thence to Ireland, whence it was transferred by Fergus 
I, to Dunstalfnagc, whence Kenneth carried it to Scone, to be forcibly 
abducted by Edward to Westminster Abbey, where it may now be 
seen for one shilling and ninepence—thanks to the liberality of the 
Church! 

But when the Lama sneezes, then, indeed, all Asia feels it to her ut¬ 
most verge and limit: the sound travelling from nose to nose till it is 
reverberated from the great wall df China. The French consider it bois¬ 
terous to say “ God bless you” on these occasions; so much does France 
differ from Tartary. It is only permitted, in the Code de Politesse, to 
pull off*your hat and make a silent bow. 

Aristotle, heaven bless him, is rather dull on this point, considering ^ 
that he was a natural philosopher, and. somewhat more. Sneezing, 
saith the Stagyrite, proceeds from the brain, and is a mark of vigour. 
The brain expels offensive or superfluous ideas through tlie nose, says 
he. It were to be desired that this were the usage still; as now- 
a-days they are apt to find vent through the mouth, to the vast annoy¬ 
ance of liege subjects. And, therefore, we salute the brain when it 
sneezes its energetic tokens of evacuated folly and incumbrance. 
Enough of the Aristotelian philosophy ; and as to what Polydore 
Virgil says., it is as little to the purpose as the predication of Clement 
of Alexandria. 

If they make sneezing a state concern in Mogomotapa and Tartary, 
so they do also in Mesopotamia (or did), and in Siam. • When the 
latter potentate sneezed, a general rejoicing took place in all tlia.t 
triangle which intervenes between the Euphrates and the Tigris; so 
that the whole nation wSs in a perpetual uproar vvhenwer his Majesty 
■hanced to have a cold. Hence it was not allowed to take snuff’, lest 
dll whole business of the state should fall into disorder. In that dis¬ 
trict of' Pluto’s dominions, which is set apart for tlie Siamese, the 
judge keeps a ledger of his prospective subjects. Occasionally he 
consults liis-tablets; impatieirt for the arrival of the next comer ; and 
thus on whosesoever name he fixes his fiery eye, the fated individual’s 
nose respond-! in sympathetic sneeze. « Hence it is, that the men of 
Siam bless 0 h other from the foul fiend, wliose influence is marked in 
inipciiding omens on the echoing nose. 

But enough of nasal compliments. If St. Kilda’s hundred and ten 
noses do not sneeze a hundred and ten compliments to the stranger, 
why then they sneeze a hundred and ten omens of dire mishaps, from 
expected rents to be raised, and further evils to ensue. 

In Old Egypt, the nose was a familiar demon—a walking oracle: 
a minchin Malicho, meaning raifcbiftf when the moon was in ’I’aurus, 
.ind a blessed token when it Capricorn, or Pisces. 

VOI.. X. NO, XXXVIIf, 
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From morning to midniglit it was a bad prognostic, but it was a happy one 
from midnight to morning. It was an evil sign to sneeze in rising from 
table ol in getting out of bed ; and the only remedy was to go to bed 
again and sleep, or to sit down again to dinner, or to take a cup of bouza 
to defeat the demon of the nose. A double sneeze was double trouble. 
But of sneezes to the left and sneezes to the right—of sneezes at work 
and sneezes at play, what can I do better than refer you to the works 
of Sanchoniatlio, Manetho, and Berosus,” or to Cicero, and Seneca, 
and Aristotle, where you will find as much as you will choose to read, 
and somewhat more. It is a great mistake of that great soldier tiie 
Duke of Wellington, that, though from the cut and figure of his nose 
it must make a noise equal to a thirteen inch mortar, he never con¬ 
sulted it in his campaigns. In the time of Cyrus, no general officer 
would have attacked a ravelin, or mounted a breach, against the advice 
of his nose. Whenever even a corporal sneezed in his Imperial Ma¬ 
jesty’s army, Mithra or Arimanes was invoked for directions how to 
proceed. Socrates, who was certainly not quite so good a soldier as 
his Grace, had similar rcs])ect for the prognostic of the nose ; though 
his own, it must be confessed, was but an unhappy-looking specimen. 
Habuit pro Dinnomo, says some one. Sneezing was the omen of victory, 
• says some one else. If you ask who all these somebodies were, Plutarcli, 
Aristotle, and Aristophanes, are the men. Would you have better 
authorities ? 

If they consulted their own noses, so they complimented each his 
own proboscis, as well as those of their neighbours. NVhy else should 
Ammian have written an epigram on a man whose nose was so long, 
and consequently so far oft', that he could not hear himself sneeze, in 
consequence of which he was unable to say, “ Bless thee, snout!” 

If Socrates was not much of a soldier, no one will deny that praise 
to Xenophon, particidarly as he was a great foxhunter and knew as 
much as even Arrian about the reajing of young puppies. Like “Mr. 
Leach he made a speech” to his army on a particular occasion, as every 
schoolboy ^nows, which was answered by the responsive sneeze of a 
quartermaster of dragoons, on which all the army fell on their knees 
and worshipped Jupiter Sternutator. 

The first thi'ug which the Man of Prometficus did was to sneeze. 
I know not if Mr. Godwin’s child, Master Frankenstein, made the same 
entry into the world of walking-gentlemen. Alexander Ross, whom 
nobody ever read over, norwithstanding what Hudibras says, asserts 
that this was the real origin of sneezing. But we need not mind him. 
As to Themistoclcs and Euphrantides, if they had done no more than 
sneeze, Xerxes would have had some other reasons to boast of his 
bridge over the Hellespont, And so I shall pass over what Horman- 
nus and Pictorius and Del Rio, and Bartholinus, and Villaret, and 
Minutius Felix, and Sir Thomas Browne, and twenty nmre say about 
tkis matter; for if you are not tired, I am. 

But lest your fair readers should be wearied of all these crabbed 
ancients, I must pass to the affair of love—love, the beginning and end 
of every thing, as it must be the end of my dissertation. 

Sneezuig is critical in matters of love. Not only does your nose 
itch to prognosticate what every on« knows; not only does it sneeze 
good and evil omens, but the very'Tove* and graces themselves watch 
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over the nosds and shceKes of lovers. If you doubt, read Arlstaenctus. 
Does not Parthenis write a bilkt-dmiv to her lover, and docs slje 
■sneeze at the most tender passage? And when she sneezes, does not 
she know by the consciousness that belongs to true love, that, at the 
same instant, her lover’s absent nose sneezes in amorous responsiveness, 
ominous of success as of sympathy, 

1 could say much more, but though I have just sneezed into this very 
paragraph, I connot hear yours in return. Let me still hope that you 
will not open this most learned essay without being moved, and that 
you will sneeze two sneezes to the right hand in token of approbation. 
I had some thought of dusting the ink with Irish blackguard to ensure 
a favourable omen; but trusting to the sterling worth of tlie matter 
itself, and confident that you will not crook your silent nose at me, 
shall subscribe myself, • Naso. 


THE LOVEll’s QUARREL.* 

The moniuig bright bathed in rosy light 
San Lucar’s ample street. 

When Gazul drest in a snow-white vest 
Mounted his courser fleet; 

With purple and green and in golden sheen 
11 is trappings and harness shone, 

Ihtately and loud and with champings proinl 
Caracoll’d his brave steed on. 

At a mansion high with abalconj^ 

Wlierc a form of beauty stood > 

Like an angel fair in the clear blue air 
On an eirand of mortal good ; 

(ra/.ul cheeks his rein, for the piide of Spam 
W as there in her matchless grace . 

On his soul she gleams^ as the nin’s fust beania 
O’er a soft cloud’s silvery face. • 

He lights on the gsound with a warrior’s boutul. 
And his knee to the earth is bent, 

Hut his gaze is above at the maid of bis lo\ 

From Ins heart’s devotion sent :— 

“ To Gelves i go and ilie tourney's sliovv, 

O V ision of hope to me ! 

And thou art the ehaim that shtll nerve my arm 
With the power of victory ” 

But with haughty scorn from the warrior-horn 
Zelmda looks away, 

His love she spurns, for har boi^m burns 
In a hell of jealousy.— 

“ Go, haste to the lilt, or the maid, if thou wilt. 
Whom thou Invest far more than me 1” 

Not a moment is past and the casement is fast, 
While the lover is on his knee. 


* The Moorish Romance in Gines I’erez, bcginuiiig “ For la Pla<;n ile San 
Lucar,” is siinilar to the above in Story. 
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He gaaes around, then low to the ground 
Casts a thunder-stricken glance. 

And in wild despair on the marble there 
Shivers his useless lance : 

From the gallant^tVc and in downcast state 
He back t'ward Granada hies, 

While the sorrow and pain that madden his brain 
Gush forth in his humid eyes. 

But the fairest frame that may chill love’s dame 
With the fear of a rival's art. 

Will ofttimes see that, like ghaunt envy, 

She preys on her own torn heart. 

Ere evening was near, after many a tear 
Paid by burning fove to pride, 

Zelinda once more from her chamhcr-door 
Calls her page to her'couch’s side.— 

“ My ^es overflow, baste, my dear page, go 
To Gaziil the Moorish knight. 

Say Zelinda will wait at her garden-gate 
At the hour of pale moonlight.— 

Yet stay—oh, no I—yes, my good page, go.”— 

Then she call’d him back as fast 
As her pride prevail’d and love's impulse fail’d. 

But she sent him away at last. 

The moon slept sweet on San Lucar’s street. 

And the trembling stars were bright, • 

When the lover stole to the maid of his soul. 

Through the shtides of that lovely night. 

To the gate he is come where the page stands dumb 
With the wicket in his hand : 

He has enter’d there to his mistress fair. 

The star of Granada’s land. 

Zelinda blush’d, but her voice was hush’d 
At the thought ofjlier pride and scorn, 

And the Moor look’d down as he fear’d a frown 
Might wither his hope new-born. 

, A moment they stood as^11 lovers would 
That had suffer’d a like annoy ; 

' ,_Then the knight in his arms lock’d his mistress’ chaims, 
In his bosom’s speechless joy. 

“ By our prophet 1 swear, my Zelinda fair, 

(Said the knight when he silence broke) 

That I’d softner die by my enemy. 

Or Sutler the Christian’s yoke. 

Than day by day drag my life away 
Unwarm’d by thy eyes’ bright beam. 

And the lists to me bring no victory 
But by sffell of thy magic name. 

” When I CQuch my lance, 1 sec thee advance. 

And direct it to my foe ; 

When faint grows my stroke, I thy name invoke. 

And it nerves my falchion’s blow ; 

No laurels 1 wear but for thee, my fair. 

No hopes in my bosom spring— 

And 1 give no prayer where thou dost not share 
My heart’s whole offering.” 
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In the eloquence of her dark eyes' sense. 

On the knight the maiden gazed, 

They told her tale more than words avail, 

And the llame that within her blazed :— 

" Go, Ciazul, CO to the tourney’s show. 

Thy turban I’ll dress for thee, 

Lest men should say that iny fault to-day 
Kobb’d thy arm of a victory.” 

On his barb he sprung, while the morning hung 
Like pearl in the eastern sky, 

And rock, tower, and tree, lay tranquilly 
In their colourless nightly dye,— 

To Gelves he went to the tournament. 

With his mistress’ token and prayer— 

Could he fear a blow,from the boldest foe. 

When Love was his armour there? 


UllMAnKS ON POETRY AS COMPARED WITH PAINTING 

AND SCULPTURE. 

Tn E rceeivcil opinion, that every well-described poem must also fur¬ 
nish a good stibjcct for the artist in painting or sculpture, and that 
the representation of tlie two latter is the absolute criterion of the 
poet’s merit, so far at least as the artist is able to follow the poet in all 
the features of thepoem, requires some limitation, even when the sphere 
of both is considered d priori. For poetry must be considered to 
possess a much wider sphere than the fine arts, in the unlimited region 
of the fancy, and the immateriality of her figures, which may coexist 
in the greatest ntmiber and variety, without one covering, or injuring 
the other : whereas in the representation of the things themselves, 
or of their natural symbols, by the artist, it is confined within the 
limits of time and space. However^ though the sphere of the fine arts 
cannot comprehend the greater one of poetry, yet it must be acknow¬ 
ledged that the former is always contained in the* latter ; that though it 
cannot be said that every subject on which the poet descant^ will pro¬ 
duce the same good effect, when represented on canvass, or in marble, 
yet every pleasing representation from the artist mustf produce the 
same effect when described by the poet. For what we find beautiful 
in works of art docs not prove to be so by its effect on the eye alone, 
but by its influence on our imagination thjough the medium of the 
senses ; if, therefore, the same image could be raised in our minds by 
the arbitrary symbols of language as its representation by the painter, 
or sculptor, it would produce a similar effect on our imagination. 

The identity of PoctrysandJPuinting. 

Poetry and Painting alike present to our minds absent objects as 
present—representing appearances as realities; both effect an illusion, 
and the illusions of both please. The pleasing nature of both has ita 
origin in the same source, in the form of beauty. 1 bat conception of 
beauty which is formed in our imagination through the process of the 
mind in abstracting the variety of forms from material objects, is sub¬ 
ject to general rules, and may be applied to actions, thoughts, and 
forms. But, nomithstanding this essential identity, it could not be 
said with correctness, that painting 18 but mute poetry, or that the 
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latter is a loud expression of the former; and it was justly observed, 
even by the ancient critics, that though the works of both produce a 
similar effect on our fancy, yet they are dissimilar both in their produc¬ 
tions, and in tlieir manner of imitating nature. 

Tht limited nature of Painting and Sculpture compared with Vottry. 

The boundaries which the ancients have fixed to the productions of 
art, are :—1. Beautiful objects, so as to exclude from its efforts the 
mere pleasure to be produced by a true imitation only, when the object 
represented is not pleasing on account of the beauty of its form. To 
this strict rule the Greek artists particularly adhered. They, more¬ 
over, condemned every eflbrt to represent a likeness by exaggerating 
the ugly parts of the original; in other words, they condemned carica¬ 
ture. To represent beauty in all its forms was the chief rule of the 
Greek artists, with but few exceptions. The general characteristic in 
the painting and sculpture of the Greeks is, according to Mr. Winkcl- 
man, a graceful naivete and a solemn grandeur, both in the attitude and 
expression of the objects represented. As the depth of the sea remains 
cotitinually calm amidst the rage which reigns on its surface, in the 
same manner does the expression in the statues of the Greeks, under 
the dominion of the passions, exhibit a great and steady soul. 

2. The distinguishing boundaries of art, in comparison with poetry, 
were, with the Greeks in particular,—never to represent the extreme 
expression of the various passions, but always to confyie their imita¬ 
tions of tliem to some degrees lower, and to leave it to the imagination 
of the beholder to gucs^at the rest.—Those degrees of the various 
passions which manifest themselves by an awkward distortion of the 
face, and which cause the whole body to assume such* a posture, that 
the beautiful lines, by which the human figure is circumscribed, are 
lost, were either not represented at all, or, at least, some fainter exhibi¬ 
tion of the same passions were fixed upon by the Greek painter oi 
sculptor. Kage and despair are tiever represented in their master¬ 
pieces ; anjl it may Be said, that they nevj’’ depicted a fury. They 
lowered itrtlign^tion to mere earnestness. According to their poets, it 
is the indignant Jupiter who slings the lightning, but their artists re¬ 
present him a?.*merely grave. Lamentation was softened into sorrow 
by these artists, and wdicrc this softening could not be cllccted, as in 
the picture of Timanthes, representing the sacrificing of Iphigcnia, in 
which sorrow, in all its various degrees, is depicted in the faces of the 
bystanders, the countenance of the father, which must have expressed 
the highest degree of it, is, ae has been well remarked, veiled, in ordei 
to hide the distorted face of Agamemnon, which must otherw'isc have 
been so represented. In a word, this covering of the father’s face, far 
from considering it, as sohie Rave supposed it, a prudent step of the 
painter not to strive to represent the sorrow of a father on such an oc¬ 
casion, which must be above all representation, should be rather con¬ 
sidered as a sacrifice on his part to the forms of beauty, in only depict¬ 
ing that in which beauty as well as dignity could be maintained; hut 
that which he could not, in compliance with the rules of Ireaiity, repre¬ 
sent, he left to the imagination to guess. 

However, modern artists have enlarged the aforesaid limits in their 
representations, and extended their efforts at imitation to all visible 
objects in nature, of which thoi^ are beautiful form but a small 
part; and have conceived that as nature itself generally sacrifices beauty 
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to higher purposes, in like manner must the artist allow beauty of form 
to yield Jo expression and truth ; and never follow beauty farther, but 
rest satisfied that in realizing the latter, he has made a deformed ob¬ 
ject of nature a handsome one of art. But even allowing these ideas 
to remain undisputed, still the artist must in some measure be restricted 
in representing the expressions of the mind, and never fix upon the 
highest degree of expression in any human action. The reason for this 
is as obvious as it is indisputable: for as the artist can imitate nature, 
which is ever changing, in one of her single moments only, and even 
that single moment can be represented by the painter only from one 
point of view ; therefore, if both the sculptor and the painter wish their 
performances to be perceived not only at one time, but to be repeatedly 
contemplated, and to be reflected upon for a long interval of time, it 
must be obvious, that the single moment, and the single point of view 
of that single moment, in the imitation of the catastrophe, can never be 
chosen too prolific for the fancy of the observer, and that that image 
alone can be considered as such Vhich leaves ample scope for the ima¬ 
gination. The more tlie beholder secs, the more he must be able to 
add to the parts of the object represented; the more he fancies, the 
more must he imagine to find in the work. 

But in considering any effect whatever, in all its various degrees, we 
shall not find one single moment less favourable in effecting the former 
object, as when the utmost extreme of such an effect in nature is re¬ 
presented; foV beyond that is nothing more, and to shew to the eye 
the uttermost is to clip the wings of thq observer’s fancy, and to 
force the imagination to occupy itself with weaker images beneath 
the representation, as it is impossible for it to overreach the impression 
produced on the senses by the representation, the perceivable plenitude 
of which the imagination dislikes. When the sculptor represents 
Laocoon as sighing, our imagination is able to hear him crying out; 
had he represented him as cryin^i^out, the imagination would not be 
able to advance a step higher, or to descend lower, without changing 
the whole into an uniirteresting scone. Our fancy would then either 
hear him but sobbing, or perceive him already dead. , 

Further, as the single moment of the eff’^ct obtains by the represen¬ 
tation of the artist an immutable durability, it is cerjifin that the for¬ 
mer ought not to express such as cannot be conceived by the mind, 
except as transitory. All those phenomena, to the nature of which we 
think it essential that they can only for ope moment be what they ap¬ 
pear to be, all such phenomena, whether they produce an agreeable or 
a horrible effect, obtain by the pcrmaneulby which the artist gives them 
such an unnatural appearance, that with each repeated contemplation 
their impression becomes weaker, and we .are at last either disgitsted 
or shocked by the representation. La itletrie, who has been repre¬ 
sented by the painter and engraver as a second Democritus, laughs at 
the first sight; but if we look at him often, the philosopher appears 
like u fool, and his laughter like a grin. It is the same with the repre¬ 
sentation of one crying out with pain, &c. The violent pain which 
forces a man to cry out, either subsides soon, or it destroys the suffer¬ 
ing object. Although, therefore, the bravest man tnay sometimes cry 
out, yet he does not do so incessantly, and it was owing to the seeming 
continuity proi^ccd by the imitation of art, that the artist was prevented 
from representing Laocoon as crying out, although it might not in any 
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way have injured the beauty of the form, and it would be the same 
if it had been allowed to the artist to express a state of suffering 
without a beautiful form. 

Among the ancient painters Timomachus seems to have best chosen 
the moment of the utmost effect in his representations. His raving 
Ajax, his infanticide Medea, were much admired paintings. He repre¬ 
sented them so that the observer had to imagine the utmost, but not to 
behold it; he chose such moments as we do not necessarily connect 
with the idea of being of but transitory duration. He represents the 
Medea, not in that moment when she actually murders her children, 
but at some minutes previous to the murder—at a time when motherly 
love still struggles with jealousy. The artist makes us but anticipate 
the catastrophe that ensues, and our imagination outstretches every 
thing which the painter could have G\hibitcd to us relating to that 
horrible moment. But so far from blaming the painter for repre¬ 
senting Medea to us in a moment when the struggle is undecided, we 
rather wish it would have remained so'in the real occurrence, that the 
combat of the passions had either remained undetermined, or at least 
had lasted sufficiently long for time to subdue her rage, and at length 
insure a victory to lu.atcrnal feelings. As to his Ajax, Timomachus 
does not represent Jiiin when lie is raging, but sitting down, exhausted 
after having performed liis mad deeds, and forming the design to kill 
himself; and this is really the raging Ajax, not because we see him in 
a rage, but because wo perceive that he lias raged,—because we are 
forcibly struck with the m.ignitude ofhis previous rage, which we con¬ 
jecture from his being now driven to despair by shame, of which he 
himself appears to be sensible; in like manner as we perceive the 
violence of a storm by the wrecks and corpses which arc thrown on the 
shore. 

As to Poetry and the extent of its efforts, without at present enter¬ 
ing into an examination how far th^ poet can succeed in describing 
corporal beauty, this mpst be considered as indisputable, that the 
whole of the immense region of perfection is o)/entohis imitation ; that 
the imperceptible covering under which Ire makes an accomplished ob¬ 
ject to appear beautiful, is l^t one of his feeblest efforts to render his 
subjects interestiirg to us. 

Beauty, so far from being a principal object with the poet, is often 
entirely neglected by him, assured that his hero, to gain our affections, 
must so much occupy our attention by his more noble qualities, that 
wc shall not even think ofhis bodily form, or that they will so far ore- 
possess us in his favour, as to l?ad him to suppose we shall imagine him 
handsome. Much less will the poet have regard to the perception of 
our senses in the delineation of th«se features which do not immediately 
belong to the face. When Virgil describes his Laocoon as crying out 
with pain, who when reading it will imagine, tl)at, in order to a per¬ 
son’s crying out, an enlargement of the mouth is necessary, and that 
such a mouth disfigures the face?—itis sufficient that the poet power¬ 
fully strikes the ear with “ clamorcs horrendos ad sidera tollit,” how¬ 
ever faint the effect may be on the eye. 

The next advantage the poet has over the artist is, that he is not 
obliged to concentrate his effects at one single moment; he assumes, 
at his pleasure, every action of the catastrophe, commencing at the 
origin, ,ind folhwinir >hem fljroiigh aU iHair modifications to tlm end, 



161 


Pmnlifig and Sculpture. 

and thus unites them in one description ; whereas the artist is obliged 
to divide them into so many didcrent representations. Owing to this 
succession of moments in the event he describes, the poet is able to 
soften some of the less agreeable ones, either by some subsequent or 
antecedent eSects, so that tlie whole will produce the best impression. 
When, for instance, we read in Virgil that Laocoon cries out when 
bitten by the serpents, although it may be considered unbecoming for 
a man to cry out in the agony of pain; yet as this Laocoon is the very 
person whom the poet has previously caused us to admire as a prudent 
patriot, and a tender father, we do not attribute his crying out to his 
mental weakness, but solely to liis insupportable sufferings. If it has 
l>een proved to be just in the painter not to represent his Laocoon as 
crying out, still it should be considered justifiable in the poet so to 
describe him. 

Another distinction between the poet and the artist is, that the artist 
ought not to represeniliis images as covered with garments; and to this 
rule we find that the ancients adhered. For instance, the poet describes 
his Laocoon as clothed with a pontifical dress, but the artist represents 
him as naked. The reason for this deviation in the latter is obvious: for 
though it may be considered as contrary to the rules of costume to re¬ 
present the son of a king, who was also a priest, as undressed, yet no 
garment wrought by slavish hands ean possess so much beauty as the 
work of eternal wisdom, expressed in an organized body. Necessity 
has given riSfe to dress, but what has the artist to do with tliat? Beauty 
is the highest objeet for the imitation of art; and although it be agreed 
that there is some beauty in dress, yet what is it when compared with 
the beauty of the human form ? Should he who can accomplish the 
greater object satisfy himself with the less ? It is not so with the poet; 
a garment with him is no garment, for it covers nothing: our imagi¬ 
nation penetrates every thing. If the forehead of Laocoon, described 
by Virgil, is encircled with a pripstly turban, so far from injuring, it 
strengthens the conception we have forme^ of the sufferer. But 
should the sculptor, in placing before us the group, represent the fore¬ 
head of Laocoon as bound with a turban, he would considerably weaken 
the effect: for the forehead would be partially covered, and the fore¬ 
head is the seat of expression. • 

THE fSOULS OF TIIK JUST. 

Souls of the just! whose truth ami love, 

I.ikc light and warmth, once lived below. 

Where have ye la’cn your flight above. 

Leaving life’s vale in wintry woe ? 

God hath withdrawn y<*u nc^r his throne, 

Centre and source of brightness all. 

As o’er yon hills the evening sun 
Recalls his beams when shadows fall. 

But there are wistful eyes that find 
A loss in every parting ray j 
And there are exiled souls behind 
That long with you to fly away. 

Oh I happy hour, when cv’iy germ 
Of captive spirit shall be free, 

||||.nd shine with you, all hrig^ and warm, 

^ Aionnd one gioriotts Ocii^ 


T. D. 
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ON KliEI'lNC, on COSTUME IN CHAIIACTEK. 

‘ Scrvctur ad huuiu 

Qnalis ab inccpto proccsscrit, et sibi constct.” 

I AM not going to write a dramatic essay, as the language of iny 
motto, and the source whence it is drawn, might seem to indicate : so 
the reader, if he pleases, in translating my quotation may substitute 
the indicative for the subjunctive mood. 

My business is with the actual existing drama of real life; and my 
office, not to prescribe, but to describe. A very general complaint is 
made respecting this said drama, of the want of consistency in most of 
its individual characters. But I shrewdly suspect that this complaint 
is unfounded, and that the inconsistency will be discovered to lie not 
in character, but in actions. 

Our friend Flaccus asserts that men in general not only differ from 
each other, but that the same man cant)ot remaft for two hours like 
himself. This may be very true, as far as actions are concerned. I’lie 
motives of human conduct are frequently very complicated, and gene¬ 
rally, as well as the circumstances in which they originate, are hidden 
from our view. From childhood to youth, from youth to manhood, 
from manliood to old age, the character remains essentially the same 
in every individual. In all the vicissitudes of fortune, in all the varie¬ 
ties of conduct, the character is still the same; and the most opposite 
actions, could we discover their secret springs, would afford no argu¬ 
ment of inconsistency in the person who performed them. 

Every man, even the w'oakest, possesses a portion of self-command, 
which he can use, when the motive is sufficiently urgent, to control 
his natural disposition, and conceal his real character. We sometimes 
see a man whose general conduct has-been pusillanimous, act like a 
man of spirit. Do wc conclude from this that he has changed his na¬ 
ture all of a sudden, and been transformed from a coward into a brave 
man ? No ! we naturally look into the circumstarttSes of the case, to 
discover the 'yause of sucl> singular discrepancy" in his conduct, and to 
account for the ufiusual effort of volition. • In like manner, when a man 
of approved cottfrage behaves on one occasion like a coward, it is 
more philosophical, as well as more charitable, to attribute it to some 
peculiarity of predicament than to a change of character. Though, to 
be sure, the general cast of a man’s conduct does not, in all instances, 
present us with the best criterion of his real character. Here a dis¬ 
tinction is to be observed not very flattering to poor human natnr*':— 
though the actions are in general praiseworthy, .still the solitar 3 r lapse 
may betray the real character, for the motives to habitual dissimulation 
may be powerfully and geneially^iperative; but, on the other hand, 
where vice is predominant in the conduct, the solitary virtue proves 
little in favour of the disposition. 

But I do not mean to enter deeply into this copious and important 
subject, which is well worthy of the powers of some one more pro¬ 
foundly versed in the philosophy of life. 1 shall confine myself to ob¬ 
serving on the correspondencies that exist between the minute and aj>- 
parently trivial particulars of conduct with the general and essential 
attributes of character. The harmony, the proportion, the keeping, as 
it were, that is found in the (i^ptails of dress, manners, (^;nestic habits, 
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&c. with the general intellectual and moral conformation of the indivi¬ 
dual. This is a department of the subject certainly not the least 
amusing, and, peradventure, not the least important and conclusive in 
its results. 

Dress is much more essentially connected with character than is 
generally supposed. Putting dandyism entirely out of the question, there 
is scarcely any individual who does not exhibit some peculiarity in 
dress, more or less striking ; and I venture to assert, that there is not 
one man in five hundred wholly inattentive to the subject. However 
remote a man may be from a coxcomb, or however near he may be to 
a sloven, he will have some choiec in the cut, colour, or quality of his 
habiliments. A perfect indifference in these particulars is not always 
a proof of a mind superior to trifles ; it as often argues a deficiency of 
taste, and a neutralized insipidity of character. 

There are many coxcombs beside the unfortunate dandy “ par ex¬ 
cellence.” Look al^bat young physician carefully habited in sables, 
with silken hose, or Hessian boots (the order of the day for those who 
would be very grave and very dressy), with his hair cropped shortish, 
curled, and mayhap powdered. Is he less a coxcomb than the young 
hussar, with his lace and his trappings, his spurs and his feathers ? Is 
the smooth Quaker, with his fine broad-brimmed beaver, his superfine 
napped cloth, and his snow-white linen, less a dandy in his way than 
the most finished exquisite at Almack’s ? Look at the parson, with his 
nice regulafion hat, cambric handkerchief (a powerful auxiliary in the 
pulpit), and general chasteness and decorous proprief^ of costume. 
There is nothing out of character here, all is graceful harmony. No 
part of the dress discovers the shape completely except the stockings. 
There is an orthodox width in the coat-flaps, an Athanasian laxity in 
the inexpressibles, the cravat is adjusted with ecclesiastical precision, 
and the very wig is redolent of Church establishment! This is what 
we expect; this is as it should Ije. But do not suppose for a moment 
that this reveronfl gentleman’s toilet h.as cost him less pains than that 
of Lady Caroline when she goes to court, or General B^urbelow when 
he attires for a field-day. ^Vhy does Mr. I- g wear such a profu¬ 

sion of hair ? Is it that he has no fime to have it cu^ or that he is so 
absorbed in divine cogitation as never to bestow‘a thought on the 
subject? Or, do we not recognise in this particular, trivial as it may 
seem, that love of distinction which has raised him to popularity as a 
preacher, and something analogous to* that unpruned luxuriance of 
imagination, which has overloaded his discourses with Asiatic pomp 
of diction and metaphorical redundancy ? 

When I see a young man studiously attired in accordance wjth his 
professional pursuits, I augur well of lys future progress in the*career 
of life which he has chosen. On the contrary, if he manifest any re¬ 
markable deviation in costume from the recognised standard of his 
profession, I conclude that he has made a mistake in the choice of his 
trade, or that somebody else has made one for him, and that he is 
not likely to experience much success in that particular line, whatever 
it may be; that he and his pursuit are unfit for each other, and the 
sooner they shake hands and part the better. A clergyman, for in¬ 
stance, with brass spurs, is monstrous. 1 knew one who always wore 
a frock coat ^uttoned to the throat, blatjlt stock, and cossack trowsers. 
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His actions have since proved to the world that he deserved to be un¬ 
frocked, but his frock coat proved it to me long before. A clerk in 
the Foreign Office was remarked for wearing mustachios. The head of 
his department remonstrated with him, to no purpose, for this unofficial 
demonstration: he obstinately resisted the razor, and resigned his 
place rather than shave his upper lip. This young gentleman after¬ 
wards entered the army, and developed no ordinary share of military 
talent; but he was evidently never cut out for a diplomatist. 

There are a number of men in the world, mostly old ones, whom we 
call characters or quizzes. These humourists generally possess some 
oddity of temper or disposition that exposes them to ridicule. They 
arc very far, however, from being fools. They are usually men of 
irritable tempers, shrewd and caustic in their remarks, blunt in their 
manners, and utterly regardless of ceremony. I'hey are stiff in opinion, 
and obstinate in adhering to old prejudices. You will always find a 
correspondence between the dross of such men their characters. 
They arc quizzes all over, inside and outside, from top to toe. They 
arc always distinguislied by some marked difference from the reigning 
fashion in every particular, and by a pertinacious adhesion to one pe¬ 
culiar stylo of dressing wl)ich they never vary; and this is in perfect 
analogy with the general obstinacy of their characters. While I am on 
this subject, I cannot avoid remarking one fact, which I think decisive 
in favour of iny theory of correspondencies. Swindlers, chcr alien iVin- 
dufitrie, who live by imposing on mankind, always bear some external 
mark of tlieir propensities and habits. This I take to be one of tlie 
most curious phenomena of human character, 'fhese gentlemen are 
in general excessi\cly fond of dressing in a singular and conspicuous 
style. They make a rash sortie beyond the extremest lines of fashion, 
and expose, by some tasteless and gaud^ decoration, their persons to 
the observation of the enemy. An embroidered waistcoat, a hat of 
peculiar cock, a coat with a superabundance of braiding or of buttons, 
tremendous whiskers, or green spectacles,—some article of this sort 
they are sure ,lo exhibit. One should imagine,* that a person of so 
ticklish a professiOii would avoid every .singularity of the kind, would 
try to conform hi|s appearance as much as possible to the ordinary 
level of gentility, ^ould studiously avoid every thing that had a ten¬ 
dency to render him a marked man. But no, the direct reverse is al¬ 
most always a fact: whether it is that want of sense and wadt of 
taste are inseparably connected with want of principle, or that fate 
has decreed that those natural enemies of society should carry the 
“ hiinc caveto” on their foreheads, as a kindly compensation foi* the 
evil of ffieir existence; just as the noise of the rattle-snake advertises 
its approach, and warns the trayellef of his danger. 

The fact indeed is, that the same perverseness of mind which leads 
a man out of the plain paths of honour and honesty, will also lead him 
into a thousand other absurdities. The “ dim suffusion” of the intel¬ 
lectual eye that obscures the perception of moral relations, is equally 
prejudicial to the exercise of the discerning power on almost every 
other topic. 

The genuine dandy, who loves dress for its own sake, will, I think, 
be always found to be a dandy in every other particular. Many men 
arc set down as dandies very erroneously, merely from a contemplation 
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of their outsides. Persons may dress very elegantly, nay even cox- 
comically, from other motives than personal vanity, or the womanish 
love of ornament. But your dandy of the true breed shows blood in 
every thing. All about him is arranged in the nicest possible order; 
his toilet, dressing-case, desk, &c. every thing in short that he possesses 
is evidently selected with a view to show and outside, from the merest 
ornamental appendages of his person, down to the lowest articles of 
vulgar household utility. If he be fond of reading, for example, his 
books will be as complete dandies as himself, sporting their gay liveries 
of purple, green, or red embroidered with gold. If he write, he will 
have (like Rousseau when employed in the composition of Eloise) his 
portfolio tied with ribbons of rose-colour, his bronze inkstand, his 
superfine gilt-edged paper, and his gold sand. He can, drink his wine 
out of nothing but the finest cut-glass, nor his tea but' from the most 
costly china. He is a marvellous amateur of nickknacks. Carries 
the prettiest snufi-bCxes, scent-bottles, tw'eczcr-cases, penknives, gold 
tooth-picks, in the universe. He must always have the best ivory in 
his nail and tooth-brushes ; he is not less critical in the choice of boot- 
hooks than of boots, of shoeing-horns than of slippers. Nor is it the 
eye alone that he is studious to gratify. He must “ sweets to every 
sense disclose.” He delights in bon-bons and comfits, perfumes and 
swansdown. Our great moralist has thus poetically described one of 
this character, whose rank and wealth enabled him to indulge his pe¬ 
culiar tastd:—“The dishes of luxury cover his tabic, the voice of 
harmony lulls him in his bowers; he breathes the fragrance of the 
groves of Java, and sleeps on the down of the cygnets of Ganges.”— 
Be it observed, however, that it is not a taste for magnificence and 
splendour that characterises a man of this sort, so mucli as a fondness 
for all that is neat, effeminatet finical, and nick-knackish. 

If the genuine dandy have a turn for literature, the same sort of 
taste will accompany him there, that belongs to him in other matters. 
He may talk of Shakspeare or Milton, but be never reads them. But 
he is one of those whcf would have read Waller when it tyas the fashion 
to read that poet. Fie is caught with the tinsel of language, and can¬ 
not discriminate the sterling ore of thought. He prefers Thomson to 
Milton, and Darwin to Pope. The sentimentalfty of Zimmerman 
weighs more with him than could the manly sense and profound philo¬ 
sophy of Bacon. If he understood Latin, he would prefer Quintus 
Curtius and Floras to Tacitus and Livys as he does the ambitious and 
ornamental style of Gibbon to the unaffected simplicity of Hume. But 
it is the French writers that enjoy the highest place in his affections and 
esteem. With the exception of some great names, the FrenchJliterati 
may be pronounced a race of dandfies, pr of writers to please a dandy. 
Even some of their best authors are not wholly untinctured with this 
character. The flimsy philosophy of Hclvetius, the elegant immorality 
of Marmontel, the couleur dc rose style of Florian, the sentiment 
and tone of pretension in the highly-gifted, but affected “ premiere 
femme du siecle,” the dandy superficial religionism of Chateaubriand,— 
all are in perfect unison with such a taste as I have described. Dan¬ 
dyism is indeed the pervading character of the French nation. It is 
mixed up with their best and with their worst qualities. It is found in 
the court, iu the senate, at the altar, and in the field; .'imid the gravest 
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acts and the most frivolous amusements. It was equally conspicuous 
in tlie heartless profligacy of the old “ regime” and the rufHan atrocities 
of the Revolution. The French present a striking specimen of that 
sort of keeping in national character, which I have attempted to de¬ 
monstrate in individuals. Neither the lapse of time, nor the changes 
of circumstance, have affected the essential attributes of the Gallic mind. 
The same appetite for novelty, the same lightmindedness, the same 
ferocity, which marked the Gaul and the Frank in the days of Caesar 
or of Clovis, belong to the modern Frenchman under Napoleon or 
Louis. 

Inherent delicacy of taste and feeling, when it forms the main fea¬ 
ture of any character, shows itself in the merest trifles. A man of a 
naturally coarse mind will be perpetually doing or saying something 
offensive. He will act thus even though his disposition be naturally 
good. If he sit near you, for instance, you will always experience 
some annoyance from his approximation. A few«pokes in the side, a 
kick or two on the shins, or some other tangible appeal to your physical 
sensibilities, will often serve to remind you of your neighbour’s charac¬ 
ter. A man of this sort always leans very heavily on the arm of any 
one with whom he walks. He is in general utterly careless of how 
he wounds the feelings or infringes on the comfort of others; and when 
told that his conduct has produced such an effect, he cannot at all com¬ 
prehend why it should have done so. Trace this man’s character a 
little higher, follow him into matters of more importance, ybu find him 
the same. I venture to assert that he is a stranger to all the more re¬ 
fined feelings of love and friendship ; that he has no real relish for the 
beauties of literature and art, and still less for those of nature; that he 
can have no sympathy with suffering virtue, self-devoted affection and 
generous magnanimity. He will be found too, if I err not, a thorough 
egotist, and eminently deficient in those qualities which constitute a 
true gentleman. 

Let me observe here, as I have mentioned the term, that this charac¬ 
ter of gentleniftn consists wholly in the delicacy «f feeling above alluded 
to. It is this characteristic which makes a man carefully shun every 
action which can^ tend to the annoyance of his friend or neighbour. 
When possessed in«n eminent degree, it renders him positively incapable 
of any such action. It produces an instinctive sensitiveness through 
his whole frame, in ro.spect to every motion that can possibly incom¬ 
mode another ; his limbs seeuvof their own accord, without an act of 
the will, to assume the position best suited for the accommodation of 
those about him. It is this, too, which makes him anticipate every 
want, without ofiiciousness, and without apparent effort, leaving his 
guests*to enjoy the most perfect liberty, while he pays tlicm a secret 
and unremitting attention. 

It is almost needless to observe that the soi-disant gentleman of the 
day is totally the reverse of all this. That he attends to nobody’s con¬ 
venience but his own, and cares little how much he may annoy others. 
That in proportion as he is more rude, more selfish, more coarse in his 
feelings, and more offensive in their demonstration, so in his own esti¬ 
mation, and that of his stupid associates, is he more of a gentleman. 
But the term gentleman is not an arbitrary sign, like the letters in 
algebra, which may represent any quantity or any property; it is as 
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fixed and limited in its application as the figures of arithmetic, or the 
diagrams of geometry, and represents the sum of those qualities whicli 
give a certain moral value to the human character. It can be set down 
to signify a blackguard or a clown, with as little propriety as 2 can be 
made to stand for 4, or a square for a circle. 

Some men are prone to indulge in gross and obscene conversation 
for its own sake, and such men are accordingly found to be deficient in 
refinement of taste and feeling in a thousand other ways. I am not 
very fastidious; and, where there is real wit and humour, can tolerate 
much that is not perhaps consistent with the strictest delicacy. When 
we discover a lump of sterling ore, we mu^t not complain of the dross 
and clay about it. But filth by itself is a positive nuisance ; and when 
vve find any man taking a disinterested delight in obscenity, we may 
safely conclude him to be coarse and mindless in all other respects. 

Hand-writing is said to be connected with character; and I believe 
this to be true, except when some peculiar style is affected for a given 
purpose. A small, neat, regular hand, shows a love of order, and per¬ 
haps, at times, a too minute attention to trifles. A large, firm, and 
regular hand, denotes'decision and consretency. A bold, but irregular 
style of penmanship, bespeaks a careless temerity of disposition ; while 
small, unsteady, and ill-formed writing, marks a feeble vacillating cha¬ 
racter. These remarks, however, must be understood to apply to those 
only who choose their own style of writing, and are not led by profes¬ 
sional pursuits to follow implicitly any given model. 

A love of Older and method is the distinguishing characteristic of 
some persons, while others are equally noted for a disregard of every 
thing systematic. These opposite traits are perceptible in the minutest 
actions of such people. The man of order is methodical in every thing,, 
from the management of his fortune down to the regulation of his 
wardrobe. He is, in general, economical; but even when otherwise, 
there is a systematic arrangement in his extravagance, a method in his 
madness and folly; he ruins himself by rule, .ind perishes on principle. 
But the careless fellowHs alike disorderly in the conducthis affairs, 
and the tying of his shoes. lie never keeps a friend*, nor an appoint¬ 
ment ; flings into the fire documents of the last importance; is ruin¬ 
ously prodigal without the least enjoyment; pcnuitously economical 
without the slightest profit. He is no richer at the year's end for all 
his meanness; for where he has saved many a penny he has spent 
many a pound. ^ • 

I conclude, then, that the conduct in triflbs leads to a discovery of 
the main attributes of individual character; and conversely, that an 
acquaintance with the main attributes will enable us to predict the con - 
duct in trifles. Nothing is wanting to ^ any theory, but this perfect 
coincidence in the results of analysis and synthesis, where the facts 
furnish the materials of the syetettri'fllbd the system, in turn, serves to 
explain the facts: nor do I apprehend that' the phenomena of affectation 
form any exception to ray theory of hundtti character, or present any 
impediment to its application. Men affect nothing, but because it is 
conducive to their interest ijor consonant with their taste. The pecu¬ 
liar nature, then, of the affectation, will indicate the cause of its 
assumption; and from this, again, we may deduce the character of him 
who has assumed it. n. 
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l,INES WRITTEN IN THE BAY OT NAPLES. 

It is the hour, the elorious hour. 

When twilight's lingering; mists grow dim. 
And infant daybreak loves to shed 
Her kindling rays on sea and shore. 

And all is beautiful to him 
Who muses upon splendour fled. 

The very air is sweet—the breeze 
That wantons o'er Campanian seas 

Hears, on its pathway through the deep. 
Memorials of a golden clime, ' 

W^here ia their lonely glory sleep 
The mightiest sons of olden time : 

It tells of groves, whose deathless flowers 
Twice blossom ill the circling year;— 

It breathes of those delicious hours 
When Pajstuni's second buds appear. 

And, in the bay-tree’s du^kv shade. 

The little nightingale is heard 
Trilling its own autumnal notes—* 

A fond and^solitary bird. 

And now. 1 gaze upon the strand 
To which in infancy 1 turn’d. 

When thoughts, as of some magic land. 

Hush’d o’er my spirit, and it burn’d 
In Fancy’s fairy dream to trace 
Faint image of a loftier race 
Than this, which', dead to honour’s cKiiiii, 

Owns nought of Homan, save the name. 

Yes ! unto thee my kindling soul 
fervent hour its worship paid. 

And feelings, that disdain’d control. 

My youthful hettrt in thraldom laid. 

For thou to me wert holy—thou. 

Clime of the bard, file chief, the s.igo— 
Couldst Veach my thrilling breast to how. 

As, ’mid the sanctity of age, * 

*Hcft of all aid, F saw thei^stand, 

^A changed, and yet a lively land. 

Thy hoary temples speak ; for they, 

Liike l^hee. are beauteous in decay. 

As from the seagirt cliff afar 
They beam u^ion J;he mariner 
The beacons of his way.— 

Hut their’s is like a talc of dread—- 
The lonely legend of the dead. 

That tells of glory vanished- 

’ My bark is btJundmg on the ^ca. 

That wafts rnc frmi^ Parthcnope ; 

Yet would mV fancy loudly view 
Her opening neovens of spotless blue. 

Her terraced’^eights, and swift canoe. 

That lightly shoots through fields of foam, 

- faring the welcome fishcr^iomc. 

Still seems to tinkle on mine ear 
The boatsong of the Condolier j 
And beauty’s lute, from castled sleep, 

W'akcs music on the slunibciing rieep. P. 



( m) 


THE BENCH AND THE PRESS. 

It is impossible to consider some of our Law proceedings, and to esoapi.^ 
being struck with the soreness of feeling which is displayed in them, 
by the dispensers of the justice of the country, towards w'hatever con¬ 
cerns the press. Its excesses, instead of being regarded as the over¬ 
flowings of a pure and vivifying stream, bearing health and refreshment 
through the land—here and there perhaps causing a trifling mischief, 
but fertilizing and rendering productive the whole surface of the coun¬ 
try—are used as arguments against the thing itself. There is a uniform 
tendency to say something injurious rejecting it on the most trivial 
opportunity available for the purpose—and that something generally 
grounded on the most untenable reasoning—as if the press were the 
declared enemy of the profession’and practice of Law, There seems a 
constant wish to master its free spirit, and to confine it to the most 
narrow and petty regulations.* Could those who indulge in their 
vituperations against the pTess carry die matter in their own way, 
nothing would ever be allowed to appear in print but what was literally 
proveablo on oath. The examination of public men and their measures, 
the pursuit of truth, the arraignment of evils too subtle for the coarser 
bonds of an act of parliament to restrain, must cease at the dictum of 
lawyers, and free discussion be cliained to the formalities of the most 
narrowing and self-consequential of human pursuits. This disposition 
is partly generated by the opposite characters of the press and of tlie 
law. Lifted, after years of laborious practice, to the bench from a 
confined arena of quibble and set usage, of well-paid disputation on 
matters where the heart is never to be consulted, it is next to impossi¬ 
ble that the common-place lawyer should have any congeniality of 
feeling with the “ chartered libertine;” or appreciate any thing, the essence 
of w'hich is freedom from constraint. They who are accustomed to 
subject thought and reason to the written institutes of others, cannot 
travel out of tlieir own boaten track, and therefore labour tcf.bring every 
thing within the stinted circumference of their own minds. They cannot 
judge largely and liberally: hencp an accomplished lawyer neither cuts 
a flgure in the senate, nor exhibits the grand views cd" the statesman. 
•Law belongs more immediately to human action—to deed, and not to 
thought. The press belongs to mind and to imagination, and is not to 
be judged of as we judge of fact. ItJs vuthin tlie empire of intellect, 
and Its range cannot be defined by statute, ntft' its errors and mistakes 
rectified by human jurisprudence, though an excess of one particular 
character may. The errors of the press can only be subdued by^the 
operation of reason and moral fepliag. , Law is a vei^y limited em¬ 
pire as respects mind : that of the press is boundless. The lawyer is a 
mere expounder of the institutions of the legislator: l;e is his agent to 
effect certain limited objects. It is not his business to listen to nor act 
upon the suggestions of genius, nor alwiys even of sound reason. 
Written laws confine him to the very letter of his duty. How can it 
be expected he should be otherwise than he is, when life is too short for 
him to penetrate through the cloud of involution and perplexity in 
which the study of his own profession has been laboriously enveloped ? 
The power of the press is also an object of his envy. Its property of 
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influencing large bodies of n)cn, of moving mankind en masaet ^ viewed 
with jealousy; and as it is one of the safeguards of liberty, it has a ten¬ 
dency to enlarge instead of restrain ; a quality the very reverse of law. 
It can, therefore, hardly he wondered at, that some feeling of antipathy 
should be shown towards it, arising from the habits as well as ambition 
of lawyers. But it by no means follows that it is prudent to exhibit it 
on every occasion. We have always been pleased at the respect borne 
towards the dispensers of justice. > On his circuit the judge is almost 
regarded as a sacred personage by the people; and his respectful recep¬ 
tion by the gentry in the country, adds to the salutary impression 
made on their minds by the awful nature of his duties. While he con¬ 
fines himself to the impartial exercise of his functions, he will be regard¬ 
ed with veneration and respect. But let him be cautious of travel¬ 
ling out of the path of his professional duties. No human being 
can have loss hope of displaying universality of knowledge than 
a member of the bench. It is ten chances to one, if lie attempt to give 
the gentlemen of the grand jury a disquisition on finance, a lecture on 
political economy, or a cha])tor on politic#; but he shows his ignorance 
on each subject, and many who hear him are inwardly smiling at his 
want of knowledge of their most simple details. Mr. Justice Park 
is said to have lately declared tliat he should not be governed in the 
performance of his duty by public opinion ; we should hope not, if pub¬ 
lic opinion could run counter to it; but it never has, nor can do so. 
What is called the applause of a mob, is a very diflerent thing from 
public opinion; which is the expression of society, of the wise and the 
considerate—not of the unthinking. It is the unerring testimony of 
the “ multitude of counsellors” to the principles of right and wrong. 
It fixes the character of events, consecrates great actions, rewards 
public virtue, incites to emulation, never fails in making just discrimi- 
n itions, and is the terrible Simoom that blasts for ever the wrong-doer, 
let his pretensions be what they may. The gratuitous declaration of 
the learned judge we njust therefore, in common charity, refer to the 
jjiirtial aiuf temporary feeling of a mob; atid not to tlie aggregate 
opinion of this’mighty nation ; or, in oiher words, to public opinion in 
the true sense ^f the term. 

It is onlyof^late that this censorious spirit toward the press has 
manifested itself so openly. The Recorder of London has come in too 
with his censures, and frowned from his official seat injudicial terrors 
at the press, as the diabolical cause of prize-fighting, and the mother of 
all mischief—E/ tu Brute! this is the cruelest cut of all. The trial of 
an individual for killing his antagonist in one of those degrading ex¬ 
hibitions, the patronage of which is not confined to blackguards of the 
lower degrees, afforded opportunity for an harangue upon the 
crimes of the press, in consequence of its appearing that the youthful 
gladiator had felt his ambition rouseil by reading an account of a prize¬ 
fight. Oxford, when Aristotle and moods and predicates were in 
their glory, could not have offered a finer example of logical display, 
which might be thus embodiedPrize-fights exist, newspapers re¬ 
port prize-fights, people road newspapers ; therefore the press en¬ 
courages prize-fighting. Thus the Aldermen of London give rich 
dinners, newspapers report them, people read newspapers; therefore the 
press encourages gluttony. The felicitous reasoning of Mr. Knowlys, 
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by the same rule, demonstrates that the murders, rapes, and burglaries 
happening in this country are caused in the same manner as the sale of 
WatTen’s blacking—by reading about them. Take the hint, ye legis¬ 
lators of Great Britain ! Ye may now repeal the Vagrant Act, that stain 
on English jurisprudence—ye may repeal all the statutes, and make the 
Old Bailey a desert,.—simply by extinguishing the press, and arraigning 
our typographers for “ causing printing to be used, contrary to the 
King, his crown and dignity,” as Jack Cade has it. But 1 ought to 
apologise to the reader for treating this subject so lightly, were it not 
that, while it shows tlie animus of some persons respecting it, the un¬ 
soundness of their reasoning might be put in a true light. 

But the press confers high benefits upon the justice of the land it¬ 
self; it has contributed to effect a remarkable diminution of the more 
atrocious crimes, which the Report for inquiring into the state of our 
criminal laws vouches for. In the enlightened district of the metro¬ 
polis murders have diminished in the proportion of three to one, in the 
very place where the press exerts most influence, and where it is the 
more immediate burthen of judicial censure.'*^ Lawyers are advocates 
for a privity in law proceedings, or for what may properly be called in¬ 
quisitions. They have high opinions of the integrity of the lowest 
members of tlieir austc. Attorneys or coroners are always raoat 
honourable characters ; else how, according to law reasoninir, could they 
act as attorneys or coroners? But the press is a check on the conduct 
of'olKcials everr in law, and greatly contributes to preserve the purity of 
justice. This was manifest in the late attempt of a coroner to screen a 
murderer; which conduct would, it is probable, but for the press, have 
been unknown and unpunished at this moment. Not only is the pub¬ 
lication of law evidence of service, but publicity is in all cases the very 
essence of justice itself. With a sophism common to legal argument, it 
has been urged that the publication of evidence creates a prejudice 
against a pri.soner. —What, when the verdict of a coroner’s jury has 
already stamped his guilt? It tends, moreover, t^ secure the veracity of 
viitnesses, who would not fear falsehood in a private examiimtion ; it is 
a restraint on the conduct of judges, and a security to the reputation of 
tlic government, which secret tribunals have universally ^brought into 
disrepute, and in some cases have overturned. No state »an possess any 
thing worthy the name of liberty where the-press is not free in respect 
to all matters relative to justice. In the designs of the Governor of the 
world, for the advancement of man to jinore elevated degrees of 
knowledge and moral feeling, liberty appears to be the active agent; 
those states which are most free, being the most powerful, wise, and 
wealthy. In free states, spy systems, inquisitions, and a getulurmene^ 
could not exist; though they are necifssa^ in despotic countries *to 
regulate the mo'it trivial matters, to apprehend offenders, and to preserve 
order. The press in free countries, by infusing a better moral feel- 

* The committPC for inquiring into the state of criminal laws have boldly and truly 
laid down, that “ the prariiccof immediately publishing the circumstance of every 
atrocious crime, and of circulating in various forms an Recount of every stage of 
the proceedings which relates to it, is far more prevalent in liugland th.sn in any 
other country; ami in our tiiiica, tlian in any former age. It is, on the whole, of 
great utility, not only as a control on courts of judic.iture, but also as a mc.ins of 
rendering it extremely difficult for odious criminal.s to escape. In this country, no 
atrocious crimes remain secret!” 
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in/Tf, rccortling public opinion, restraining folly, detecting and exposing 
offenders against the laws, and aiding their delivery to justice, acts 
more beneficially than a minister of police with an army of armed men, 
and an office of passports and licenses, inadmissible where a shade of 
freedom exists. Is a murder committed in London, for example, and 
has the murderer escaped—in twenty-four hours he is followed into 
every quarter of the land, into every village and house, where no 
knowledge of the fact could otherwise reach. lie is pointed ont to 
the public, and every man is made his enemy : he is marked, go where 
he may, and consigned to the retribution of the law;—a happy attribute 
of the press. The publication of all facts thus materially assists in the 
ends of justice. The stability of a government must, in free states, 
depend in a great measure upon the openness and ingenuousness of its 
acts, of which the press is the exhibitor. A state is a great family, 
which should have no mysteries among its members. In the dispensa¬ 
tion of justice, our forefathers admitted this principle even in more 
arbitrary times. All courts must be open to the public ; all England is 
present in them, according to our ancestors; yet lawyers oppose the 
printed publication of the proceedings, which our ancestors make it a 
rule that all England should hear—a strange deduction from a funda¬ 
mental principle in their own profession, and, like too many other objec¬ 
tions, mere senseless drivelling. That the publication of actual truth 
can injure a prisoner while it is confined to facts, cither before trial oi 
after, has in no instance been proved, while great good has ofu-n re¬ 
sulted from it. In the case of Thurtell and Hunt, uhich has been cited 
in example, there is no proof of their having sustained detriment, though 
many falsehoods were circulated respecting them. The class in life in 
which the eulprits lived, the magistrates themselves by their conduct 
before and after committing them, rumours of mysteries unexplained, 
and tremendous precautions for their seclusion before trial, excited the 
]jublic curiosity to a high pitch. IT.ad the crime been committed in 
Middlesex, they would have been * sent to Newgate with no fear of 
their rescue, and have remained with comparative little public notice 
until their triaU The denial of their solicitors seeing them, the moving 
the Court of King’s Bench in their favour, the e.xtra guards to the 
prison, while showing a want of knowledge of the human mind and of 
public feeling, made them .subjects of more eager notice. What atro¬ 
cious murderers, so steeped in blood, would an English mob rescue i 
Political rioters, or so me offenders committed on charges vulgarly deemed 
venial, might have given just ground for alarm. But the keeper of 
Newgate would have known there could be no reason for fearful pre¬ 
cautions there against rescuers. There were many collateral causes, 
therefore, to feed public curiosity, and to induce the press to satisfy it. 
Murders were heaped on murders, and all gamblers were implicated 
with them ; as if a gambler, who is alw’ays a fool, must necessarily be 
an assassin. The supply is always in proportion to the demand. The 
press was eager to gratify its patrons: every rumour was printed and 
published unsparingly, the whole being an event out of the regular 
course of things. But what evil resulted? The truth remained on the 
day of trial, and the rumours were forgotten. Neither judge, nor jury, 
nor the bar, nor the audience, exhibited one instance of prejudice 
against the prisoners. The short time allowed them for their defence, 
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owing to tlie obstacles thrown in the way of preparing it hy the ma¬ 
gistrates, formed a sufficient ground for reasonable delay, without 
throwing it on the shoulders of the press ; the excesses of which, while 
we do not mean to defend them—for what on earth is perfect ? (take the 
law and its absurdities for example)—we boldly assert to bear no more 
proportion to the sum total of its benefits than time does to eternity. 

That the censures of lawyers upon the press have of late years in¬ 
creased, when, among all just reasoners, among all profound observers 
of society, and those who are accustomed to study the tendency of the 
public mind, there is declared to be less ground for it than there ever 
was, may at first appear singular. This is not, however, so difficult to 
account for. The profession of the law must naturally remain 
stationary under one system, ayd always be after the age in ideas 
generated by increasing knowledge. A lawyer of fifty years ago, 
and one of the present day, would have the same duties to perform, 
and see professional things with nearly the same optics, though the 
younger of the two might liave a few more statutes and cases to 
peruse. He must lay down the law as his predecessor did, he must 
address a jury in the same manner, he must sec the same ends in his 
practice, and view the laws in the same light. He must pore over his 
books with similar intentions, his lictions and forms must (necessarily 
perhaps) be the same ; even his dog-ljatin, wig, and gown, are a iiu/i me 
tan^erc to modern times—all is behind the present era. Lawyers arc 
consciousof something of this stationary character themselves. The fact 
IS, that the law has its limits ; and the man who studies it must remain 
within them, as much as the mechanic who is advised m sutor vltra cre~ 
pidam. A free press is for all times, and for every people. Laws are but 
for one people, and then must be modified once every two or three 
centuries. Lawyers must not, therefore, expect to find the perpetually 
advancing mind of man stand still, that they may run the race together. 
They were not always thus severd on the press: Judge Ashurst, in an 
address to the jury at ^ya^wick, on the trial of one Binns» for libel, in 
171)7,* went so far as to allov^ that “ it would not only bo commenda¬ 
ble, but the bounden duty of every man, to take arms and resist the 
attempts of the executive power, if it strove to wrest* from the people 
the liberty of the press and the tria 1 by jury —an acknowledgment, 
however true in itself, that no lawyer on the bench would make in the 
present day. , 

It IS the middle class of the English people over which the press 
exercises the greatest control; the class that, except in fashion, the 
follower of the courtier, gives a tone to public feeling, and the united 
opinion of which is irresistible. TI^p majority of the higher closes 
think very little—at all events, they reason'but little; and with the lower 
it is much the same. Not but that there are splendid exceptions in the 
House of Lords, for example; but the majority of the very highest 
class is the servant of precedent and prejudice, and of the lower of pas¬ 
sion and ignorance. The astonishing increase of literary publications, 


* It was in the course of this trial that the late Mr. Perceval, on the part of the 
Crown, alluded to what he called a “ false philosophy,”^ or^ “the mov\fro'i^ 
il()(iruie of men sacrificing ihcir lives in the cause of posterity.” It can easily be 
believed that Mr. Perceval was sincere in this remark • that which he had not a 
mind and habits formed to feel, he <ould not comprehend. 
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of late, shows how much the spirit of inquiry is enlarged ; and this hi' 
crease of demand for the productions of the press is accompanied by 
an amazingly productive revenue, flourishing manufactures, and a more 
harmonious state of feeling at home. The press lays open cvery^ 
corner of the earth, its productions and wants, for the direction ot 
mercantile speculation, analyses every discovery in science, and en¬ 
deavours to turn all to a useful account, nothing being lost; it en¬ 
forces a habit of reflection that leads to improvement, and thus opens 
new sources of national wealth ; it cherishes freedom, the very breath 
of Iionourable life; it exposes folly and crime without distinction ot 
persons ; it spreads the glory of England over the whole earth ; it de¬ 
fends our privileges, and overawes our national foes, by displaying the 
front of public opinion, that wall of triple brass against external 
enemies ; it controls the members of government, some of whom ap¬ 
pear sensible of its value, if we may judge from the few instances of 
prosecution it has experienced recently from tliat quarter. 1 do not 
refer, in speaking of forbearance, to instances of prosecutions origi¬ 
nating in societies owing their origin to the lust of lucre in one or two 
individuals, who contrive to make a profit of them, and that are a stain 
upon the country. It is not then becoming in lawyers to censure the 
press, even for what they may imagine a solitary evil, but which is per¬ 
haps in reality no evil at all, without looking far beyond the imme¬ 
diate cause of complaint, and, if they»can take in such an extended 
view, recollecting that were they able to clip tlic wings of tbc mighty 
tenant of air, and confine him in their own narrow inclosure for 
a time, bis pinions would again grow out and bear him aloft, Into his 
former regions of splendour and liberty. 

Thus it is much to be desired tliat the professors of the law i ould 
take just views of things out of their own professional pale, and they 
would see that to cramp the press is to destroy it. A few spots and 
blemishes which appeared on a brilliant surface, would never then be 
held as a rciison for dimming the rich rcfl(^ction which surrounded 
them. Let England and America, the only two nadons where the press 
is free, be contrasted with the besotted governments of the Continent; 
with Spain atid.tlic dominion of the creature that governs it, with 
Austria or Prussia. Lot the monarch of England be seen travelling 
long distances on the roads of bis country, without guards, or more 
numerous attendants than would accompany the private gentleman, 
well known, yet as perfectly secure as if he were the huiiihicst 
citizen ; and let the lawyers say what Continental king can venture 
to copy such an example. It is not the sanguinary laws, nor the 
ex(?cution of criminals, nor the zeal of judges, that eflects this; 
it is the characteristic of* a free government—the high sense of 
wliat is due from man to man—the discriminating knowledge of 
the age, owing to a free press, that will not fawrn on the one hand, 
while on the other it knows upon what shoulders to lay every thing, 
and convinces all that the monarch has the right of the citizen as well as 
his own, and that ho should be equally secured in the enjoyment of it. 
The subjects of nations not having the liberty of the press, are indiffe¬ 
rent as to their national integrity; armies must be kept up for overawing 
them. The citizen feels himself a party concerned in preserving peace 
at home, and in resisting foreign aggression, wherever there is a free 
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press. This national feeling is rendered doubly valuable, now the 
Holy Alliance is accustoming the people of the Continent to look at the 
occupation and government of their respective countries by foreigners 
with indifference. I need go no farther in detailing the blessings, next 
to the ho 2 )e of immortality, of the noblest of the gifts of Heaven to 
man. 

In respect to the jiublication of examinations of criminals before 
magistrates, or of coroners’ inquests, great good is often induced ; and 
witnesses come forward, and facts are disclosed, that would else re¬ 
main unknown. The reporters for the public press might, on the 
score of courtesy, on the expression of a wish for a temporary sup¬ 
pression only of the appearance of any particular fact by an authority, 
comply with such delay. The i^ublic could not suffer, and the com¬ 
pliance would not be deemed a^sacrificc of any moment. 1 should de¬ 
precate the question of right as to this matter coming before a court of 
lawyers, for many reasons ; especially when I believe the majority of 
the profession to be friends neither to a free press nor free discussion. 
The <|uestion will be a new one, still there are musty precedents enough 
which an ingenious tortuousness may call in to assist in deciding the 
point; and it is not difficult to conjecture what the decision would 
be. 'fhough every court is an open court, and all England is present, 
and hears the case, and rumour distorts facts anti perverts evidence, 
and spreads falsehoods respecting it, this may continue to be the case; 
but the trutli must not be wrilton, lest all England may read it, and 
the assassin be prejudiced in his defence by the testimony against him 
being published—the midnight robber be unable to find an honest jury, 
and men become more in the dark as to a just state of facts the more 
they know of them ! The statement being true (this must be under¬ 
stood as to sense and meaning at least,) the more the public are inform¬ 
ed of the niLi its of a cibse, the better for all parties. A jury deciding 
on evidence drawn from the testimony of present witnesses, and from 
that alone, will decide on what it hears according to its oath. The 
prejudice of few men dgainst those fioiii whom they never individually 
received injury, will not overpower ocular and auricular testimony in 
presence of a court of justice. It is at best, tlicreforc, exceedingly 
ill-judged to censure the press for every trivial aberration from what 
in stiictuess may be considered its corrcctest course. But how much 
more ill-judged is it to carp at those uses of it, which, so far from de- 
.serving eensnn*, are entitled to be ranked among its greatest blessings ! 
Neither the bench nor the profession of the law generally, can be 
benefited by an open contest with it. Ihc combat would be that ol a 
giant and a pigmy, of a Hercules and a common mortal; and the re¬ 
sults would be decidedly injurious to la^, because the latter is s5 open 
to attack in many (jiuarters, so full of absurdities, and stands so much 
in need of purification by tlie legislature : it is better, therefore, that it 
should refrain from forcing an exposition of its weakness before the 
w’orld, and thereby diminishing that respect in which it is held at p' csent, 
and with which it should ever be surrounded. V. I. 
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HOW TO OBTAIN THE CAP OP lOUTCNATlJS. 

“ He that within his hounds will keep 
May baffle all disasters, 

To fortune and fate commands he may give, 

Which worldlings call their masters; 

He may dance, he may laugh, he may sing, he may quail. 

May be mad, may be sad, may be jolly j 
He may walk without fear, he may sleep without care. 

And a fig for the world and its folly.” Wit Restored. 

In the deep serenity of an autumnal evening, I placed myself upon 
the terrace of the chateau at Versailles to enjoy the setting sun, the 
rays of which cnaincDed the glassy surface of the waters before me with 
a golden bloom, burnislicd the bronze figures of the marble fountains 
by which I was surrounded, glistened like fire upon the windows of the 
great gallery, illuminated by reflections from the wall of mirrors 
within, and after flickering along the casements of the eastern wing 
threw a rosy tinge over the Bois de Satory where it is embosomed, 
the leaves of which were as motionless as if the whole wood already re¬ 
posed in the first flush of sleep. Having recently visited the stu¬ 
pendous aqueducts of Buc and Marly, works worthy of the ancient 
ilomans, and observed how the whole of the circumjacent country was 
perforated with tunnels and reservoirs for the supply of tlic palace, I 
doubted vvliether that pile with its six thousand rooms had cost so much 
human labour as the various subterraneotis works radiating from it in 
all directions ; and I appreciated the difficulties to be overcome when 
the vainglorious Louis Quatorze resolved to conquer nature, and to 
make this spot, situated upon a sandy height, the most celebrated 
place in all Europe for those elaborate playthings, its waterworks. 
All around me were the evidences of liis apotheosis and deification. 
In the baths of Apollo I had seen him sculptured as that deity, while 
the matchless chisel of Girardon had bjscn prostituted to the leprcsen- 
tation of his six mistresse§, as attendant nymphs, performing the most 
menial offices «ibout his person. On the ceiling of the great gallery I 
liad gazed upon the paintings of Le Brim, in which he appears wielding 
tlic thunder of Jupiter, while Venus, Diana, and Juno were on all sides 
compelled to wear^the faces of his shameless courtesans. When I re¬ 
flected that the greater part of Europe was convulsed witli war by his 
mad attempts at foreign supremacy, at the very moment that the whole 
resources of the country were lavished for the gratification of his mag¬ 
nificence and his vices at home, I endeavoured to calculate how much 
actual enjoyment had prob.ably been attained by that individual for 
whom so many millions of men had .sacrificed theirs. 

WlTen the decrepit monarc^ wao obliged to be wheeled about his 
stately terraces in an arm-chair, he could hardly fail to draw humili¬ 
ating comparisons between the palsied reality of his fleshly limbs and 
the divine symmetry of his marble portraits; nor could lie well avoid 
sharing the feeling of Vespasian, who, being flattered upon his de.ath- 
bed, exclaimed in bitter spirit, “ O yes, I feel that I am becoming a 
god.” But we will take him in the vigour of his health and youth, 
without availing ourselves of Bacon’s observation, that it is a sad thing 
to have nothing farther to desire ami a tliousand things to fear; or of 
his equally apposite position, thutmoiiarchs arc like the heavenly bodies. 
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which have a great deal of glory and very little repose. Legitimate as 
he was, and misgoverning by unquestionable right divine, it will still 
be admitted that he had but five senses, or inlets of bodily pleasure; 
and Nature herself in the beneficent equality of her dispensations, has 
prevented us from usurping any undue share of pleasurable sensation, 
by limiting our capacities to that portion of enjoyment which is pretty 
much within the reach of all classes. She has not only placed a senti¬ 
nel at each gate to warn us against over-indulgence, but has provided an 
express and complicated economy by which she compels us to reject 
every excess with disgust and loathing. A king cannot devour more 
than one dinner in a day, a peasant eats no less; and as to the different 
([ualities of the ingredients, custom, which makes the soldier’s “ flinty 
and steel couch of war his thrice driven bed of down,” produces the 
same effects in an opposite diredtion, and renders the banquet of the 
palace not more stimulant or palatable than the frugal meal of the cot¬ 
tage. Probably it is less so, if there be any truth in the old adage, 
that health is the most exquisite cook, and hunger the best sauce. It 
is the same with the other senses as with the appetite. You cannot 
discount life and spend it before it is due. You cannot live upon the 
capital of your body, instead of contenting yourself with its legal in¬ 
terest, without inevitable exhaustion and poverty. Your portion being 
limited, the more you condense your gratifications the more you curtail 
their duration, and the more inevitably do you condemn yourself to the 
iiorrors of debility, satiety, taedium, and ennui. This is the lot of those 
kings who, having blunted and worn out their sensations by abuse, sit down 
in a blank and torpid desolation, and would willingly, like the Roman 
emperor, offer an immense reward for the discovery of a new pleasure. 
Henry the Eighth and Francis of France, in their meeting on the field of 
gold cloth, had completely exhausted in fourteen days all the means of 
gratification which the wealth and genius of their respective countries 
could supply or devise ; and when we recollect the enormous riches of 
King Solomon, and his multifarious luxuries, among which we should, 
perhaps, be hardly warrinted in including his seven hundred wives and 
three hundred concubines, we* need not wonder at his declaring that all 
was vanity and vexation of spirit. 

I'hese, it may be urged, are the mere pleasures of sense, which arc 
for all classes equally grovelling and evanescent; but the high in station 
may still preserve a wider range over the pure world of intellect, and 
all those enduring delights that emanat% from the head and heart. 
Alas! the spirit and matter whereof we are compounded are fellow- 
travellers, one of whom cannot be goaded beyond his strength without 
fatiguing the other. We cannot exhaust the body by intemperihcc 
without debauching and emasculatingHhctnind ; and even where a rare 
course of personal temperance has preserved the faculties unimpaired, 
it is almost impossible to drink largely of power without superinducing 
that mental intoxication which has precipitated so many rulers into the 
mischievous pranks of ambition. Where it assumes not this active , 
tendency, it is apt to bcmuddle its victim into that morbid and pitiable 
state of fretful lethargy termed Ennui. As nothing is so deplorable as 
the want of a want, there is not one of us who would not be a miserable 
loser by being “ as happy as a king.” They are the spoilt children of 
Fortune, and like the juvenile members of the class are too often way- 
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ward, jwevisli, and ill at case. As to the pleavsures of intellect, Loid 
Walpole’s Researches have not been able to redeem many royal authors 
from the dust; for it is much easier to win and wear a dozen crowns 
than to acljicve a single wreath of bays. Too busy or too indolent for 
literary pursuits, they read despatches instead of books, and pension 
laurcats instead of perusing them. Reasons of state equally debar 
them from the solace of those delights that emanate from the heart. 
Cupid is a Carbonaro wlio owns no allegiance to thrones; there 
is no sweet courtship in courts ; a king goes a wooing in the per¬ 
son of his privy counsellors; marries one whom lie never saw, to 
please the nation, of which he is the master only to be its slave ; views 
his bride with indilFercnce or dislike, and is generally cut off’from those 
domestic enjoyments which constitute the highest cliarm of existence. 
Friendship cannot offer itself as a substitute, for equality is the basis 
of that delicious sentiment, and he who wears a crown is at once pre¬ 
vented by station, and jirohibited by etiquette, from indulging in any 
communion of hearts. Verily he ought to be exempted from all other 
taxes, since he pays quite enough already for bis painful pre-eminence. 

If it be bad to have nothing to hope, it is not much better to have 
every thing to fear. It is luunihating enough for such exalted per¬ 
sonages to be perpetually giddy with the height they have attained; to 
envy the nicanest mortal who can exclaim that 

“ Treason has done his w-orst ; nor steel, nor ))oison. 

Malice domestic, foreiyn Joy, notliing 
Can touch him fartlicr;” 

to be incapacitated from looking out upon the face of nature or art 
without encountering some impertinent memento. If they gaze ii])on 
an eclipse, they are forthwith perjilcxed with fear of change; the full 
moon snubs them with the reflection that they, like her, have accom¬ 
plished their sphere; that they cannot become greater, and have 
nothing left but to decline and wane, the high tide twits them with 
the consciousness that they have been rai-sed by the flood of fortune, 
and may subsidp again with its ebb ; a natural storm catechises them 
about the chances of a political one ; a Volcano thunders them a lesson 
upon conspiractes of the Carbonari ; and they cannot open a hook w'ilh- 
out being schoofed by croaking ravens as to ihe instability of liuman 
grandeur. All the dethroned monarehs, from Nebuchadnezzar and 
Belshazzar down to Napoleon, are flung in their face ; they are pleasantly 
reminded that the lightning strikes the tallest towers first; that those 
who are the most elevated have the farthest to fall ; that when the 
sportsman Death goes out a sliooting, it is a matter of j)erfect in¬ 
difference to him whether he launches his arrow through the cottage 
casement, or the window of the palace; and that m many a royal 
cemetery— 

Here ’9 an acre sown indeed 
With the richest royal seed 
Th.it the earth did e’er suck in 
Since the first man died for sin. 

Here are sands, ignoble tilings, 

Dropt from the royal side-, of kings.” 

Well might Napoleon, in the plenitude of Ins power, revert with a 
sad complacency to the days of his childhood, declaring that he even 
recollected with delight the smell of the earth in Corsica; and that the 
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happiest period of his exist(‘nce was when he was roaming the streets 
of Paris as an engineer subaltern, to discover a cheap place for dining: 
and there can be as little doubt that his successor would gladly ex¬ 
change the heart-corroding splendour of the Tuileries for the tran¬ 
quil obscui ity of Hartwell. 

As the ocean is subject to unreposing tides to prevent it from stag- 
natiug, so is the human mind destined to a perpetual ebb and flow of 
excitement, that it may be stimulated to fresh enterprises, and thus 
conduce to the general advancement of the species by the develope- 
nient of individual activity. The mental hunger must be gratified as 
duly as the corporeal; and, unfortunately, there is this analogy between 
them, that whatever either of them tastes it destroys: the vulgar adage 
“ that we cannot have our cake and eat it too,” is equally applicable to 
the feast of reason. Air that hak remained a certain time in the lungs be¬ 
comes unfit for the purposes of respiration, and whatever has once passed 
through the mind l<|ses with its novelty its power of future gratifica¬ 
tion. .Some pleasures, like the horizon, recede as we advance towards 
them^ others, like butterflies, are crushed by being caught. Reader, 
didst thou ever see a squirrel in a cage galloping round and round 
without moving a step forwarder ? or tl)e same animal at liberty, jump¬ 
ing from bough to bough of a hazel tree, and shaking the ripe nuts 
into a pond beneath, in his anxiety to catch them ( Art thou bustling 
—enterprising—grasping, and yet disappointed, thou hast seen an 
exact portrait of thyself. Pleasure unuttained is the hare which we 
hold ill chase, cheered on by the ardour of competition, the exhilarating 
cry of the dogs, the shouts of the hunteis, the echo of the horn, the 
ambition of being in at the death. Pleasure attained is the same hare 
hanging up in the sportsman’s larder, worthless, disregarded, despised, 
dead. 

As an epicure in the enjoyment of lif*, I thank the gods, that by 
placing me above w-ant and below riche.s, they have given me little to 
fear and much to hope, I rejoice that so laKge a portion of enjoyment 
remains unpossessed, ‘that I have spoilt so little by u-3age, and that 
seven-eighths of the woilJ ibmain yet to be conquered, at least in hope. 
The ancients were (piitc wise in placing that goddess at the bottom of 
Pandora’s box ; it was like making the last-drawn Ticket, after a suc¬ 
cession of blanks, the capital prize. Oh the mattcr-of-factness of ima¬ 
gination— the actuality of reveries—the bond fide possession of those 
blessings which we enjoy in hope—thc'^present luxury of anticipation ! 
These arc the only enjoyments which cannot be taken from us, which 
arc beyond the reach of the blind fury with the abhorred shears, or 
her sightless sister of the ever-revolving wheel. 'I'o the wind|f do I 
cast the counting-house morality iitciilc,ated in the story of the milk¬ 
maid with her basket of eggs, Alnaschar with his panier of crockery, 
and all such musty apologues of the fabulists. There is a loss in 
breaking eggs or cracking teapots, but is there no gain in fancying 
oneself, for however short a period, a princess or a grand vizier, and 
revelling in all the delicious sensations which those respective dignities 
confer upon the imaginary, but withheld from the real incumbent I 
.Surely if the fancied delight be real, and the positive enjoyment of those 
stations illusory, the non-possessor has the best of the bargain. Credo 
quod haheo, ct liaheo. It is incredible what riches and estates I hold by 
this tenure. I pity the title-deed proprietors of manors, parks, and 
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mansions, vv!)o, kuoping thorn in fear, anti quitting them with regret, 
may truly exclaim from their narrow tombs— 

“ Of woods and plains, and hills and talcs. 

Of fields and meads, of parks and pales. 

Of ail 1 had this 1 possess, 

1 need no more—I hare no less.” 

I have but to put on my Fortunatus’s cap and all such domains are 
mine, for I have the full enjoyment as 1 walk through them, or gaze 
over the park-paling, of all the prospects they present, the breezes they 
waft, of the song of their birds, the hum of their bees, the fragrance 
and the beauty of their flowers. Like Selkirk in Fernandez, “ 1 am 
monarch of all I survey’' and “ my right there is none to dispute.” Nor 
is my omnivorous mind easily satiated. The Marquis of Stafford’s 
gallery is mine—Lord Spencer’s collection is mine, and mine more 
than theirs, for I am probably less satiated with gazing upon their 
beauties. Fonthill, Knole, Petworth, Blenheim, Sferceflcld, the Lea- 
sowes arc not only mine, but Windsor Castle, and Hampton-court; and 
as I have as unbounded a stomach for palaces as the builder ?)f the 
latter, I keep the Louvre, Versailles, Fontainebleau, and Compiegne for 
my summer residences when I make ray annual excursion to Calais in 
the steam-boat. All these, my establishments, cost me not a farthing 
for their maintenance. I live in no fear of losing them ; I stand in no 
awe of thieves; fire gives me no apprehension; I as little dread the 
watery St, Swithiji, lest the damp should injure my pictures and sta¬ 
tues ; I am unvisited by tax-gatherers, and untormented by servants. 
Mine is the only secret by which so rich a man may be so perfectly at his 

case.-Then my literary distinctions ! I am a regular hon among the 

hlucs every time that my imagination walks out of its den : 1 am con- 

vinfiztoned by the Countess of C-, routed by the Marchioness of 

S-, read by the public in the New Monthly, praised by the critics, 

courted by tlie Rou'. In due course i become as good an LL. D. as 
Dr. Pangloss,; and were" I to recapitulate all the literary honours I 
achieve by the same process, I fear the reader would extend to me the 
worthy doctor’s subsequent dignity, and set me down for an A double S. 

II. 

THE WALI.-l'LOWEIl. 

Where the wall-flower lives on high 
O’er the bcuipiurcd oriel-stone, 

Steals a perfuntc on the sky 

With the night-wind’s hollow moan 

Thus ’tis o’er the waste of years 
Comes an u.idistinguish’tl throng. 

Ruin’d hopes, and mingled tears, 

And gentle wishes cherish’d long. 

Holies though ruin’d, lovely yet; 

'1 ears for one though dead to me ; 

Thoughts 1 may not e’er forget ; 

Wishes that can never be. 

Ask not if they ’re good or ill— 

All are sad, yet pleasing all;— 

Nof how many haunt me still— 

Count the laiii-drops as thty fall. 


w/r. 
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THE PElYSrciAN.— NO. XII. 

On Corpulence, 

I HAVE somevvliere met with the observation, that there are persons 
in imaginary health who are not so deserving ot’ridicvile as the Maladis 
tmaginaires, at whose expense that satirist of physicians, Molierc, made 
himself so merry ; but for which the vengeance of Hyga;a overtook him, 
since he was seized, during the representation of this celebrated comedy, 
with an illness which afterwards carried him off. These healthy per¬ 
sons in their own imagination are the plethoric and corpulent, who take 
weight for the standard of health, and look with pity on the spare and 
meagre. It is to such great folks that 1 address this paper, and I claim 
no thanks from them if I should be so fortunate as to convince them 
of their error. I am well awjire how gratifying it is to retain errors 
which persuade us that wc are happy ; for this very notion confers hap¬ 
piness. I know what pleasure is felt by one who is congratulated on- 
the portliness of bBtrorporation, and the goodly rubicundity of his 
visage. It is this Measure of the corpulent that I intend to spoil. 1 
shall prove to them that they are diseased ; and, instead of confirming 
them in the idea that they are pictures of health, I will strike a terror 
into them that shall penetrate to the very centre of their sub-pectoral 
protuberances. I can easily foresee how they will reward me for my 
pains, and I shall, therefore, reply to them in the words of tlie culjirif, 
who, when the judge had commented on the heinousness of his crime, 
and concluded with asking him, what he thought he had deserved by 
it—coolly answered, “ Oh! 'tis not worth mentioning—I desire no¬ 
thing for it! ” 

When the blood contains too many nutritious and oily particles, 
these transpire by innumerable, almost invisible pores, through the ar¬ 
teries and veins, and collect in the cellular substance, which covers 
nearly the whole body. Hero they form vesicles, or small bags of fat, 
which become fuller and larger the more of this superabundant 
nutritious matter is conducted to them. Ih this manner the other¬ 
wise empty interstices of the body arc filled up, and jt acquires rotun¬ 
dity and corpulence. The iat deposited in these interstices has all the 
properties of an oil, when it appears in a fluid form*/ In this state fat 
exists in some fishes; and Pocock relates of the ostrich, that when it 
is dead, the Arabs shake it till its fat dissolves and is changed into an 
oil, which they apply externally in contractions and pains of the limbs, 
and also administer internally. 

A person may grow fat from various causes, the principal of which 
consists in the use of soft, fluid and nutritious food ; such as gravy- 
broth, juicy flesh, a milk and farinaceous diet, and strong beer. "Upon 
the whole, all alimentary substances which convey many fatty particles 
into the blood, should be avoided by people in good health. 

Another cause of corpulence is want of exercise. “ A man who 
lives well,” says Hippocrates, “ cannot be healthy unless he take.s 
exercise, and attention should always be paid to keep the exercise 
and food in equilibrium.” It is the violation of this rule that pro¬ 
duces corpulence, and hence corpulence has justly been described 
as a^nark affixed by Nature upon those who transgress her pre¬ 
cepts. In fact, we know fixmi experience, that nothing fattens s.) 
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rapidly as good eating and drinking, combined with bodily inactivity 
and love of ease. We see liow soon horses grow fat when they are 
well fed and not worked. Tlie oxen which have been used for draught, 
when turned into a rich pasture, are soon covered with wholesome fat. 
liy means of abundant food and confinement, geese, turkeys, and other 
poultry, may be rendered prodigiously fiit; and the same effect is pro¬ 
duced by them upon man. When Demetrius Poliorcetes was kept in 
confinement, and yet provided for in a royal style, he acquired such cor¬ 
pulence that he died of it in a few' months. 

Tranquillity of mind also tends to promote corpulence when super- 
added to the circumstances already mentioned. Hence we rarely find 
that persons subject to violent passions grow fat; but in general that 
such as arc disposed to corpulence are either volatile or iioi overbur¬ 
dened with sensibility. For the same reason much sleep encourages 
the increase of fat. If it he true, as some naturalists assert, that the 
bears, which sleep all the winter, are fat when tlu^comc forth again 
from their retreats, this is to be ascribi d to nolper cause but the 
torpid state in whicli'tlicy have pa'-sed their time. Why do carp grow 
so Iht when enveloped in moss, unless because they are kept in a state 
of inactivity and stupor out of their natural element ? 

The absence of such passions as reduce the strength and consume 
the vital spirits contributes not a little to corpulence. Compare only a 
patient ox and a quiet gelding with an imgfivernable hull and a fiery 
stallion, and you will find that a more weakly body and cooler blood 
render the former infinitely more disposed to feed than the latter. 
This calmer circulation of the blood is favourable to the secretion of fat 
in general; and this is the reason why moi-t persons increase very much 
in bulk bctvvecn the ages of forty and fifty years. .\t that period the 
pulsations of the heart and the circulation are not so strong and so 
rapid as in the heyday of youth, and to this the cessation of the growth 
of the body must ccitainly contribute its'.hare. A man after lie has 
ceased to grow' coiUimics^to live, as far as regards food and exercise, 
just as he did*lieforc; the consequence is, that,the juieis which used 
to be applied to the enlargement and conqilction of the members, are 
from this time produced in a superabundance, which turns to fat. The 
same is the case with people who have lost their arms or legs. As 
they eat and drink no less, though they have no longer those limbs to 
nourish, they become in general exceedingly plethoric and fat, since 
they daily retain a quantity of,nutritioiis juices that is not distributed 
as formerly in the deficient members. 

From these observations any one who wishes for rotundity of form 
will know how to proceed in order to obtain that desirable quality. I 
am not so biassed, however, as to assert that no advantage whatever is 
attached to corpulence. A fat man may tumble Into the water with 
Jess apprehension than a raw-boned figure; because tlic fat being a 
substance of a lighter nature is bettei calculated to keep him afloat 
than the muscle of tlie latter, who needs the ahl of a couple of blown 
bladders or of cork to give him the buoyancy which the former de¬ 
rives from his portly paunch. As fat saves from drow'iiing, so also it 
may preserve for a time from the effects of intense frost, becau.se it pro¬ 
tects the flesh from the inclemency of the weather. On other accounts 
it would not he well to have no fat: for it rentiers (hejoints sujiplc and 
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fitter for motion ; it prevents the friction of contiguous parts, keeping 
them always moist and slippery ; it communicates a greasiness to the 
skin which renders it soft and smooth, and defends it from the sharp¬ 
ness of the air; it unites the fibres of tlie muscles into compact masses, 
and secures them from becoming entangled with each other, and with 
the minute vessels and nerves which are every where distributed 
among them ; it serves the purpose of a soft and compressible cushion 
on v/liich we sit and He more comfortably; it prevents wrinkles, by 
imparting a pleasing plumpness to the contours of the body; and it 
adds to the whiteness of the complexion, owing to the transparency of 
the skin, wherefore the sick and meagre people usually have a sallow 
look. All these are real benefits, but they are attached to a moderate 
degree of corpulence alone. 

Quesnay calculated that a grpwn ])erson, when in his natural state, 
ought to have about eight pounds of fat. The average weight of a 
man is about one lumdred and sixty pounds: but as there have been 
very fat people wh(|pave weighed four, live, nay even six hundred 
pounds, it may easily be imagined, that in these cases there must have 
been a prodigious deviation from the state of nature. 'J'herc have been 
'•ven persons with fat six inches deep under the skin ; and similar in¬ 
stances have been knowm among brutes. Hogs have been made so fat 
that their skin was fifteen inches above the bone. An ox, which other¬ 
wise would weigh live or six hundred wciglit, in ly be fatted to nearly a 
ton and a half, which is half the weight of an I'lephant. These 
.astonishing deviations from nature cannot possibly he attended with 
beneficial results ; and of tins jibysiciaiis in all ages have been fully 
aware. It is an observatiou as ancient as Hippocrates, that health, 
when at the highest, as in the fat tithktiv, was precarious, because it 
eould not then experience any change, unless for the worse. Celsus 
considered a square-built figure, neither too fat nor too lean, as the best. 
Sanctorius observed, that after the process of digestion is finished daily, 
a man ought to he as heavy as he’was before it, if ho is in perfect health. 
Hut how can this lioli^ good respecting people, who,, after every 
meal, add to their weight a cqiisiderable quantity of superfluous juices 

In enumerating the dangers to which very corpulent persons are ex¬ 
posed, I shall quote the words of otlier physicians, wJ^ioiit taking any 
personal share in these sinister predictions. Apoplexies hold a promi¬ 
nent place in the list. Hippocrates knew from experience, that fat 
persons more commonly die a sudden deyth than loan ones ^ and so he 
says in several ])laces. lioerliaavc ascribes the disposition of corpulent 
persons to apoplexies, to the obstructed circulation ofthc blood through 
the vessels c<>mprcsscd by tbc fat. The blood gives way to this 
pressure, and accumnlates in those places where there is no iat to’pre¬ 
vent the expansion of the vessels. As’then the brain never becomes 
fat, the blood accumulates in its vessels and expands them to such a 
»legre<; that they burst, which is freipiently the immediate cause of apo¬ 
plexy. Haller mentions it as a fact tmivcrsally known, that corpulent 
persons are disposed to apoplexy. The annals of medicine relate, that 
a man who, though weighing upwards of six hundred pounds, never- 
theless possessed extraordinary agility, and whose waistcoat would 
button, wiihoiit straining, round seven men of ordinary dimensions, 
dic«l in his twonty-nintli or thirtieth year, leaving a pregnant wife and 
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five children. Louis Coute, who measured eight feet round the hod), 
and whose fat, after the removal of the skin, was, from the outer Sur¬ 
face to the abdominal muscles, between tliirtccn and fourteen inches 
thick,—in short, a man weighing eight hundred pounds, died in his 
forty-sixth year of apoplexy. The intestines were neither larger nor 
fatter than in an ordinary subject. Ilis liver, on the other hand, was 
triangular and indurated; and it was attached for the space of five 
inches to the omentum. No person can hesitate to believe such evi¬ 
dence, which is moreover confirmed by the experience of all ages. 

Somnolency is another complaint to which corpulent persons are 
liable. Boerhaave once had an interview with a doctor, who had grown 
fat with frequent unnecessary bleeding, and who was so lethargic that 
he fell asleep at least ten times during their conversation. Athenaeus 
relates of Dionysius, tyrant of Heraclifa, that he was so sleepy, owing 
to his excessive corpulence, that it was impossible to keep him awake 
without thrusting pins through the fat into his fl^. 

The insensibility and stupidity of corpulcnUpersons go hand-in- 
hand with this disease; for the fat covers and buries the nerves, which 
must be touched by sensible objects, in order to our having any percep¬ 
tion of them. It moreover compresses and paralyses the muscles, the 
nerves of which also it incapacitates for moving them. Nicomachu‘<, 
of Smyrna, was by corpulence rendered incapable of locomotion ; and 
we have had instances in England of persons, who, I'rom the same 
cause, could scarcely stir from the spot. The meagre animals, on the 
contrary, which might be supposed to be weak, such as grevhounds, 
racers and hunters among horses, .stag«, See. are remarkable Jbr their 
agility, and appear to fly through the air. 

As the exuberant fat compresses the lungs, it is obvious why cor¬ 
pulent persons experience a difficulty of respiration, and are sometimes 
suddenly suffocated. The same thing frequently happens to ortolans 
and other birds, which arc apt to grow very fat. Similar instances are 
related of men. Aristotle makes mchiion of a man who was suflbeated 
by his fat, wjiich was sfx inches thick; and Dionis observes, that in¬ 
fants at the breast arc sometimes carried,off in the same way, because 
the milk contains many butyraceous particles, which arc easily trans¬ 
formed into fatV Hippocrates also was acquainted with this species of 
death. Corpulent persons, says he, are frequently suffocated by in- 
‘ flammatory fevers and shortness of breath, and in general die suddenly. 

The corpulent have also feason to apprehend a deficiency of blood. 
Their alimentary juices are deposited in too great quantity, and as it 
were in a crude state in the cellular substance, because their impaired 
powers arc incapable of digesting them, llie blood-vessels, moreover 
are*too much compressed by fat tp be able to contain much bloofl. On 
this account Boerhaave makes a fundamental distinction between fat 
and plethoric persons. “ The corpulent,” says he, “ are considered as 
plethoric, because they are out of breath at the slightest motion ; be¬ 
cause the most trifling circumstance impels the blood to the head; and 
because they are so liable to apoplexy.” But all this merely proves 
that the blood does not flow freely through the straitened vcs.sels, and 
by no means that those vessels contain too much of that fluid. 'J’his 
oWrvation is of practical utility. Bleeding is serviceable to the ple¬ 
thoric, and must of course be pernicious to the fat, unless in cases like 
that related by Boerhaave, who, by bleeding, saved the life rtf a very 
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corpulent person. The patient had overheated himself by too violent 
exercise in summer. The melted fat had discharged itself into the 
vessels, and distended them to such a degree as to produce apoplexy, 
which was removed by the bleeding. 

“ Lastly,” says Haller, “ excessive corpulence induces dropsy, and 
this is the most common end of such persons, in whom thc^c blood¬ 
vessels, which ought to receive the returning gaseous fluids, are pro¬ 
bably obstructed. Finally, tliere are observations proving that stones 
are liable to be formed in the kidneys when overloaded with fat.” 

What a terrific catalogue of ailments for you, miserable gorbellies! 
But what is still worse, every word of this is true, and not a single 
point can be denied, or even doubted. I feel for you much loo sin¬ 
cerely not to lay before you all the means that should be employed by 
those who would either prevent or reduce corpulence. Here you will 
find lessons which will make your hair stand on end. 

Ab.stincnce is a r golden mean against the exuberance of nutri¬ 
tive juices. ,By long continued abstinence serpents become quite lean. 
In autumn the cellular substance of the cameleon, the lizard, and the 
frog, is full of fat ; and after the winter’s fast, they are found in spring 
quite empty. But though it is certain that fasting cannot make a 
person fat, still it is not a little of it that will make him lean. A 
young man who drank nothing but water, abstained from drinking at 
one time sixty days and at another forty-six. During the first of these 
periods he took animal food, but in the second nothing but such ali¬ 
ments as the Catholic church authorizes in lasts. Being weighed both 
before and after, he was found each time a few pounds lighter ; but 
after the second abstinence, this reduction was greater than after the 
first. By drinking afterwards twice a day, he recovered his former 
weight in six days, and gained a few pounds in addition. Hence we 
very speedily recover, by means of the most temperate meals, what we 
have lost by rigid and long-contirxied abstinence, even though w'o were 
to confine ourselves to a fast-diet, which furnishes a smajler quantity 
of juices than animal food, but yet more than is requisite for the sup¬ 
port of life. We must therefore seek more efllcacious means. 

Galen commended the effect of mental cares anc^* anxieties as a 
remedy for corpulence, .and Ovid was well acquainted with their ope¬ 
ration : — 

Attenuant vigiles corpus iniserabilt^cur® ; 

Adilucitquc cutim macies et in acra succiis 

Corporis omnis abit: vox tantuin alqiie ossa supersunt. 

Haller mentions two cases in point, which I must introduce. “ Cares 
and exertion of the mental powers jender the body very lean ; and 
tliose persons arc invariably fatter in whom the passions are more 
moderate. Hence, Caesar was accustomed to say that he was not 
afraid of ‘ fat, sleek-headed men,’ because such men are not in general 
very solicitous about the common weal or the preservation of liberty. 
The celebrated Dean Swift, while involved in cares and hostilities, was 
extremely meagre ; but became excessively corpulent after his mental 
faculties failed, and he had fallen into a state of idcocy.” 

In this list may he classed all the violent passions. Strong exercise 
also reduces fat; but this method sliould not be resorted to, till great 
part of tlie exuberant fat ha.s been absorbed in some other manner^ 
'riiis follows of course, for the shortness of breath and indolence of 
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corpulent people, forbitls much bodily exertion. Hence, otlier means 
must previously be tried for reducing the *• huge liill of flesh,” and to 
this end friction, which is a passive motion, may probably conduce. 
ZacuUis Lusitanus, Muys, and Quesnay, relate, that by oft-repeated 
friction unwieldy corpulence has been completely removed. Fever di¬ 
minishes fat in a wonderful manner. One person lost from this cause 
thirty pounds, another after salivation fifty pounds, and a third in the 
small-pox eighty pounds of his weight. But it should be observed, 
that after illness and a course of medicine, the fat usually accumulates 
again as fast as it before diminished. This increase and decrease are 
generally very rapid. A hog that is fastened up may be made fat in 
three days, and a lark fatted in one night becomes much poorer in the 
course of the ensuing day. 

1 wish corpulent people no diseases Vor their cure; still less can I 
recommend medicines to them. Dr. Fothergill observes, that a strict 
adherence to vegetable diet reduces exuberant fa^jnore certainly than 
any other means that he knows, and Dr. Cheyne furnished, in his own 
person, an extraordinary instance of its efficacy. This physician, w'hen 
between thirty and forty years of age, had, by indulgence in the plea¬ 
sures of the table, swelled to such a size as to exceed thirty-two stone 
weight. He was obliged to have the whole side of his chariot made 
open to admit him; and he grew short-breathed, lethargic, nervous, 
and scorbutic, so that his life became an intolerable burden. In this 
deplorable condition, after trying in vain all the power of medicine, 
he resolved to confine himself to a milk and vegetable diet, the good 
effects of which quickly appeared. His size was reduced almost a 
third, and he recovered his strength, activity, and cheerfulness, with 
the perfect use of all his faculties. 

White Castile soap has been proposed as a remedy to melt down 
and facilitate the absorption of fat. A very corpulent man took every 
evening half an ounce dissolved iu half a pint of water, and in 
two years b^c.'ime half u hundred weight lighter. He continued the 
use of it, and in six years was perfectly cured.' The soap operated us 
a diuretic without any inconvenience. *Iloerha.ave employed acids, 
crystals of tartaPjjcrcam of tartar, and such like purgatives ; but Haller 
relates that vinegar taken for this purpose by a master-builder, occa¬ 
sioned incessant vomiting and death, after which the inner coat of the 
stomach was found indurated to the depth of an inch or more. 

Lieiitaiid rerommends acetum sciHiticum taken in small doses, with 
frequent purging and brisk exercise: but it will seldom happen that 
the patients will be found sufficiently steady to persist in any of thesi* 
couKes ; the disorder, from its nature, rendering them irresolute and 
inattentive to their condition* llie principle use of rules, therefore, 
must be with a view to prevention ; and persons disposed to corpulence 
should be careful in time to prevent it from becoming an absolute dis¬ 
ease, by taking a great deal of exercise, not indulging in sleep, and 
abridging their meals, especially supper. 

Instead, however, of the tedious and partly dangerous means enume¬ 
rated above, I would recommend to my corpulent readers, nocturnal 
vigils and meditation. There is no remedy for reducing obesity with 
more honour than algebra, if the patient only studies it fundamentally 
at night and cuts wood by day. This remedy is sympathetic; it 
operates through the spirits, and removes fat hy a ^ b. 
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Mr, Irring. 

This gentleman has gained an almost unprecedented, and not an al¬ 
together unmerited popularity as a preacher. As he is, perhaps, though 
a burning and a shining light, not “ one of the fixed,” we shall take 
this opportunity of discussing his merits a time, while he is at 

his meridian height; and in doing so, shall “ nothing extenuate, nor 
set down aught in malice.” 

Few circumstances shew the prevailing and preposterous rage for 
novelty in a more striking point of view, than the success of Mr. 
Irving’s oratory. People go to hear him in crowds, and come away 
W'ith a mixture of delight and astonishment—they go again to see if 
the eifect will continue, and send others to try to find out the puzzle— 
and in the noisy conflict between extravagant encomiums and splene¬ 
tic objections, the true secret escapes observation, w'hich is, tliat the 
whole thing is, nearly from beginning to end, a frampositiim of 
idras. If the subject of those remarks had come out as a player, with 
all his advantages of figure, voice, and action, we think he would have 
failed : if, as a preacher, he had kept within the strict bounds of pul¬ 
pit-oratory, he would scarcely have been much distinguished among 
his Calvinistic brethren : as a mere author, he would have excited at¬ 
tention rather by his quaintness and affectation of an obsolete style and 
mode of thinking, than by any thing else. But he has contrived to 
jumble these several characters together in an unheard-of and unwar¬ 
ranted manner, and the fascination is altogether irresistible. Our Ca¬ 
ledonian divine is equally an anomaly in religion, in literature, in per¬ 
sonal appearance, and in })ublic speaking. To hear a person spout 
.Shakspeare on the stage is nothing—the charm is nearly w’orn out— 
but to hear any one spout Shakspeare (and that not in a sneaking 
imder-tonc, but at the top of his voice, and with the full breadth of his 
chest) from a Calvinistic pulpit, is new and *»vondcrful. ^ The J'anaf 
have lately lost something of their gloss in public estimation, and after 
the last fight, fe»v would go faV to see a Neat or a Spring set-to ;—but 
to see a man who is able to enter the ring with cither of them, or 
brandish a quarter-staff with Friar Tuck, or u broad-sVord with Shaw 
the Life-guards’ man, stand up in a strait-laced old-fashioned pulpit,» 
and bandy dialectics with modern philosophers or give a crois-lmd/ocl 
to a cabinet-minister, there is something^n a sight like this also, that 
is a cure for sore eyes. It is as if Cribb or Molyneux had turned Me¬ 
thodist parson, or ns if a Patagonian savage were to come forward as 
the patron-saint of Evangelical religion. Again, the doctrine of eter¬ 
nal punishment was one of the staple arguments with which, eternally 
drawled out, the old school of Presbyterian divines used to keep theii 
audiences awake, or lull them to sleep; btit to which people of taste 
and fashion paid little attention, as inelegant and barbarous, till Mr. 
Irving, with his cast-iron features and sledge-hammer blows, puffing 
like a grim Vulcan, set to work to forge more classic thunderbolts, and 
kindle the expiring flames anew with tlie very .sweepings of sceptical 
and infidel libraries, so as to excite a pleasing horror in the female 
part of his congregation. In short, our popular dcclaimcr has, contrary 
to the Scripture-working, put new wine into old bottles, or new cloth 
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on old garments. He has, with an unlimited and daring licence?, 
mixed the sacred and the profane together, tlie carnal and the spiritual 
man, the petulance of the bar with the dogmatism of the pulpit, the 
theatrical and theological, the modern and the obsolete;—what wonder 
that this splendid piece of patchwork, splendid by contradiction and 
contrast, has delighted some and confounded others ? The more 
serious part of his congregation, indeed, complain, though not bitterly, 
that their pastor has converted their meeting-house into a play-house : 
but when a lady of quality, introducing herself and her three daugh¬ 
ters to the preacher, assures him that they have been to all the most 
fashionable places of resort, the opera, the theatre, assemblies. Miss 
Macauley’s readings, and Kxeter Change, and have been equally enter¬ 
tained no where else, we apprehend that no remonstrances of a com¬ 
mittee of ruling-elders wdl be able to 1/ring him to his senses again, or 
make him forego such sweet, but ill-assorted praise. What wo mean 
to insist upon is, that Mr. Irving owes his triumphant success, not 
to any one quality for which he has been extolled, but to a combina¬ 
tion of qualities, the more striking in their immediate ell'cct, in pro¬ 
portion as they are mdooked-for and heterogeneous, like the violent 
opposition of light and shade in a jncture. We shall endeavour to 
explain tliis view of the subject more at large. 

Mr. Irving, then, is no common or mean man. He has four or five 
qualities, jjosscssed in a moderate or in a paramount degree, which, 
added or multiplied together, give him the important space lie occupies 
in the public eye. Mr Irving’s intellect itself is of a superior order; 
he has undoubtedly both talents anti acquirements beyond the ordinary 
run of every-day preachers. These alone, however, we liold, would 
not account for a twentieth part of the clT'ect he has produced; they 
would have lifted him perhaps out of the mire and slougli of sordid 
obscurity, but would never have launched him into the ocean-stream of 
popularity, in which he “ lies lloating many a rood —but to these 
he adds uncommon height, a graceful figure and action, a clear and 
powerful voice, a striking, if not a fine face, abbld and fiery spirit, aiul 
a most portentous obliquity of vision, which thiow him to an iramea- 
.surahle distance beyond all competition, and eflectiially relieve what¬ 
ever there miglit*i)e of common-place or bombast in his style of com¬ 
position. Put the case that Mr. Irving had been five feet high— 
Would he ever have been heard of, or, as he does now, have “ bestrode 
the world like a Colossus?”' No, the thing speaks for itself. Ih.* 
would in vain have lifted his Lilliputian arm, jieople would have 
laughed at his monkey tricks. Again, had he been as tall as he is, hut 
had ji^antcd other recommendations, he would have been nothing. 

“ The player’s province they but vainly try. 

Who want these powers, deportment, voice, and eye.” 

Conceive a rough, ugly, shock-headed Scotchman, standing up in 
the Caledonian chapel, and dealing “ damnation round the land” in a 
broad northern dialect, and with a liarsh, screaking voice, what ear 
polite, ubat smile serene, would have hailed the barbarous prodigy, 
or not consigned Iiim to niter neglect and derision ? But the Rev. 
lidward Irving, with ail his native wildness, “ hath a smooth aspect 
framed to make women” saints; his very unusual size and height are 
carried oH’and moulded into elegance by the most admirable symmetry 
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of Idiin and ran!,- of f'Chlure; his sable locks, his clear iron-grey com¬ 
plexion, and lirin-sct Icdlures, turn the ravv, uncouili Sootchiiian into a 
noble Italian picture ; and even his distortion of sight only redeems the 
otherwise “ faultless monster” within the bounds of humanity, and, 
when admiration is exhausted and curiosity ceases, excites a new in¬ 
terest by leading to the idle question whether it is an advantage to the 
preacher or not. Farther, give him all his actual and remarkable ad¬ 
vantages of body and mind, let him be as tall, as strait, as dark and 
clear of skin, as much at his ease, as silver-tongued, as eloquent 
and as argumentative as he is, yet with all these, and without a little 
charlatanry to set them off, he had been nothing. He might, 
keeping within the rigid line of his duty and j)roresscd calling, 
have ])reac‘hed for ever ; ho might have divided tlie old-fadiioned 
doctrines of election, grace, reyrobation, predestination, into bis six¬ 
teenth, seventeenth aod eighteenth heads, and his last/ij have been 
looked for as “ a consummation devoutly to be wished he might liave 
defied tlie devil and all his works, and, by the help of a loud voice and 
strong-set person — 

“ A lusty man to bcu an Abl»ot aljle”— 

Ii.ive increased his own congregation, and been quoted among the 
godly as a povveifnl pre.ieher of the word ; but, in addition to tliis, he 
went out of his way to attack Jeremy Boulham, and the town was up 
in arms. 'I'he tiling was new. He thus wiped tlie stain of musty 
ignorance and formal bigotry out of his stylo. Mr. Irving must have 
something in liim, to look over the shining close-packed heads of 
liis congregation, to have a hit at the Great Jurisconsult in his study. 
He next, ere the report of the former blow bad subsided, made a 
lunge at iNIr. Hrougliam, and glanced an eye at Mr. Canning; uii/sti/ieil 
Mr. Coleridge, and .stiilf/Jcd Lord Liverpool in his place—in the 
Calh'ry. It was rare sjiort to see him, “ like an eagle in a dovecote, 
diilter the Volsciaiis in Corioli.” He lias found out the secret of 
attracting by rejielling. All those wliom lie* attacks are curious to 
hear what he says of tlfbiii: they go again, to show that *thcy do not 
mind it. It is no less interesting to the by-standers,Vho like to wit¬ 
ness this sort ol' (»islaii^/il, —like a charge of cavalry,.the shock, and 
liu: lesistanci’. Mr. Irving has, in fact, without IcJlvc asked or a 
licence granted, converted the (Caledonian Chapel into a Westminster 
rornm or Debating Society, uiili the sanctity of religion added to it. 
Our spirited jioleniic is not contented to •defend the citadel ol ortho- 
iloxy against all inipugncrs, and shut liimsL'll up in texts of Scripture 
and huge volumes of tlie (Commentators as an impregnable I’ortress ;— 
lie mciely makes use of the strong-hold of religion as a resting-place, 
from which he sallies forth, armed with njodcrn topics and with penal 
lire, like Achilles of old rushing from the Grecian tents, against the 
adversaries of God and man. Peter Aretine is said to have laid the 
Princes of Lurope under eontributioii by penning satires against 
them: so Mr. Irving keeps the public in awe by insulting all their 
favourite idols. He does not spare tlieir politicians, ilioir rulers, their 
moralists, their poets, their players, their critics, their reviewers, their 
inagazinc-vvntcr.s; lie levels their resorts of business, their places of 
aniUKeinent, at a blow -cities, churches, palaces, ranks and professions, 
arts and elegances—and leaves nothing standing but himself, a mighty 
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land-mark in a degenerate age, over-looking the wide havoc he ha* 
made ! He makes war upon all arts and sciences, upon the faculties 
and nature of man, on his vices and his virtues, on all existing institu¬ 
tions, and all possible improvements, that nothing may be left but the 
Kirk of Scotland, and that he may be the head of it. He literally sends 
a challenge to all London in the name of the Kino of Heaven to 
evacuate its streets, to disperse its population, to lay aside its employ¬ 
ments, to burn its wealth, to renounce its vanities and pomp; and for 
what?—that he may enter in crowned with glory ; or after enforcing 
his threat with the battering ram of logic, the grape-shot of rhetoric, 
and the cross-fire of his double vision, reduce the British metropolis to 
a Scottish heatii, with a few miserable hovels upon it, where they may 
worship God according to the root of the ointter. Such is the pretension 
and the boast of this new Peter the l{crinit, who would get rid of all 
we have done in the way of improvement on a s.ate of barbarous igno¬ 
rance, or still more barbarous prejudice, in order to begin again on a 
tabula rasa of Calvinism, and have a world of his own making. It is 
not very surprising that when the whole mass and texture of civil so¬ 
ciety is indicted as a nuisance, and threatened to be pulled down as a 
rotten building ready to fall on the heads of the inhabitants, that all 
classes of people run to hear the crash, and to see the engines and le¬ 
vers at work which are to elfect this laudable purpose. What else can 
be the meaning of our preacher’s taking upon himself to denounce the 
sentiments of the most serious j)rofessors in great cities, as vitiated and 
stark-naught, of relegating religion to his native glens, and pretending 
that the hymn of praise or the sigh of contrition cannot ascend accep¬ 
tably to the throne of grace from the crowded street as well as from 
the barren rock or silent valley ? Why put this affroril upon his hear¬ 
ers ? Why belie his own aspirations ? 

“ God made the country, und man made the town.” 

So says the poet; does Mr. Irving say so ? If he docs, arid finds 
the air of the city death to his piety, why docs he not return lionie 
again? But if he can breathe it with impui/ity, and still retain the 
ibrvour of his early enthusiasm, and thd simplicity and purity of the 
faith that was once delivered to the saints, why not extend the benefit 
of his own cx|J^iience to others, instead of taunting them with a vapid 
pastoral theory? Or, if our popular and eloquent divine finds a 
change in himself, that flatteiy prevents the growth of grace, that he 
is becoming the god of his dwn idolatry by being that of others, that 
the glittering of coronet-coaches rolling down Holborn-Hill to Hatton 
Garden, that titled beauty, that the parliamentary complexion of his 
audience, the compliments of poets, and the stare of i)€ers, discompose 
his wandering thoughts a little ; ‘and yet that he cannot give up these 
strong temptations tugging at his heart; why not extend more charity 
to others, and shew more candour in speaking of himself? There is 
cither a good deal of bigoted intolerance with a deplorable want of 
self-knowledge in all this; or at least an equal degree of cant and 
quackery. 

To whichever cause we are to attribute this hyperbolical tone, we 
hold it certain he could not have adopted it, if lie had been a little man. 
But his imposing figure and dignified tiiunnci enable him to hazard 
sentiments or asse'itions that would be latal to oiiiers. His controver- 
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sial during is backed by his bodily prowess, and, by bringing his intel¬ 
lectual pretensions boldly into a line with his physical accomplishments, 
he, indeed, presents a very formidable front to the sceptic or the scoffer. 
Take a cubit from his stature, and his whole manner resolves itself 
into an impertinence. But with that addition, he overcrows the town, 
browbeats their prejudices, and bullies them out of their senses, and 
is not afraid of being contradicted by any one less than himself. It 
may be said, that individuals with great personal defects have made a 
considerable figure as public speakers; and Mr. Wilberforce, among 
others, may be held out as an instance* Nothing can be more insig¬ 
nificant as to mere outward appearance, and yet he is listened to in the 
House of Commons. But he does not wield it, he does not insult or 
bully it. He leads by following opinion, he trims, he shifts, kc glides 
on the silvery sounds of his undulating, flexible, cautiously modulated 
voice, winding his way betwixt heaven and earth, now courting popular¬ 
ity, now calling servility to his aid, and with a large estate, the “ saints,” 
and the population of Yorkshire to swell his influence, never ven¬ 
turing on the forlorn hope, or doing any thing more than “ hitting 
the house between wind and water.” Yet he is probably a cleverer 
man than Mr. Irving. 

There is a Mr. Fox, a dissenting minister, as fluent a speaker, with a 
sweeter voice and a more animated and beneficent countenance than 
Mr. Irving, who expresses himself with manly spirit at a public meet¬ 
ing, and is the darling of his congregation ; but lie is no more, because 
he is diminutive in person. His head is not seen above the crowd the 
length of a street off. He is the Duke of Sussex in miniature, but the 
Duke of Sussex docs not go to hear him preach, as he attends Mr. 
Irving, who rises up against him like a martello tower, and is nothing 
loth to confront the spirit of a man of genius with the blood-royal. 
VVe allow there are, or may be, talents sufficient to produce this equa¬ 
lity without a siqgle personal advantage; but we deny that this would 
be the effect of any that our grijat preacher possesses. We conceive 
it not improbable that, the consciousness of‘muscular pjjw'er, that the 
admiration of his person by, strangers might first have inspired Mr. 
Irving with an ambition to be something, intellectually speaking, and 
have given him confidence to attempt the greatest thjpgs. He has not 
failed for want of courage. The public, as well as the fair, are won 
by a show of gallantry. Mr. Irving has shrunk from no opinion, how¬ 
ever paradoxical. He has scrupled tq avow no sentiment, however 
obnoxious. He has revived exploded prejudices, he has scouted pre¬ 
vailing fashions. He has opposed the spirit of the age, and not con¬ 
sulted the esprit de corps. He has brought back the doctrines of Cal¬ 
vinism in all their inveteracy, and ^mitted the inveteracy of his north¬ 
ern accents. He has turned religioA and the (’aledonian Chapel 
topsy-turvy. He has held a play-book in one hand and a Bible in the 
other, and quoted Shakspeare and Melancthon in the same breath. 
The tree of the knowledge of good and evil is no longer, with his graft¬ 
ing, a dry withered stump; it shoots its branches to the skies, and 
hangs out its blossoms in the gale— 

“ Miralunpie novos fruclus, et non siia poma.” 

He has taken the thorns and briais of scholastic divinity, and gar- 
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la,nded tiietu with the llowers of inodisii literature. He has done at! 
this, relying on the strength of a remarkably 6ne person and manner, 
and through that he has succeeded—otherwise he would have perished 
miserably. 

Dr. Clialmers is not by any >neans so good a looking man, nor so 
accomplished a speaker as Mr. Irving; yet he at one time almost 
equalled his oratorical celebrity, and certainly paved the way for him. 
He has therefore more merit than his admired pupil, as he has done as 
much with fewer means. Ho has more scope of intellect and more in¬ 
tensity of purpose. Both his matter and his manner, setting aside his 
face and figure, are most imjiressive. Take tlie volume of “ Sermons 
on Astronomy” by Dr. Chalmers, and the “ Four Orations for the 
Oracle? of God” which Mr. Irving lately published, and we appre¬ 
hend there can be no comparison as to their success. The Hrst ran 
like wild-fire through the country, were the darlings of watering-places, 
were laid in the windows of inns, ’ and were to be met with in all places 
of public resort; while the “ Orations” get on bnt slowly, on Milton's 
stilts, and are pompously announced as in a 'I’hird Edition. We be¬ 
lieve the fairest and fondest of hi.s admirers would rather see and hear 
Mr. I rving than read him. The reason is, that the groundwork of his 
compositions is trashv and hackneyed, though set off by extravagant 
metaphors and an affected phraseology ; that without the turn of his 
head and the wave of his hand, his periods have nothing in them; and 
that he himself is the only idea with which he has yet enriched the pub¬ 
lic mind. He must play off his person as Orator Henley used to dazzle 
his hearers v\ith his diamond-ring. The small frontispiece prefixed to 
the “ Orations” does not serve to convey an adequate idea of the mag¬ 
nitude of the man, nor of the case and freedom of his motions in the 
pulpit. How different is Dr. Chalmers! He is like a monkey-preacher 
to the otlicr. He cannot boast of personal appearance to set him off. 
But then he i.s like the very genius, or demon, oi theological contro¬ 
versy per.sonified. He has neither airs nor graces at command; he 
thinks jiothipg of liimseK’; he has nothijig theatiical about him (whicli 
cannot be said his successor and rival) ; but you sec a man in mortal 
throes and agony with doubts and difllcultic.s, .seizing stubborn knotty 
points with lus R'cth, tearing them with liis hands, and straining his 
eyeballs till they almost start out of their sockeLs, in pursuit of a 
train of visionary reasoning, like a Highland seer with his second-sight. 
Ihe description of Balfour of Burley in his cave, with his Bible in one 
hand and I>is sword in the otfier, contending with the imaginary enemy 
of mankind, gasping for breath, and the cold moisture running dowm 
his lace, gives a lively idea of Dr. Chalmers’s prophetic fuiy in the 
pulpit. If we could liavc looked in to have seen Burley liard-bcset 
“ by the coinage of his heat-eppressed brain,” who would liavc asked 
whether he was a handsome man or not ? It would be enough to 
see a man haunted by a spirit, under the strong and entire dominion 
of a wilful hallucination. So the integrity and vehemence of Dr. 
Chalmers's manner, the determined way in which he gives himself 

* VVi* reinvmbcr tiuding tbo volume in the orchard at Burford-bridge near Box- 
lull, and passing a whole and very delightful morning in reading it, without quitting 
the shade of .in apple-tree. We have not been able to pay Mr. Irving’s book the 
same coinplinicnt of reading it at a sitting. 
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itp lu his subject, or lays about him and buHcts sceptics and gain- 
sayers, arrests attention in spite of every other circumstance, and fixes 
it on that, and that alone, which excites sucli interest and such eager¬ 
ness in his own breast! Besides, he is a logician, has a theory to sup¬ 
port whatever he chooses to advance, and weaves the tissue of his 
sophistry so close and intricate, that it is difficult not to be entangled 
in it, or to escape from it. “There’s magic in the web.’’ Whatever 
appeals to the pride of the human understanding, has a subtle charm 
in it. 'J'he mind is naturally pugnacious, cannot refuse a challenge of 
strength or skill, sturdily enters the lists and resolves to conquer, or to 
yield itself vanquished in tlie forms. This is the chief hold Dr. Chal¬ 
mers had upon his hearers, and upon the readers of his “Astronomical 
Discourses.” No one was satisfied with his arguments, no oit« could 
answer them, but every one wanted to try what he could make of them, 
as we try to find out a riddle. “ By his so }>otfnt art,” the art of lay¬ 
ing down problematical jiremises, and drawing from thfun still more 
doubtful, but not impossible, conclusions, “ be could bedim the noon¬ 
day sun, betwixt the green sea and the azure vault set roaring war,’' 
and almost compel the sttirs in tlicir courses to testify Ins opinions. 
The mode in which he undertook to make the circuit of the universe, 
and demand categorical information “now of tlie planetary and now of 
the fixed,” put one in mind of Heeatc’s mode of ascending in a machine 
from the stage, “ midst troops of spirits,” in which you now admire 
the skill of the artist, and next tremble for the fate of the performer, 
fearing tliat the audacity of the attempt will turn his head or break his 
neck. Tlie stylo of these “ Discourses” also, though not elegant or 
poetical, was like the subject, intricate and endless. It vvas that of a 
man pushing his way through a labyrinth of difficulties, and determined 
not to flineh. Thi' impression on the reader was proportionate; for, 
whatever were the merits of the style or matter, both were new and 
striking; and the train of ibouglit tliat was unlblded at such length 
and with such strcmiousiie..s, wns bold, continuous, and consistent 
with itself. * < 

Mr. Irving wants the’contimiity of thouglit and mivmer which dis- 
tingnislu's his rival—and sbiiies liy patclies and in bursts. He docs 
nor warm or acipiire iiici easing foice or rapidity wi^i his pi ogress, 
lie is never hurried away by a deep or lofty enthusiasm, nor touches 
the highest point of genius or fanaticism, but “ in the very storm and 
whirlwind of his passion, he acquires and begets a temperance that may 
give it smoothness. ’ He has the sell-possession and masterly execution 
of an experienced player or practised fencer, and docs not seem to ex¬ 
press his natural convictions, or to be engaged in a mortal struggle. 
This greater ease and iiulificrence is ^the result of vast superiorit/of 
peisonal apjiearanee, wliich “ to he adiiiirtld needs but to be seen,” and 
does not require the possessor to work himself up into a passion, or to 
use any violent contortions to gain attention or to keep it. 'J'hese two 
eekbrated preachers arc in almost all respects an antithesis to each 
other. If Mr. Irving is an example of what can be done by the help 
of external advantages. Dr. Clialniers is a jiroof of what can be done 
without them. The one is most indebted to his mind, the other to IiIm 
body. If Mr. Irving inclines one to suspect fashionable or popular 
religion of a little (intlirojMmoi phisoi. Dr. Clialniers cficctually redeems 
it j'roni that scandal. 
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THE l‘ATKIOT AND THE APObTATli'b DAtOllTKU, 
GUEKK lover’s EAKIi\VELL. 

AovAot KtKKijaOai alffxfii'OfAai.—Hunpuiis Hccu/iti. 

’Twas (HI a lonely spot they met— 

And silvery moonbeams linger’d by, 

To steal a light more lovely yt— 

The light of weeping Beauty’s eye. 

“ ’Tis done—the die ol Fate is east— 

And when this meeting hour is gone. 

O’er the wild visions of the past 
Wave thy dark wing. Oblivion ! 

V\ hy from a dyiim mother’s arms, 

VVhy was I borne a sickly boy; 

And rescued from a thousand harms, 

'That sorrows might the man deslio> ! 

VVhy was I, by the whim of Fate, 

Cradled in infancy with thee— 

And destined, by a like estate 
Of life, ihy equal here to be ! 

VV'^liy (lid our infant sports unite, 

And, as the seasons o’er us stole, 

Why (lid we twine, with lond delight, 

I'iie tics that bind us soul to soul! 

Farewell—’(were vain to cherish hope, 

And vainer still without it love :— 

What with the will of Heaven can co|)e— 

Or what thy sordid father move ? 

Yes! sordid traitor ! basely won 
By treasure to the ojipressing cause. 

He would |)ersuade all llellas shun 
The roa(l to Freedom’s sacred laws . 
i'liis Heathen Sultan’s tyranny, 

'I'hat ranks the Chrif^ian with the bruit, 

Hia pnrebaced voice calls sanelily. 

And bids us meet the scourger •'nine 
But, no ! the soul of Oreecf; is uji— 

Indignant fire plays o’er her heart— 
field shall drink each ruddy drop 
That warms it, ere that fire depart: 

'I’liis tyrant now shall gall no more— 

Or, on a desolated plain. 

Scourge limbs \hat slifien in their gore. 

And lord it o’er a nation slain. 

'I'he chains of slavery must fall 

From arms that nobly dare be free ; 

And in one dire coijvulsiun all 
Now welcoilte death or liberty. 

'rriumphant shouts shall ride the wind 
Till trembling skies their echo drink— 

Or, to eternal death consign’d, 

Circcce in gigantic ruin sink. 

He, thy lascivious Frince, shall Icaiii 
How weak the link by tyrants forged—• 

.4n(l, with despair’s wild horror, turn 
From fields with Turkish carrion gorged ! 


OR IHE 
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The Patriot and the Apostate''^ Daughter. 

Thy iiither too, though now secure 
In his o’crbearhig [>atron’s might. 

May find that Greece, a slave no more. 

Wields a dread sword in Freedom’s fight. 
'I'ell him from me, that there are some— 

Ay ! thousands, too—and one am 1— 

Who, let what fate soever come. 

Will nobly do, or nobly die. 

'I’eH him that we this oath have sworn— 

* Freedom or Death shall be our lot 
Aiul though our limbs arc shackel-woru. 

Our souls iheir rights have ne’er forgot. 

We with oui fathers’ spirit glow ; 

And Hellas’ sons will yet be free— 

Her soil we tread ; and every blow 
Shall work us Upnbs or liberty. 

’Tis fit alone for such as he— 

Apo.state from his Country’s creerl— 

'J’o bend the slavish minion’s knee. 

And kiss the hand that bids him bleed. 

Nay—pardon me if I offend 

With leiins so rude that filial ear— 

’’J'ls true, thy Sire was once my friend , 

Hut has he proved his friendshiji here i 
He knew I loved my native land— 

Hail’d her revolt with joy elate— 

Yet urged me, with a villain’s hand 
'I’hat native soil to desolate: 

When my insulted pride rehell’d. 

And spurn’d the mean advice he gave. 

Thy beauty as a bribe he held. 

And thought to bind me thus a slave. 

But, Heavens! one hour of Freedom’s strife. 
Believe me, 1 would rather live. 

Than drain a slave’s protracted life 
Mid all the joys tliy love could give. 

'J'hen fare thee well—the bitter 4 )aiii 
Thus, dius of rending heart from hcaii. 

This thought ivust lull—VV'e meet again • 
W^here angel-souls need never part; 

Yet, stay! one kiss—ah, me! the last I — 

It makes my very blood congeal—■ 

Oh, pangs of hell have ne'er surpass’d 
'^I'lie deepening agonie.s I feel! 

This chilly sweat that’s on my limbs— 

Ah, that I could this minute die! 

A tear—a tear—oh. Heaven ! it dims. 

But freezes ere it quits my eye. 

1 dare not stay—this must not fast— 

And, now our farewell hour is gone. 

O’er the wild visions of the past 

Wave thy dark wing. Oblivion!”— 

They parted—she to seek a tomb 
By sighs—and he to mix in slaughter: 

A bullet fix’d the patriot’s doom— 

And griei’eut down the Apostate's daughter. 
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lAHICWKLL TO AlUUKUC. 

Alonk bciicalh tlic cloud of niglu, 

A vvrclclicd, weary, wauderiii^^ wijrlil. 
Spite of her tears I took my 
From her I love in Airdrie. 

'Phougli doom’d her fond suit to deny, 

’ ['was laiiguaged hy the tell-tale eye, 
ilow much my heait wish’d to comply. 
Nor leave my Io\c in Airdrie. 

'I’liough mantled o'er with winter’s snow, 
Ami deem’d immersed in Hoods, of woe, 

1 feel witliin Love’s v\armcst glow 
W hene’er 1 think on Airdrie. 

“ I'o'gei me not*” when Helen sings. 

Or ^i.n■garet’s sigh reiifemhraiiec brings. 
Or M.iiy wakes tiie Lrembliiig strings, 

,My liearl—my soul’s in Airdiie. 


I'KItsuNAl. IDi.Nrn^. 

“ lini'en il t'a'sar, de.ul and twin’d to el.iy, 
iMmlit stop a hole to keep tl.e uiwd aw.iy, 

I) tliat that (Mi-th, wliicli kept the world in awe 
.Should p.iteh a wall to c.xpel the winter’s tl.iw’ 

Hami r. i. 

It was a great btrelch of imaoination that led Sliakspcare to this 
point of pliilosopliy. 1 or thonoh the physical verity is set down “ with 
modesty enonoh and likelihood to lead it,” yet is tin' morality profound 
lor the peiiod at which our “ divine haul” wrote. To lollow the clay 
of “ the world’s great niaslei” till it mends a cranny in some wretched 
hut inhabited by one of the lU/nnlie ,—to “ trace the noble dust of 
Alexander till it is fonm] stopping a buiigliole,” was a most rare and 
tinIookcd-lbi*reacb of }>re(ocioiis democracy in <ho “ qneeiie’s scrvaiii.'.” 
amounting almost to a piojiliecy of those- notioms which give such un¬ 
easiness to the Allied So\( feigns, and which have stamped the agi- we 
live in with an ^idelible stain of disloyalty. Accordingly we of the 
latter time are prone to read the passage with much cfjinpluct ncy, and 
to derive no .small pleasure from the notion, tliat, let the niiglity ones 
hector and storm as they willf “ to this complexion they must come at 
last.” 

That the dead should be reduced “ to such vile us{;s,” is a trutli 
which, in reference to ourselves, is not ])ainful ; for, though some of 
us are very sliy of a dissectitig-rofim, join loudly in the outcry against 
resurrcctioii-men, and wouhl willingly hang a surgeon for his en- 
dt^avours to discover and cure our inward diseases, yi-t very few trouble 
our heads to look farther into afiairs, and inquire after the fate of the 
constituent parts of our bodies, when nature has played the anatomist 
with us, and, in spite of all our care, has resolved into its elements that 
I harming eoinlnnation of earths and gases, “ our noble s(dves.” 

* A slioiL l.iilbid writlcri by II. V., on piCM‘i)tiii;r to .i Mwiiig bidy, llw litllc bliu- 
llowcr cidlcd Myosolo.'j, Moiisc-ciir, .‘'corpimi gra-'S, or ” Foigct iin- not ’’ 
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But the case will not, perhaps, he precisely the eame, when the 
reader conies to know that tliis dissolution, of which we tliink so little 
hereafter, is actually going on daily and hourly,—“ here on this bank 
and slioal of time,"—and in our living bodies ; and that there is no one 
capable of perusing these pages, who has not already been decomposed 
and re-formed so often, and changed over and over again so com¬ 
pletely, that there is not a single ])article of the original body he re¬ 
ceived from his mother remaining, by which he could in a court of 
justice prove his filiation, or lay claim to a property in his own person. 
Such, however, is the truth; and a truth so firmly demonstrated upon 
the sure.st basis of physiology, th.at the only doubt among the learned 
rests upon the exact time it takes for the soul to get rid of^rts old 
clothes, and manufacture for itsijlf an entirely new suit. On this ab¬ 
struse point tlic opinion to which I am the most inclined is that which 
hxes on forty days for an entire revolution of oiir corporeal structure ; 
and to this belief I am the rather led, inasmuch as it coincides precisely 
with the duration of Lent. For as the Catholic church, in determining 
upon this period of annual fasting and mortification, had an eye to the 
total eradication of the lusts of tlie llesh, it is to be presumed that she 
limited the consumption of cod andhaddock to the exact tiinelbeccssary 
for such a metamorphosis. Insoinucli, that I do not lie.sitate to declare 
iny conviction, that if tlie rule were observed in all its pristine stiict- 
ness,—if we abstained rigidly from beef and mutton on everyday of the 
week throughout JjC'iit, v. e sliould by Easter {Sunday airive at such a 
])itch of piscatory pcifection, as not to have a .single grain of {leccant 
(pindnipedal inattei upon our boiie.s;—no, nor in our bones cither. 

“ We are,” says a French writer, “ really and physically like a river, 
the waters of which pass in a continued stream. The river is the same 
in its bed, in its banks, its source and its mouth, in cvciy particular 
which is md the river it.self; but in that which constitutes its essence— 
the water—it is undergoing an inceseant change, so as to be absolutely ex¬ 
empt from all identity,” Kicherand prefers comp&ring thcluiwian body in 
this particular to the ship of the Argonauts: but a more familiar, and 
therefore more intelligible image of llic truth, is to be found in the far- 
famed stockings of Sir John C'ollyer, which, having onc^hecn woollen, 
were at length mended till they became converted thread by thread 
into entire silk. The only point in which the comparison fails is, that 
we, on the contrary, begin life as silk stockings, and are gradually 
mended down to tlje coarsest yarn hose : a melancholy truth; and I for 
one most heartily wish it were otherwise. 

This discovery, like all other innovations, will be found to affect 
liumanily in a vast variety of ways. Some interests it will cross most 
provokingly ; and tlic jiarties thus affecte(> will, no doubt, be the first 
to deny the position, and to cry blasphemy against any person suffi¬ 
ciently imbued with the principles of the French .school to uphold it. 
With other interests it will perhaps coincide ; and these parties will as 
assuredly find that it is “ part and parcel of the law of the land and 
both parties will be ecpially liglit; for, 

VVliat’s the worili of any thing 

But so much money as ’twill bring? 

To those rovers in love wlio are perpetually railing against the '‘lonjoitrs 
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perdrix,” and who complain with Sir John Brute that man and wife 
are one flesh, it must be a great consolation to know that, without the 
risk either of Doctors’ Commons or of standing in a white sheet, they 
may have a new wife nearly once a month; and that,, although the 
minister with his cabalistical forms may (in the language of the British 
Critic) transmute “ two human beings into one matrimonial animal," yet 
it is quite beyond his power to bind a man for any duration to the same 
woman. So far, indeed, from the wicked knight’s having cause to dread 
the kissing himself in his lady, he cannot at the end of forty days be 
sure of himself in his own proper person. To those, on the contrary, 
who have an high esteem for themselves, and look down upon the rest 
of mairkind as on an inferior caste, it must be the very devil and all to 
learn, that in forty days they must part with the bright object of their 
incessant adoration ; and not only that some of their own “ divine par¬ 
ticles” may pass into a cauliflower or a cabbage—or, what is worse 
still, into the bodies of those they so heartily despise—but that they 
themselves may; in all probability, be polluted and contaminated by re¬ 
ceiving in exchange some of the cast-off’elements of others, and so 
fraternize in a worse than Mezentian embrace with the objects of their 
high disditin. 

To the prisoner and bondsman it must be a delightful revelation to 
be told that his habeas corpus is so near at hand; that no hard-hearted 
creditor, no obdurate gaoler, can retain a single particle about him in 
custody for more than forty days ; and that while they attack the form 
and shadow only of the outward man, the Substance, ere two revolu¬ 
tions of the moon, must fade from their grasp, to wander in all the 
frolic of unlimited freedom through every element of nature. Should 
the knowledge of this truth be widely disseminated through society, it 
can scarcely be doubted that it will form an available plea of error per- 
somv. Who, indeed, will be able in surety of conscience to swear to 
” the prisoner at the bar," if forty days shall have elapsed between the 
commission* of the crirne and the day of trial? O vanity of human 
justice! the thiaf who stole the jewels escapes, and a wretch, neither in 
mind nor body the same individual, swings in his stead: while the fine 
gentleman thaj„figures at court with stars, garters, and medals, has 
nothing in common with “ the Great Captain” who won the battle and 
comiuered the peace! 

'i'o the advocates for Negi;p Slavery this physical fact is invaluable, as 
an unassailable rock upon which they may bviild an irrefragable argu¬ 
ment in favour of their right to the persons of their victims. Allowing 
all that nature, Christianity, and common • sense have advanced in 
favour of the slave’s original rjght to his own body, must it not be 
at once conceded, that, afte/forty days’bondage, that right wil! com¬ 
pletely evaporate; the body having become so much animalized 
meat and drink, the undisputed goods aftd chattels of the master, 
worked up merely into a more valuable fonn, and as much at the 
service of the proprietor as a stcaq)-engine constructed at his own pro¬ 
per charges and with his own iron.)and timber? 

This continued- flux of our corporeal being, this metensomatosis (as 
Plato would have ctilled it, had Plato known any thing of the matter,) 
which is perpetually going on with such incessant activity, is accom¬ 
panied by a similar change in our passions, feelings, reflections, voli- 
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tiofiSt and all the other habits of our intellectual being: and I pray 
you, reader, if you be an inquisitor, or a taker of the altitude of other 
mens consciences in any shape whatever, to observe, that I do not say 
that these facta stand to each other in any (\egTee in the relation of 
cause and effect. I have no wish to bring down on my head a disputer, 
armed with a volume of polemics to attack me', because he may fancy 
my orthodoxy an inch or two below the standard measure. Leaving, 
therefore, this ticklish question to be settled by the anatomists and the 
divines—who are equally competent to decide, the one knowing as 
much about the matter as the other,—I content myself with noting the 
fact, that the two sets of phenomena run together pari passu, like two 
well-trained horses in a-curricle; and that, as fast as we are flinging 
overboard our old selves, and tqking in fresh cargoes of fleshly per¬ 
sonality, we are likewise discharging an infinity of whims, caprices, 
tastes and distastes, opinions, prejudices, facts, and fables, and stow¬ 
ing away others in their place to the full as absurd, mischievous, or 
useless as the earliest freights of our youth and inexperience. 

Many of us, I am sure, there are who wonder What in the name of 
Heaven is gone with the Gretik and Latin which cost bur fathers so much 
money, and ourselves (1 mean ovir:former selves) so many^tripes in 
our fjHondam bchinds. Can it be that some ill-advised absorbent has 
iisported it in a lump of medullary mattei' 4 . or an artery overlaid it with 
a quantity of iinflogged and unharassed cerebral substance ? This, 
however, as 1 have already said, I leave to others deeper in transcen- 
dentals than myself, thi Kants and the Cants of the land. For me it is 
truth enough to know that gone it is, strophes abd systems, Aselepiads 
and Glyconics, prosody and grammar, and all; leaving scarcely enough 
behind to puzzle the country gentlemen readers of the Magazine from 
time to time with an odd quotation, abstracted from my common-place 
book. Yes! gone it is, into that valley 

Ove tnirabiliueiitc tra riiliiltu 

Cib chesi pcule, o per nostro difStto 

O per cofpa ili tempo o ili forluna. ^ 

• Ariosto, (yanto 34, Stanza 73. 

And with it arc gone “ Love’s young dream,” the abstract pleasure of 
existence, the sweets of novel-reading, the charm of reverie, the de¬ 
lights of the Nouvelle lleloise, the bright image of Susan Truefaith, (and 
divers other images ; to wit, three tliousand^four hundred and fifty-four, 
as a special pleader would lay the count;) and, worse than all, an hearty 
appetite and a sound sleep. In the place of those valuable commodi¬ 
ties, what have I acquired '( Much caution and more emui, much respect 
for money and more discontent, an increasing sympathy with the caift- 
tic severity of Byron and Voltaire, anu mdre toleration for the dry ar¬ 
guments of loss profane writers, a growing partiality for the pleasures 
of the table, and a closer intimacy with doctors and apothecaries. 
Alas! alas! what changes are here! The “purple light of love" re¬ 
placed by a pair of spectacles, and the fire of youth by fleecy hosiery 
and the glow of a gouty foot; thb,l)evt-aches of passion superseded by 
the heart-burns of indigestion, and the thrills of desire by the twinges 
of the liver I When 1 try to forget for a moment these growing ills, 
by mixing in society, and take my part in the old glee of “ Oh no, 
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no, no, wino cannot cure the pains I endure," an inevitable association 
makes me think much less of "my Chloe” than of the last frost. 

These curious facts and inferences had been rollin'^ in my head for 
some days, when, falling into a doze for five minutes after dinner in my 
easy chair, I dreamt a dream. Methougltt I was slill sitting in my 
easy chair awake, aiul puiidering the theme whicli in reality had led me 
from reverie to rest, when, suddenly, a thin scarcely visible vapour 
emanated from my person, and gradually concentrating itself over the 
vacant scat uhicli my wife had just left that I might enjoy my nap un¬ 
disturbed, took the form of myself as exactly as if reflected from’ a 
looking-glass. 

YotTirmst be convinced, said my spectred .self, that your notions on 
personal identity are perfectly true ; and though to your own conception 
man is an unit, a whole, a person, to the intellect of an atom, (for atoms 
think and feel intuitively and without organs,) he is a compound of the 
most incongruous diversity. In this sense, and in this alone, man is a 
microcosm, a thing "of shreds and patches," an assemblage "nndique 
eollatis membris," " non bene jiinctarum discordia seraina rerutn,” 
picked up from rvery region of sublunary nature. His humours de¬ 
pend on his digestion, his thoughts and his propensities change with 
his diet; a glas.s of braiuly makes him a niadmant a dose of physic re¬ 
duces him to a sage. Cuvier has said, that he is an attracting artd 
repelling focus. To me ho is a mere machine, fixbricating virtues of 
vegetables ; converting beer and wine into oaths and curses ; working 
beef, as Lord Byron conjectured justly, into ferocity ; and converting 
luxurious diet “ as sure as rain engcndcretii hail” into wanton wishes. 
You yourself are no more the same gay, light-hearted, presumptuous 
coxcomb you were at twenty-three— 

III sul /»(> prime giovenilo errore 

Quaiul’ ai m parte altr’ huom da quel che tn sfi, 

(I beg Petrarch’s pardqn for the libeHy taken with his quotation)—than 
you are Napoleon Bonaparte, John Wesley, tor the Bishop of Peter¬ 
borough. Na/, you are no rapre the «amo man you were before din- 
uer,, when you tvere so cross and' cantankerous^ than you arc the sickly 
urchin, mulingf'and puling in the nurse’s arms, of forty years ago. 
Havingarrived atthis part ofliis discourse, the figure commenced along 
tirade of obscure and unintelligible metaphysics, which be learned, I 
know very well where. IIS' talked at great length on essence.s and 
entities, on the vital principle, and Malthns on Population : but J 
observed, that in proportion as the ideas .bcc.amc more confused, the 
image became more indistinct; its visible form partaking evidently 
of the confusion of its own^notions; when suddenly the door opened ; 
Sancho, according to the established etiquette in these cases, jumped 
on my knee; and I awoke, with the full determination of writing down 
all 1 bad heard, and leaving it to the reader to decide, whether this dream 
passed through the ivory gate, or through its colleague 

Cornea, (pi® veris facijls datur exitus umbris. 


M. 
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SALVATOU ROSA, AND HIS TIMBS.* 

The accomplished writer, whose work, under the above title, has 
just issued from the press, might have spared herself the pains of re¬ 
plying by anticipation to the question, why she shoqld have selected 
Salvator Rosa as the subject of her first essay Jn Biographical writing ? 
For if, in place of the above enquiry, it had been asked—Supposing 
Lady Morgan to try her versatile hand on biography, who, of all Uie 
distinguished dead that have hitherto remained without their due meed 
of posthumous attention, is she likely to fix upon ?” all wliwhave been 
able to take an unprejudiced view of her previous writings, and through 
them of her peculiar t«rn of thought and sentiment, would f:;4»bably 
have replied with one accord,—‘‘ Who but Salvator Rosa ?” Who hut he 
—who was, by tilths, the boyish’serenader of the beauties of Naples; 
the youthful wanderer among the wild heights of the Abruxzi, and the 
captive and afterwards the companion of their banditti; the poor, but 
proud and unbending artist, who would study in no school but that 
of Nature, and submit to no patronage but that of a whole pepple; 
the graceful and accomplished lover, who courted his mistresses in his 
own poetry set to his own music—each of which was unrivalled in its 
day ; the wild, witty, and enthusiastic Irnprovvisatore—who dared to 
utter, into the very cars of the great, truths which others dared scarcely 
to think ; the sensitive and deep-thoughted philosopher, who distanced 
the age in which he lived, and meditated on what might be till he could 
scarcely endure what was; the dark and gloomy conspirator of the 
Torrione del Carmine, and the active champion of Liberty against Op¬ 
pression as a leader in the Compagna della Marte, under that most ex¬ 
traordinary of all revolutionary chiefs, Masaniello, the fisherman of 
Amalfi ; the bold, bitter, and uncompromising satirist of all the vices 
and corruptions of bis debased but still beloved country ;—he who was 
all these and much more; and who added to and blended with.them 
all (at least during the latter years of bis life) the ebaractqr of incoin- 
parably the most original, and upon the whole the most popular and 
successful artist of the times ih which he lived ; this too in times when 
high art was supreme over all secular things, and high Artists per¬ 
mitted to hold-a rank next to that which man conlers’^pon li^self— 
when the nobility of Nature was considered as second an[i/ to that of 
name! 

In fact, it must be admitted that Lady*Morgan has chosen her sub¬ 
ject most happily, both with reference to its own peculiar susceptibility 
of amusing and instructive dcvelopcment, and to the kind of talents and 
acquirements which she brings to the task. It remains to be seen*in 
what manner she has availed herself df these double advantages. But 
before entering into this examination, perhaps wc can scarcely do the 
reader a more acceptable service, than by striking off a brief and rapid 
sketch of the Life which Lady Morgan has undertaken to develope 
in all its detail, and set forth to the world in all its singular variety of 
shades and colours. The materials we shall use for this purpose are 
chiefly those which she has here placed before us ; and for the sake at 
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once of variety, and to enable the reader to jiidf^e for himself as to the 
mere style in which she has conducted her enquiry, we shall occasion¬ 
ally use extracts from her work ; and the rather as it can scarcely as 
yet be in the hands of any of our readers. 

On one of the loveliest of all the lovely sites that overlook the Bay of 
Naples, in the little village of Renella, was born, in the latter end of the 
year 1615, Salvatore Rosa—S 9 called, probably, partly because it was the 
fixed intention of his pious parents to devote their son to the church ; 
and partly because the name of Salvatore, when bestowed at the bap¬ 
tismal font, was considered, in the superstitions of the time and country, 
as something like a pass-word to eternal happiness. The little Salva¬ 
tore, however, so far from exhibiting any early symptoms of saintship, 
soon became the scape-grace of the village ; and his saving name was 
speedily spoiled by the expressive diminutive of fllo —Salvatoriello. 
Still, however, his worthy and respectable,* but indigent parents, were 
indexible in their determination 0 /having their only son brought up for 
the priesthood; and accordingly at a very early age he was placer! 
under the discipline of the holy fathers who conducted a college at 
Naples, called that of the Conoirgazunic Soniasai. But even previously 
to this early period, Salvator had shewn unequivocal signs that his 
destiny was not to be controled by the will of others, whatever it 
might be by his own ; and he had already evinced, to those whtj could 
observe them, tolerably clear indications of the [joint to which his 
genius tended. For he was in the constant habit of playing truant 
from his imposed studies, to wander alone among the wild and sub¬ 
lime scenery in the neighbourhood of ids native village ; and when 
imprisoned as a punishment for his imputed fault, he used to cover the 
walls of the chamber in which he was confined with rude repetitions of 
the various objects which had attracted his attention in his rambles— 
done with pieces of burnt stick which he pre[)ared for the purpose. 
Nothing moved, however, by these natural indications of the line in 
which their-son’s genius''destined him to move—but on the contrary, 
greatly scandali?:ed at the bare possibility of ids becoming an artist— 
they lost no time in hurrying him 5 [vvay to* the College in which they had 
with some difficulty procured him admission. The following imaginary 
picturCf of the'tather and son departing from their village-home for the 
college at Naples, may be offered as a very pleasing and chaiacteristic 
specimen of the manner in which Lady Morgan treats her subject. 

" Jn an age and country so marked in all their forms and modes by the 
picturesque, this departure for the College must have been a scene to paint 
rather than to describe. The ndnd’s-eye, glancing back to its graphic details, 
be'nolds.the ardent boy, with his singular but beautiful countenance, and light 
and flexile figure, both modelst-in a' maturer age, issuing forth from the old 
portal of the Casaccia to attend his father to Naples. He is habited in the fan¬ 
tastic costume of the Neapolitan youth of that day; a doublet and hose, and 
short mantillo, with a little velvet-cap, worn perhaps even then with an air gal- 
lifird, and a due attention to those black tresses so conspicuous in all his por- 
fraits for their beauty and luxuriance. Vito Antonio, on the contrary, at once 
to shew his Iwalty and decayed gentility, afl'ects the fashion of the reigning 
court mode. For then, as now, alt that looked Italian was deemed suspicious ; 

* His father, Vito Antonio Rosa, was an architect and land-surveyor, and occu¬ 
pied the largest house, the Casaccia, of the village. 
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and the old casacca di cuojo of Vito, in spite of the rudeness of its material, 
was doubtless made “Spanish-wise,” %vith 

* Snip and nip, and cut and slish, and slash I' 

The father and son, as they brush through the vine tendrils that festoon the 
portico, are followed beyond its sill by Madonna Giulia and the weeping 
sisters. The comicello is bestowed, to avert an evil eye ; and then another 
and a last ‘ Addio, Carino,' is given, and the father and son descend the hill 
ofRenella, towards Strada IriTrascata ;•—the one, with a bounding step, all 
emotion ; the other, with a measured pace, all wisdom, pouring forth on the 
unattending ear of his prc~occupicd companion such ‘ wise saws and modern 
instances’ as might be deemed serviceable to him who for the first time 
leaves that 

‘ Home where small experience grows.’ 

In their descent, ivhat a scene developed itself to eyes that saw l?cauty in 
Nature under all it% aspects, ; 

‘ Hill und dale, 

Forest and field, and flood, temples and towera,’ 

too soon to be exchanged for the weary round of cloistered walls ! The eJas- 
tellated chimneys of the old Casaccia might still be seen through the dark 
pines. The figure of Madonna Giulia might still be distinguished by the 
snow-white head-dress, which, like the bodkins that tressed her daughters' 
locks, sparkled in the sunshine. As she watches the descent of her son, she 
offers prayers to the Virgin that he might become, for sanctity and learning, 
* II ininicolo del mo secolo' Another turn, and the scene shifts. The hum of 
Naples,, the most noisy city in liurope, ascends like the murmuring of Vesu¬ 
vius oil the eve of an explosion. The jirccipitous declivities, covered with 
pines and chesnut-woods, succeed slopes festooned with trailing vines, throw¬ 
ing their tendrils round every object that could catch or sustain them. There 
they obscure, and there they reveal, the dark chasm, ‘ shagged with horrid 
thorn,’ and riven in the rocky soil by .some volcanic convulsion ; while fanci¬ 
ful edifices of many terraces, fragments of antique ruins, morsels of friezes 
and columns, hillocks of tufo, brown and hare, rise among hanging gardens 
and groves ; and chapels, belfries, shrines, and altars gleam on every side, 
till the noble Strada Toledo is reached, and its palaces exclude the magic 
scene, supplanting it by one scarcely less picturesque. Such was the scenery 
of the Vomiro in the beginning of the 17th ceniuiy; and such it is now. 
From this magnificent aiul spacious quarter of the city oj’ Naples, the two 
Rosas proceeded to the daik alid gloomy part of the Citta \'ecchia. The 
portals of the Congrcgazionc Soinasca were but loo soon reached ; the bell is 
rung, and is answered by a lay-brothcr ; a parcnttil henedictwn is given, as it 
is received, with tearful eyes ; and the gates of the monastic prison are 
gratingly closed upon one of the freest spirits that ever submitted to the moral 
degradation and pnysical restraint infficted, ip all such seminaries, on youth 
and nature.” 

Here, in this monastic solitude,—a solitude the more galling to the 
free and errant spirit of the young Salvator, from its being within si^ht 
and hearing of all the hurry and hum of a city like Naples,—-he must 
have passed several years of his early yotftb; but the deficiency of dates 
—which is so conspicuous in all his biographers, including the one more 
immediately before us—prevents us fiorn determining how long. Cer¬ 
tain it is, however, that his confinement here was attended by the most 
beneficial effects on bis after-pursuits; since it impelled and enabled 
him to collect that very considerable store of classical knowledge 
which was so available to him as a direct source of appeal and illus¬ 
tration, while it probably nourished and confirmed that enthusiastic 
disposition which led to all the most interesting events of his life. 
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The time at length arrived, however, when the rules of the society in 
which he was enrolled, compelled him to abandon the above path of 
study—which was well suited to his genius and temperament—for one 
which was directly averse to both. He was called upon at once to di¬ 
vorce liimsclf from the wondrous trutiis of the historians of his native 
country, and the beautiful fictions of her poets, and to devote his 
whole thoughts and studies to the dry logic and the spurious philoso¬ 
phy of the schools. The consequences were natural enough; and not 
a little fortunate for others, whatever they may have been for himself. 
He refused to tread in the appointed steps—was expelled the college— 
and returned once more to his parents, as poor, and no less wild and 
roma(;i,tj^ than be had left them. 

It so happent'd that, at the period of Salvator’s happy escape from 
the drudgery of metaphysics, music w;xs the ruling passion of the Nea¬ 
politan people, and every thing but love gave way before it. What, 
then, could the sensitive and enthusiastic youth of sixteen, just eman¬ 
cipated from the thraldom of a cloister, be expected to do, but throw 
himself freely into the arms of these two sister deities? And what 
could he do better ?—At all events, he did so ] and presently became 
one of the most successful serenaders and accomplished musicians 
of the day, both as a composer and a performer. In addition to which 
he is understood to have furnished music, even at this early period, 
with some of the most pleasing songs and lyrical pieces, which fhe lan¬ 
guage of his day could boast. His genius, however, was of too strong 
and peremptory a character, to admit of his trifling much of his time 
away in delights of this kind. When he was between seventeen and 
eighteen years of agc,his sister married a young painter of some celebrity, 
named Francesco Francanzani; and being compelled, at this time, by 
the continued indigence of his parents, to choose a profession for himself, 
he at once fixed on painting—for which his old passion returned, as 
soon as he began to frequent the stiqly of his new brother-in-law. It 
appears that tlie latter, •observing evident signs of talent and power in 
all that Salvator attempted in his new pursuit, would willingly have 
afforded him every instruction in the study of it- But, luckily for Art 
and for the world, the young aspirant was too impatient of restraint to 
follow any pradse rules, and too conscious of innate power to abide by 
the practice of any particular school. Nature was the only model that 
he would consent to study and imitate, and his own perceptions of her 
qualities and attributes werv; the only criterions by which he would 
permit his performances to be measured and judged. Accordingly, the 
course which he now adopted was perfectly untried, and the results lo 
wiich it led were no less striking than they were new and original. 
It was the fashion of the (Uy Ibr every student in painting to com¬ 
mence, or rather to prepare himself for, his public career, by making a 
professional tour through tlie principal Italian cities ; studying and 
practising by turns the various styles then in vogue, and finally fixing 
on that which might seem best adapted to his views and talents. Sal¬ 
vator, too, commenced his career by making a professional tour; but 
it was one of a very different kind from the above, and its consequences 
were no less so. He sought out as models the different works of 
Nature alone; and it was her different manners only that he thought 
worthy of study and imitation. Jn short, he set out on a desultory and 
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unpremeditated pilgrimage, among the rude mountains and natural fast¬ 
nesses of Calabria, and the still less cultivated and accessible heights of 
the Abruzzi—passing in his way thither, and on his return, through all 
the wild, romantic, and lovely scenery, that lay in the more immediate 
neighbourhood of his native village; and every where lie collected and 
placed on record (either on paper, or in his almost equally retentive 
memory) all that struck him as calculated to serve his after-purposes. 
It was in this singular tour, too, that he had a rare opportunity of cul¬ 
tivating that taste for the wild and romantic in manners and habits, as 
well as in scenery, which never quitted him in after-life. It is an un¬ 
questionable fact, that he passed a very considerable time among a 
banditti that inhabited the heights of the Abruzzi; and it seems almost 
equally certain, that his stay among them was voluntary—at IfflSf after 
a time,—for in no part of his liff do we learn any thing to contradict 
the fact, even from his friends—though his numerous enemies and ca¬ 
lumniators made it a perpetual subject of charge against him. That 
this romantic tour, and the adventures which he met with in the course 
of it, produced a striking effect both on the moral and physical charac¬ 
ter of his style, can scarcely be doubted ; and it is to be feared that the 
somewhat savage and intractable disposition which never quitted him 
afterwards, even in the height of his prosperity, was at least called into 
action, if not created, by the same circumstances. At all events, on 
his return to Naples, nothing—not even the absolute want and misery 
of his family, whicli was now left, by his father’s death, entirely de¬ 
pendent on him—could induce him to submit to the usual means of 
obtaining employment in his art. The state of patronage in Naples at 
that time was such, that if Salvator had chosen to enrol himself in 
cither of the schools that were then dividing the favours of the church 
and the public, his great and original talents would have procured him 
instant notice and distinction. But his haughty and unyielding spirit 
would truckle to no means of obtaining fame and favour, but the direct 
one of deserving it; and the coiRequence was, that he remained en¬ 
tirely unknown and unemployed, except by the little dealers of the 
market-place, while artists of infinitely inferior talents were engaged in 
ornamenting the palaces of prmces and the altars of the church. At 
last, however, the celebrated Lanfranco—who was just arrived in 
Naples on an engagement to ornament the cupola oAhe Chiesa del 

Gesu _happened to see one of Salvator’s historical landscapes, at the 

door of a little shop where it was hanging for sale,—which he not only 
purchased, but after making fruitless enquiries concerning Salvato- 
riello, the artist whose name it bore, gave orders to his numerous 
pupils to collect for him all the works they could meet with beari^ 
the same signature, 'fliis fact presently came to the knowledge of tfte 
delifrhted artist; and it was the first foundation of his still tardy, but 
from this time progressing fortunes. This happened at about his nine¬ 
teenth year. In his twentieth he repaired to Rome; but not meeting 
the encouragement he had expected, and his health also suffering from 
the mal-aria, he again sought employment in his native country; but 
was soon afterwards induced to accept of an asylum, for such it was, 
in the palace of the Cardinal Brancaccia; for whom he painted, a 
loggia and an altar-piece: the first great works he had attempted. 
Soon, however, disgusted with what he could not help considering as 
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a species of dependence, he once more returned to Naples ; and among 
his first efforts on his arrival, was that which fixed and confirmed his 
future fortunes. Tliis was his celebrated picture of Prometheus; 
which he painted for tlie Homan market, and sent there to a friend, 
who contrived to procure it admission into an annual exhibition which 
took place at the Pantheon. Frotn this time the fame of Salvator as 
a painter was fixed on a pretty sure foundation ; and all that remained 
for him was to turn it to a good account. But this his haughty and un¬ 
worldly disposition long prevented him from doing. It did not, how¬ 
ever, prevent him from taking another course, which, unintentionally 
and unexpectedly on his part, led to the desired end : for we cannot 
agree with Passori, one of liis contemporary biogiaphcrs, in considering 
that he adopted this course advisedly, and with reference to his profes¬ 
sion ;* but, on the contrary, must rcg,ird it as a more freak of his wild 
and wayward disposition, brought ou by the encreased gaiety and ani¬ 
mal spirits attendant on his comparatively bettered fortunes. Let 
Lady Morgan herself describe Salvator’s first appearance in his new 
character. 

“ Towards the close of the carni\al of l()3p, when thcs])irits of the revellers 
(as is always the case in Rome) were making a brilliant rally for the represen¬ 
tations of the last week, a car or stage, highly ornamented, drawn by oxen, 
and occupied by a masked troop, attracted universal attention by its nov’clty 
and singular representations. The princi|)al personage announced biuiself as 
a certain Signor Formica, a Neapolitan actor, who, in the cliaracterof Coviello, 
as a Chailatan, displayed so much genuine wit, such bitter satire and ex¬ 
quisite humour, rendered doubly effective by a Neapolitan accent, and na¬ 
tional gesticulations, that other representations were abandoned ; and gipsies 
told fortunes, and Jews hung, in vain. The whole pojiulation of Home gra¬ 
dually assembled round the novel, the inimitable Formica. The people relished 
his flashes of splenetic humour, aimed at the great; the higher orders were 
delighted with an mlnovvisatoie who, m the intervals of his dialogues, sung to 
the lute, of which lie was a perfect master, the Neapolitan ballads then so 
much in vogue. ’1 he attempts made by bis fellow-revellers to obtain some 
share of the plaudits he fio abundantly‘received, whether he spoke or sung, 
asked or answered quesuons, were all dboilive; while he, says Baldinucci, 

‘ conie capo di lutti, e pur spiritoso, e ben parlante, con hei ghiribizzi e 
lazzi spiriiusi, teneva a sc mezza. Koina,’—at ihe head of every thing by liis 
wit, eloquence, and brilliant liimiour, drew half Home to himself. The con¬ 
trast between‘‘liis beautiful musical and poetical compositions, and those 
Ncd|iolitan gestures in which he indulged, when, laying aside his lute, he 
presented jus vials and salves to the delighted audience, exhibited a versatility 
of genius, vvhich it was difficult to attribute to any individual then known in 
Horne. Guesses and supiiositioiis were still vainly circulating among all 
classes, when, on the close of the carnival, Formica, ere he drove his tri- 
uin|)hal car from the Piazza ^lavona,vvhich, with one of the principal streets in 
tile 1 rastevere, had been the princijial scene of his triumph,ordered his troop 
to raise their masks, and renmvin^ his own, discovered iliat (^oviello was the 
sublime author of the Prometheus, and his little troop the /u/riigiani (fol¬ 
lowers or partisans) of Salvator Rosa. All Home was from this nigrncnt (to 
a ])hrasc which all his biographers h-ivc adopted) ‘filled wilh his Jame.* 
That notoriety vvhich his liigh genius had lailed to procure for him, was ob¬ 
tained at once by those lighter talents, which lie had nearly suffered to fall 
into neglect, while more elevated views had filled his mind.” (Vol. i.p. 263.) 

From this moment Salvator became no les.s popular as a painter 

* “Rendendosi impaziente per non vc.lcrc ijiicllo chc pih dcsidorava, di grido, 
e di acclainazionc, gli venue in pcnsicro per tar iiiaugiure apertura alia cognizionc 
della sua per.soiia, di introdur.si,’’ &c.— Paarn. 
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than an improvvisatore, and immediately took his station in the highest 
rank of Roman society—visiting and entertaining princes and cardinals 
— reciting to them his bitter satires on themselves and their pretensions 
—painting pictures for them at his own price, or refusing to paint 
them at any price, just as it happened to suit his wayward humour 
—making himself a score of enemies for every friend—in short, 
at once openly putting on the external garb of that character 
which had always been the only one in which he felt himself at home ; 
namely, that of a wild, wayward, proud, obstinate, uncompromising, 
and somewhat unckilized spirit; but always honourable, high<minded, 
and generous—totally free from that “ envy, hatred, and malice,” and 
never mixing himself with those paltry intrigues and cabals, to which 
his profession has ever been proverbially prone—and moreoviw,always, 
as far as regarded ins own sen^ments and meditations, raising himself 
above, or projecting himself beyond, the age in which he lived, and 
looking at man, nature, and society with the eye of a sage, a poet, and 
a jdiilosophcr united. Our limits prevent us from accompanying him 
farther in the details of this most interesting and instructive period of 
his eventful life ; for these we confidently refer the reader to the elegant 
and most entertaining work before us. Before passing on, however, to 
another of the most striking features of his history, we must extract one 
or two most characteristic anecdotes, which belong to the period we are 
now taking leave of: the first relates to his extemporaneous recitations : 

“ it -was in these co7?wcryazioHi that Salvator tried the point of the sarcasms 
against the chufeh, the govcrimient, and the existing state of literature 
and the arts, which were afterwards given to the world in his published 
satires, and which still draw down on his memory the unfounded calumnies 
that embittered liis life. The manner of the daring imjrrovmatore, as left on 
record by his chroniclers, or handed down by tradition, was no less sin^lar 
and attractive than the matter which inspired him. The apartment in wmich 
he received his company was affectedly simple. The walls, hung with faded 
tapestry, exhibited none of.his beautiful pictures, which might well have 
attracted attention from the actor Ik> his works. A few rows of forms in¬ 
cluded all the furniture; and they were secured at an early hojjr by the impa¬ 
tience ofan audience, seketand exclusive, either invited by himself, or intro¬ 
duced by his friends. When tlic company were assemblAl, add not before, 
Salvator appeared in the circle, but with the air of an host rather than that of 
an exhibitor, until the desire to hear him recite his poetry,^or to imprntvisare, 
expressed by some indivUlual, produced a general acclamation of entreaty. It 
was a |)art of his cotjuctry to rcipire much solicitation ; and when at last he 
consented, he rose with an air ol timidity and confusion, and presented him¬ 
self with his lute, or a roll of paper cotftaining the heads of his subject. 
After some hesitation, a few preluding chords, or a slight hem! to clear his 
full, deep voice, the scene changed : tlie elegant, the sublime Salvator disap¬ 
peared, and was replaced by the gesticulating and grimacing Coviello, who, 
long before he spoke, excited bursts gf merriment, ‘ con Ic piu ridic^osc 
smorfic, al suo rnodo Napolitano.’— (with titemost laughable grimaces in the 
true Neapolitan style) that even the gravest of his audience were ready to 
bursl.^ When the adroit iniprovvisulore had thus wound up his auditory to a 
certain pitch of ex.dtation, and prepared them at least to rccei\e with good 
humour whatever he might hazard, he suddenly stcppeil forth, and cxclanned 
with great energy, in the broad Neapolitan of the l^argo di (Gastello —‘Sieitfe 
eftisso uU 7 a uorci’ (awaken and heed me!) He then began his reci¬ 
tation. 

“ With a thirst for praise, which s( arccly any applause could satisfy, .Sal¬ 
vator united a quickness of perception that rcmlcrcil him suspicious ol pleas- 
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ing, even at the moment ho was most successful. A gaping mouth, a closing 
lid, a languid look, or an impatient hem ! threw him into utter confusion, 
and deprived him of all presence of mind, of all power of concealing his inor- 
lihcation. When he perceived that some witty sally had fallen lifeless, that 
some epigrammatic point had escaped the notice of his auditors, he was wont 
to exclaim to his particular friends, when the strangers were departed, 
‘ What folly, to lose my time and talent in reading before these beasts of 
burden, who feel nothing, and have no intellect beyond what is necessary to 
understand the street-bulluds of the N'md-hand!' Such is the power which 
•m insatiable love of glory may hold, even over the most elevated intellect!” 

This Latter part is extremely characteristic of the lofty and impatient 
spirit, which, while it could not resist the cravings of its appetite for 
file applause even of the vulgar, could scarcely bear the conscious self- 
abaseiTierii of seeking it.—We happen to know', of a distinguished Eng¬ 
lish improxvisato)c of the present day, .that if nineteen of his brilliant 
efforts meet with their merited success, and the twentieth fails, the 
mortification and even the dismay arising from the latter are not a tenth 
part compensated for by all the applause called forth by the former. 

Nothing can be better, or better told, than the following anecdote, 
in illustration of Salvator’s mode of treating his rich and princely cus¬ 
tomers : “ rieaven help the individual (says one of his contemporary 
biographers, IJaldinucci), who attempted to haggle with him!” 

“ A Roman prince, more notorious for his pretensions to virtu, than his 
liberality to artists, sauntering one d.iy in Salvator’s gallery in the Via Rah- 
Imina, paused before one of his landscapes, and after a long contemplation ot 
its merits, exclaimed, * Salvator mio, J arn strangely teihpted to purchase, 
this picture ; tell me at once the lowest price ?’—‘ Two hundred seudi,’ re- 
j)licd Salvator, carelessly. ‘ 'I’wo hmidred scudi! Ohiiiic ! that h a price ! 
out we’ll talk of it another time.’—^’Fhc lllustrissinio took his leave; but, 
bent upon ha^ing the picture, he shortly returned, and again enquired ‘ the 
lowest jrrice.’—‘Three hundred scudi,’ was the sullen reply .—' Corpo di 
Biicco !’ cried the astonished prince ; ‘ mi burla, vostra signorla !—You are 
joking. I see 1 must e’en wait upon your better humour j and so addio. 
Signor llosa.’—J'he next day brought haejt the prince to the painter’s gallery ; 
who on entering salulcil .S,il\alor with a jocose air, and added, ‘ Well, Signor 
Amico, how goes the market to-day? have prices risen or fallen ?'—‘lour 
liundrcd scudi is the price to-day,’ replied Stlvalor, with affected calmness; 
when, suddenly giving way to his natural impetuosity, and no longer stifling 
his indignation,^lie burst forth,—‘The fact is, your Excellency would not 
now obtain the picture from moat any price ; and yet so little value do /put 
upon its merits, that I deem it worthy of no better fate than //m,’ and 
snatching the panncl on which it was painted from the wall, he Hung it to 
the ground, and with his foot bfiuke it into an huiulied jneces.” 

The following is no less amusing and characteristic: 

“ Between the prince (Ooti Mario Ghigi) and Salvator, there seems to 
haw existed much personal intimacy; and the prince’s fondncs.s for the 
painter’s conversation was such l•hatJ during a long illncss, he induced Salva¬ 
tor to bring his easel to his bed-side, and to work in his chamber at some 
small piece he was then painting for the Prince.* It ha|)|>oncd thait< while 
Rosa was sketching and chatting by the prince’s couch, one of the most 
fashionable physicians of Rome entered the apurtiiiciit. He appears to have 
been one of those professional coxcombs, whose pretensions, founded on un¬ 
merited vogue, throw a ridicule upon ihc gravest calling. After some trite 


* This is one of the very feu’ tnstfimes recorded of Salvator havitig Worked in 
tlo’ ] te.-ci!(e of a ^i coiul person. 
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remarks upon the art, the doctor, either to flatter Salvator, or in imitation of 
the physician of the Cardinal Colonna, who asked for one of Raphael’s finest 
uictures as a fee for saving the Cardinal’s' life, retjuested Don Mario to give 
nitn a picture of Salvator as a remuneration for his attendance. The prince 
willingly agreed to the proposal j and the doctor, debating on the subject he 
shouldf choose, turned to Salvator, and begged that he would not lay pencil 
to canvass until he, the Signor Dottorc, should find leisure to dictate to him 
il pensicTo e concetto della sm jnttura— the idea and conceit of his picture. 
Salvator bowed a modest acquiescence, and went on with his sketch. The 
doctor, having gone the round of his professional questions with his wonted 
pomposity, rose to write his prescription } when, as he sat before the table, 
with upluined eyes, and pen suspended over paper, Salvator on tiptoe ap¬ 
proached him, and drawing the pen gently through his fingers, with one of 
his old Coviello gesticulations in his character of the mountebank, he said', 
‘ Firmati, dottor mio I Stop, doctor, you must not lay pen to paperTilll have 
leisure to dictate the idea anil conceit of the prescription J may think proper 
for the malady of hi^ Kxccllcncy.’— ‘Dinvolo !' cried the amazed physician, 
‘you dictate a prescription ! why J am the prince’s physician, not you.’-— 
‘ And 1, caro,* said .Salvator, ‘ am a painter, and not you, I leave it to the 
prince whether 1 could not prove myself abetter physician than you a'^ainter, 
and write a better prescription than you paint a picture.”’ 

Wc now pass rapidly over those seven or eight brilliant but not event¬ 
ful years of his life above referred to, which intervened between 1639, 
when he first appeared before the world as a satirist and intproi visatore, 
and lGl-7, when that extraordinary revolutionary movement broke out 
at Naples, under the sole direction of Masaniello, the poor fisherman of 
Amalfi. It is true the contemporary biographers of Salvator do not 
mention his connexion with this most remarkable person. But there 
might liave been variou.s reasons for this. Neither does by far the 
most interesting account we have hitherto seen of that revolution, writ- 
l(*n by one who calls himself “an cye-witne.ss,” allude to the fact; 
which, from the tone in which that account is written, the author of it 
would untpicstionably have done, had it been known to him. But 
still, the circumstances under wlijcli Salvator is said to have joined the 
inhabitants of his native place, vvlio had risen in arms against the op¬ 
pressions of their foreign rulers, arc so “ probable to thinking”—so 
strictly in keeping with the elftiracter and h.ibits of the bold and indig¬ 
nant hater of every species of bondage, and the ardent and enthusiastic 
lover of freedom and liis country—that we sec no rcaSbn to doubt the 
traditional and circumstantial evidence (for we arc not aware of there 
being any other) on wliicli the fact rests. And, under the circum¬ 
stances, we scarcely see how any other kiffd of evidence would be likely 
to exist; for the revolutionary movement in question lasted but a few 
days, during which there was no call whatever on Salvator to take an 
active and conspicuous part in the matter. And as a collateral evidence 
that he was present in Naples at thb tigie, and came into immediate 
contact with the illustrious “ captain of the people," it is certain that 
more than one portrait of Masaniello is extant from the pencil of our 
artist; though the poor fisherm.'in of Amalfi was entirely unknown till 
the commencement of the movement, and was dead in ten days aflerjt 
broke out.—At all events, though wc could have wished tliat Lady 
Morgan, if she is able, had taken the trouble to establish llie fact in 
(jiUCstion, on less controvertible evidence than she has done, yet we are 
as willing as she can be to put faith in the story. 



210 


Salvator Rosa, and his Times. 


ImiDb'diately on the death of Masaniellu all hope of furtlicr sue- 
cesses to tlio cause of liberty ceased; for the movement of the people, 
universal as it was, had been evidently caused entirely by /lis influ¬ 
ence over them, and not in any degree by their own innate energies. 
Salvator, therefore, had the prudence to return to Rome. But he 
had not either the i)Ower or the will to resume his usual pursuits there. 
And Lady Morgan, with much appearance of reason, attributes one 
of his finest and most characteristic poems, “ La llabilouia" to about 
this period. 

Besides this poem, Salvator certainly about this time produced two 
satirical pictures, which caused him so much persecution, and even 
personal danger, (in consctpieiice of his daring to send them for pub¬ 
lic exhiUtion in the Pantheon) that he was compelled for a while to 
quit Rome, and fly to Florence under the protection of the brother 
of the then reigning Grand Duke of I'uscany. Here he was received 
in the most distinguished manner; his works were purchased at enor¬ 
mous prices; and his house became the favourite resort of all that was 
brilliant in rank and talent in Florentine society. All this, however, 
though his spirits had at first rallied, so as to enable hiin to enter into 
and enjoy it, he very soon became weary of; especially as he was pur¬ 
chasing it at the expense of a nominal servitude to the Grand Duke 
and his family. He shortly afterwards, tlierefore, accepted an invi¬ 
tation from his friends. Counts Ugo and Giulio Maft'ei, to visit their 
palace at VoUerrti, and thus broke those “ gilded chains of a court*' 
which he had always so hated, and which he never again consented to 
wear even for a moment. Here, at Volterra, he devoted a great por¬ 
tion of his time to the collection and arrangement of his poetry — 
occasionally, however, painting some of his best pictures ;* till at 
length, feeling the restraint and misery of tlie rxik state in which 
he was now living, he determined once more to visit Rome at all 
risks, and, if possible, finally establish himself there for the rest of 
his life: for he had, about this time, .formed a connexion which made 
a permanent, home not duly necessary but delightful to him. Accord¬ 
ingly, about the year he again entered Rome, to the delight of 
his friends, and the discomfiture of his \3nemies, who were either too 
few or too weak to dare molest him ; and there fixed himself for life, 
in a manner and under auspices that must have satisfied his utmost 
wishes—ambitious as they were. As this period ends tlic striking 
changes and citnh in Salvator’s life, w'e shall now at once follow 
him to his death-bed—premRiing, however, that the intermediate pe¬ 
riod, which wo are passing over, will be found to teem with higldy 
interesting detail. We shall therefore close with this account of his 
lates t moments. 

“While life was still fluUcrirJ».it the heart of Salvator, the officiating priest 
of the day arrived, bearing with him the holy apparatus of the last mysterious 
ceremony of the church. The shoulders of Salvator were laid bare, and 
anointed with the consecrated oil; some prayed fervently, others wept, and 
all even still hojied; but the taper which the Doctor Catanni held to the lips 
of Salvator, while the viaticum was administered, burned brightly and stea¬ 
dily ! Life’s last sigh had transpired, as religion performed her last rite.” 

To the second volume of the Life arc appended a considerable num¬ 
ber of interesting letters of Salvator; and upon the whole, we consider 
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“ The Life and Times of Salvator Rosa,” to be the best and most en¬ 
tertaining work that has hitherto been received from Lady Morgan’s 
pen. It evinces all that enthusiastic warmth of feeling, and that elo¬ 
quent sincerity of expression which characterise her other works ; and 
all that boldness and freedom of opinion which have called forth such 
ridiculously unmerited censure on her writings generally. And at the 
same time, while it is nearly without those hasty oversights tliat might 
occasionally be detected in her style,—it is, above all, nearly free from 
those unguarded and unnecessary blows at mere vulgar prejudice and 
ignorance, which, while they laid her open to the attacks of her inte¬ 
rested enemies, were peculiarly calculated to render those attacks avail¬ 
able against her reputation, because, when artfully collected together, 
and placed in battle array, they were peculiarly galling to<d)e>weak- 
ncss.and self-love of those ampng her readers who were beyond the 
influence of the better parts of her writings. 

Finally, and with more immediate reference to the subject of Lady 
Morgan’s present work, she has unquestionably done an acceptable 
service to the cause of truth, by rescuing the character of a distin¬ 
guished genius from those blots and imputations which the premedi¬ 
tated falsehood of his enemies had cast upon it, and which the cul¬ 
pable weakness of his friends had permitted to remain; and which 
imputations the idle tongue of tradition is always pretty sure to 
multiply and bruit abroad to the world, while it generally permits 
their opposites to shift for themselves. We think Lady Morgan has 
successfully shewn that the moral character of Salvator Rosa was not 
only unexceptionable, but even exemj)lary—considering the state of 
society during the times in which he lived. 


UKITISII (lALLEUlES OF ART.—NO. X. 

Mr. Matheu'ss Theali kal Galloy. 

I HAD intended to confine these papers to the notice of galleries 
comprising works by^ what are called (truly, par e.ixeUence) the Old 
Masters; and not to ^ave meddled with the Moderns, simply because 
they are moderns, if there fiad been no other reason. But when I 
made this determination, it was accompanied by a secret reservation 
in favour of the one gallery named above; partly, pcftiaps, on account 
of its being quite unique in its kind ; but chiefly, I believe, from the 
nature of its subject, and the delightful associations we almost all of 
us connect with any objects which recall that subject to our memory 
in all its first youth and newness. 

We will, then, take our way through the dreary defile of Gray’s Inn 
Lane, and emerging, beyond Panjras, on the pleasant fields orrthis 
side Kentish Town, will pass through (rfiat once favourite suburb, and 
ascending half way the steep hill beyond it, we shall find ourselves at 
the end of a narrow lane which abuts on the high road. Turning up 
this lane, we shall presently reach, on the left, the gate of a high in¬ 
closing wall; and, unintroduced as we are, we will nevertheless ven¬ 
ture to ring, and ask leave to enter*. 

• For fcHV of mialeadiuR any one, [ should state that I have no authoritywhat- 
cver for hinting that this Gallery is open to tlie view of strangers; but I havp rea¬ 
son to believe that a proper application would at all times obtain admission to it* 
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On entering theOallery within, which is a detached building erected 
for the purpose, we find ourselves in tlic midst of an assem¬ 
blage unique in its kind— an audience of actors —all looking down 
upon us from their several stations, as if listening to hear what we 
may have to say of them,—for no ears are like an actor's, when any thing 
in the shape of criticism is going forward. And to whom shall we 
first address our attention? To whom, but to him—that immortal boy 
—who looks upon us benignantly, as he did in his lifetime, and smiles 
us back into boyhood once more ? 7'o whom, but to him, the solemn 
murmurs of whose lovelorn voice come back to us even now as we 
gaze upon his eflBgy, and lull us into a listless oblivion of all things 
but itself, and the accents it was wont to utter ?—This is one of the 
very few pictures by the artist (Opic) in which he has shewn himself 
cajoble of being as gentle, graceful, and bland, as he usually was for¬ 
cible and spirited. The character is young Norval; the picture is the 
size of life; and the lovely boy is represented advancing down towards 
the spectator as he did in the days of his glory, and pronouncing in a 
voice never to be forgotten, “ Mi/ name >$ Norval.” 

13ut I hear some “ good-natured friend” whispering in my ear that I 
am making a sad blunder in supposing Mr. Henry West Betty to be 
“ no moreand lie a.ssurcs me that, if I look sharp, I may chance 
to meet him some fine morning, piicing the pr/re of Piccadilly, under 
the form of a portly gentleman in a frogged coat, fianie-coiourcd vest, 
and whiskers to match. I thank him for his information ; but it is he 
who is mistaken, not I. 1 was speaking of “ the Young Roscius;” 
and will he tell me that he is still in being? He might as well contend 
that, at this prc.sent writing, 1 am but thirteen years of age. And in 
fact, if he can but prove to me the latter, I have no objection to take 
the former upon trust. But till then I must insist that the young 
Roscius died tlie very day on which Mister Betty was horn. Here, 
however, in Mr. M.itlievxs’s gallery, tmd by the art-magic of Opie's 
pencil, he does live still; and for this a<one, if for nothing else, it would 
he worth dcs'eribing. Let me add, before quityng this delightful pic¬ 
ture of him, that^he young Roscius was the only actor who ever knew 
exactly .when to quit the stage. By quitting it at the proper moment, 
he has leR an impression, on the minds of those who saw him with 
“ eyes of youtli,” somewhat similar to that produced by the death of 
little children. None know what it is to possess a young child for ever, 
but those who have lo^jt a chil/;l when it was such. 

In the multiplicity, of interesting works that attract our attention on 
turning from the above, I scarcely know where to direct it first. Let 
us begin with tlie dramatic scenes. On the left of the gallery, about 
thd“centre, hangs a picture of tliifi.class by Zoffanij, which is truly ex¬ 
quisite, merely as a work of tfrt; but when regarded as including the 
portraits of t\vo most accomplished artists in their way, it becomes 
doubly valuable. It represents King and Mrs. Baddcly, in the cha¬ 
racters of Lord Ogleby and Fanny. The engraving from this picture 
assigns the moment to that passage in the celebrated equivoqnc, where 
the gentle-hcaitcd and polislied old nobleman exclaims—“ Oh thou 
amiable creature! command my heart, for it is vanquished I” Nothing 
can possibly be more rich, and at the same time more truly refined, 
than the expression of King in this scene, ft is evident that the rest 
of the picture is purposely kept in subset vicnee to this part of it,— 
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Mrs. Baddely's being a mere individual portrait; and Baddely, who is 
represented in Canton, being thrown into the back-ground. This 
picture is in excellent preservation, which is rarely the case with 
Zodanij’s works; and it is painted in every part with great care and 
skill.—Opposite to the above, as its companion, is a very clever scene 
from King .John, representing Bensley and Powel as John and Hubert. 
To the right of this, on the same side, hangs another excellent speci¬ 
men of ZofF^nij’s pencil: Garrick and Mrs. Pritchard, as Macbeth 
and Lady Macbeth. It is taken at the moment wlien he returns from 
the chamber, after having completed the murder. He is holding forth 
his bloody hands, and exclaiming, with a horror-stricken countenance, 
“ This is a sorry sight!” 'I'he countenance of Garrick, in this))iecr, 
is highly expressive and characteristic ; but there is a singular want of 
truth and propriety in the attitude of the lower limbs. Tins we must 
venture to attribute to the painter rather than the actor. This picture, 
and two or three more of the same class in the gallery, are highly 
curious as representing the performers in the actual dresses they were 
accustomed to wear in the characters respectively depicted. In the 
present picture Macbeth is attired in a suit that would form an ex¬ 
cellent model for those of the Lord Mayor’s state footmen—a coat, 
waistcoat, and breeches, the two former covered all over with gold 
lace I At the opposite extrentity of the gallery we have another of 
these works—representing Garrick and Mrs. Beverly as Jaffier and 
Belvidera. The dresses, as usual, are modern and English ; but, as 
in the former case, the movements of passion are visible through every 
part of them; or perhaps we should rather say, passion is so con¬ 
spicuous in every part where that is the only dress, that we pay little 
or no attention to any thing else. In fact, though I cannot admit, 
with Juliet, that there is little in ” a name,” I am inclined to believe that 
there is much less in a dress than our modern costume-mongers would 
persuade us. Till they can prov^ to us that Garrick did not move his 
audience more than any other actor had done* before or has since, we 
would advise them to'spend their money in making their establish¬ 
ments perfect in all other dt*j)artments ; and then, when they have 
nothing else to reform, let them look as curiously as they please into 
the corruptions of their wardrobe. • 

Wc are in the habit of hearing sundry dissatisfied play-goers, who 
stick like burs to the skirts of the last age, and will admit of no per¬ 
fection but that which has passed away, Exclaiming, in answ'cr to any 
pleasant theories that you may have to propounir to them relative to 
the merits of our present race of actors,—“ Oh, if you had but 
seen the play” (whatever it may happen to be) “ performed by the 
original charactens!”—as much as tb sijy—“ In that case you would 
know better than to put up with any thing that is to be had now-a- 
days.” We are m»ich obliged to them, truly, for thus kindly wishing 
to inoculate us with the disease of believing that “ nothing is” (as it 
should be) “ but what is notand seeing no beauty but in that 
which we cannot see at all! , X^^e School for Scandal, in particular, 
is one of the performances which these retrospective critics would try 
by their invisible and intangible scale. For my part, not being a 
critic at all, I am content to witness the celebrated screen scene in the 
School for Scandal, as it is performed by Farrcn, Mrs. Davison, 
Charles Kemble, and Abbott. But those who cannot put up with 
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this, may still see the “ original characters” once more before they die, 
if they can make their way to Mr. Mathews’s Gallery; for here is that 
scene embodied, with the Sir Peter Teazle of King, the Lady Teazle 
of Mrs. Abingdon, the Charles of John Palmer, and the Joseph of 
Smith—“ gentleman Smith.” There is one other admirable scene, by 
Zoifanij, which must not be passed over,—representing Quick, Lewis, 
and Munden, in a comedy called Speculation. It is curious that the 
action of Munden, in this scene, is identically that whic^ he retains to 
the present day. 

Perhaps, of all the pieces in this collection, that which displays the 
most talent, both in the artist and in the person represented, is Har¬ 
low’s quintuple picture of Mr. Mathews himself. The subject of this 
picture is well known to the public, from the engraving which has been 
made from it. The plan of it is somewhat anomalous, since it represents 
the actor propria persona, studying a character, which character repre¬ 
sents himself in the act ofreptesenling that character; while three other of 
his representations are standing by. But the execution of this picture 
is truly admirable. Being somewhat of an epicure in portraits of living 
persons, I am not by any means satisfied with that which is here given 
of Mr. Mathews to his ou'ii churaeftr; though it is incomparably the 
best I have ever seen of him. But in the other characters—of Mr. 
Wiggens—Jemmy, the ostler, in Killing no Murder—and the two 
others which are taken from the life, but have not been seen by the 
public—the mixture of the individual likeness of the man, with the 
assumed likeness of the character he is representing, is really won¬ 
derful. 

The only other “ scenes” that my space will permit me to notice, 
are some of the veteran De Wilde’s. Here is one, at the entrance end 
of the room on the right, of “Young” Bannister and Parsons, in Lawyer 
Scout and Sheepface in the Village Lawyer, which for truth of cha¬ 
racter and richness of expicssiou is the best I remember by this 
singular artist: and it\ so far as regards the mere individual like¬ 
nesses, that of Parsons is equal to that of Barnistcr, no one who sees 
this picture can'deny having seen him too. The eompanion to this, of 
Bannister and Suet, in Sylvester Daggerwood, is nearly as good. 
There are two or three more of those scenes, which ought not tO' be 
passed over, if it be only for the irresistible associations wliich tlio 
mere naming of them calls up—particularly one representing Dowton 
as Major Sturgeon, and Russell and Mrs. Harlowe as Jerry and Mrs. 
Sneak, in the Mayor of Garratt. The likeness and characteristic ex¬ 
pression of Dowton are perfect; but the other two are not so good in 
this respect. 

The next class of works tha^ I shall notice are those which repre¬ 
sent single performers in particular characters. Of these there are 
not many in oil; nor are they among the best or most interesting 
parts of the collection. But still there arc a few of great value and curi¬ 
osity. Here is one by Zofianij, of Garrick, in Lord Chalkstone; the 
expression of which is given with great spirit and force; and it seems 
to shew, in a very striking manner, the comic power of Garrick’s 
countenance. Another near this shews us the same actor in Dpn John, 
in the scene where he is carrying away the infant. This is a very 
clever and pleasing little picture, painted by Lontherboiirg. 

We must now turn at once to the individual ])ortraits, which (prm the 
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staple of this unique and curious gallery; for we have already ap¬ 
proached too near our prescribed limits to permit of our doing them 
any thing like justice. Perhaps the best as well as the most interesting 
of these, is a lovely whole-length of Mrs, Margaret Woffington—for 
to call a person like that which is now before me, by the degrading 
diminutive of Peg, is more than I can answer to my conscience. If 
she did not know the value of her beauty and her sweetness, and there¬ 
fore did not se'lfsufficient store by them, others should reverence them 
the more rather than the less on that account. Female beauty is a 
gift that is not only intended to excite, and therefore should excite, 
respect as well as love; but in fact it invariably does excite it, under 
whatever circumstances it may be met with. ' If the lady beforejJS-^(for 
a lady she was—one of Nature’s own making)—if she chose to fling 
away the gem of her bea\ity, did'that destroy its value?—or was it the 
less a gem ?—Diamonds have been lost in the dirt .of London streets ; 
and they have been found there again, diamonds as they were lost. 

This charming picture was painted for Garrick, by an artist named 
Mercier, It represents the actress reclining on a couch, in a rich 
satin dress, and directing her downcast eyes to a miniature of Gar¬ 
rick, which she holds in her hand. This latter circumstance, sup¬ 
posing the picture to have been painted expressly for Garrick, is very 
characteristic. There is another extremely curious portrait of this 
lady in the gallery, painted by Ilpgarth, in that careful and highly- 
finished style, which is so very rare in his pictures. The one described 
above is nearly the size of life ; but that by Hogarth, is a small cabinet 
picture, the drapery and various other details of which are highly 
worked up. 

Perhai«5 the next best portrait that we meet with, of the performers 
cf the last age, is one of Mrs. Cibber, by Hudson ; which hangs exactly 
opposite to the last-named by Hogarth. It is a half-length gallery 
portrait, painted with great freedom and facility; and the air of the 
lady—proud, swan-like, and self-possessed—is highly cliaracteristic. 
There is, at the other eml of the gallery, a portrait of Colley Cibber 
himself, (a whole-length of course—for who w-ould thidk of curtailing 
that exquisite coxcomb !)—which is no less characteristic. And it is 
also curious on other accounts, having formerly bclongatl to Addison; 
at whose sale it was ptirchased by Ireland. It is painted by an artist 
named Grisoni, and represents the hero of the Apology as if nothing 
had ever happened to him, or could happen, to disturb his infinite ease 
and self-satisfaction. He is taking snuff, as iisiml,—which was the 
only one among all his impertinences that he ought not to have prac¬ 
tised ; for snuff is one of the means that we use for currying favour with 
ourselves ; and what need had he to db tljpt! 

But I must really proceed to arrange the remainder of these interest¬ 
ing works in something like classes, or I shall not have space even to 
name a fourth part of those that I had marked, as claiming particular 
notice.—Let us first glance at those,who fairly belong to the last age. 
Here is Garrick, “in half a dozen places,” as the auctioneers s.ay—with 
his brilliant eyes, and highly moveable and intellectual countenance, 
that, under whatever circumstances you contemplated it, was always 
“ another, yet the same.” One of these portraits of him is curious and 
valuable, as having been painted by Wilson, the landscape-painter. 
Here is an admirable head of Macklin, just before he died; painted 
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witli infinite force and spirit, by Opie.—Here is Foote, by Sir Joshua { 
and John Palmer, by Arrowsmith ; and Mills the elder—the only 
known portrait of him ; and Shuter; and Woodward—two or three— 
one of which, in the dress of Petruchio, is capital; and Booth, by Van- 
derbank ; and Ross, by Zoffanij ; and a most capital and characteristic 
head of old Leveridge, by Vandermyn ; and lastly, here is Nat, Lee,— 
a very striking and forcible head—looking as mad as Alexander and 
Octavian in one.—Then among the ladies of the last alfc, here are two 
or three portraits of Nel Gwyn—one by Lely—(I alld^^cr diminutive 
to pass, since the style of her charms does not hit my fancy) ; here are 
two of Mrs. Hartley, who died a few weeks ago; and Mrs. Yates, and 
Mrs, Oldfield, and others that I must escape frgm at once, and come 
nearer home.—In fact, 1 must despatch the rest of this multitudinou!’ 
company in .sets, or 1 shall not have space to introduce the half of 
them.—is, for instance, a set of very clover, sketchy, and spirited 
portraits of those actors and actresses who have just now passed away, 
or are passing—viz. Pope, Holman, Quick, Middleton, Mrs. Martyr, 
Mrs. Pope, Mrs, Mattocks, Ac. These were taken expressly for the 
late Mr. Harris, by Gainsboro’du Pont. Then here is the whole 
Garrick Club, of twelve members—small water-colour drawings ; and 
a long and most valuable series of drawings, by De Wilde, representing 
small whole-length portraits of all the distinguished actors of the pre- 
setit day, in one of their most favourite characters.—Finally, here is a 
most excellent and perfect series of all the above, in their individual 
characters. These need not of course be named generally, but a 
few of them deserve particular mention, on account of their great 
merit as works of art. Among these Marlowe’s stand conspicuous. 
Here is, by this admirable young artist, a delightful portrait of the pre¬ 
sent manager of Drury liaiu;, in his favourite part of—Mr. Eiliston ; 
Young, to the very life ; and the very best portrait of Mrs. Sid<lon,s 
that I have ever seen—a small whole-length. 'I'hen there is Johnstone, 
by Shee ; and Macrcady, by Jackson ; and Henry Johnston, by Single- 
ton ; and, in short, a host of others that 1 must absolutely take leave 
of at once, with a “ vale, et valete,” oc the rest of the plea.sant prose 
of this our incomparable miscellany “ must halt for it—which would 
not be exactly' fair, either to writers or readers. I should, however, 
leave the latter with a very imperfect notion of Mr. Mathews's Thea¬ 
trical Gallery, if I did not inform them that I have, in the present 
paper, treated of one department of it alone ; and that, besides the pic¬ 
tures (of which I have described but an inconsiderable portion in point of 
number) it includes every thing valuable in the way or Art, which inde¬ 
fatigable attention and almost unlimited expense could collect, illustra¬ 
tive of the peculiar subject ^o which it confines itself. This secondary 
department I propose to give the theatrical reader a brief glance at, in 
another paper; when I shall have to tell him, araopg other things, of 
Shakspeare and Garrick re/ks, that it will do his play-loving heart 
good even to hear of; of enormous portfolios containing cvei^ scratch 
that ever came IVom a graver relative to the last-n|ped of thdsc thea¬ 
trical worthies; and above all, of a MS. folio, in tb’«i1iand-writing of the 
proprietor of all these treasures, including biographical notices of all 
the English performers, male and female, that are known to have 
flourished in London since the rise of the drama in this country; 
illustrated by nearly all the known engravings of them that are extant. 
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SOME IN THE FIRST AND NINETEENTH CENTURIES. 

Openino that volume of Pinelli’s etchings which contains his illus¬ 
trations of the Roman history, I was somewhat struck with the frontis¬ 
piece, or introductory picture, representing the worthy artist himself, 
as like as needs be, with his sailor-like neck-handkerchief and little 
cork-screw curls over his temples. By his side sat those eternal com¬ 
panions of his^and no useless escort, believe me, to one who goes 
sketching in t^^ampagna di Roma,—two surly mastiffs, with their 
heads stuck together classically, like Cerberus of old. The artist 
seems in the act of listening, not very submissively, to a lady with a 
wolf at her feet; from which sign, joined with a helm and long recti¬ 
linear nose, 1 guessed her to represent no less a-being than the*Gedius 
of Rome itself. Now, thinks I, if;Mistrcss Rome be so condescending 
as to dictate a series of etchings to Signor Pinelli; why not, &c ?— 
the inference is plain. But the deuce of it is, that when onilof these 
artists gets an outlandish idea in his head, he puts it upon canvass at 
once, without proem or prologue, referring the ignorant spectator to 
his noddle or his catalogue. With us penmen the law says otherwise. 
We can take no such leap into the marvellous; we are first of all to 
explain the why and the wherefore, and have no right to depict visions 
without first relating how we came to see them. And really so many 
authors have begun now-a-days by setting themselves asleep, that to 
commence dreaming in any original Vay has become a matter of much 
difficulty. To walk and fall asleep, to get drunk and fall asleep, to 
ride, to meditate, &c. &c. arc all preoccupied; to dream without 
plagiarism is impossible. Your modern visionary is as perplexed and 
rotatory as a dog looking for his pillow. 

So, to make a long story short, I fell asleep. When ?—Evening. 
vViierc ?—The Coliseum; around the galleries and corridors of which I 
had been wandering and stumbling for a couple of hours, popping ray 
head out of its arches, like the fojc in Ossian, §nd marvelling how it 
came to pass that the coli^nns which from below seemed aboAt three or 
four feet high, had nearly that measure in thickness when I came to stand 
by tlu ir side. I had been also strangely pestered by two English 
dandie:, the sound of whose creaking boots and clankin^spurs broke 
every now and then the thread of my cogitations. Nor was the sight 
of them more agreeable ; they were handsome, good figures, no doubt, 
with fine English oval faces, nowise inferior to the proudest Roman 
bust, and habited in the fashionable taste of Europe^ yet for all this I 
wished them at theLand’s-end; and turning from them and the internal 
ruins of the amphitheatre, wliicli they were surveying, I sat me down in 
one of the arches. The carriages from,the Lateran and the gate of St.'* 
John rolled beneath, small as mice, numerdUs, but unregarded by me. 
My gaze was on the Esquiline, the distant Aqueducts, and the more 
distant Alban hills, their blue mass interspersed with a thousand gay 
spots, that marked the villages and villas on their sides. The vesper 
bell of the Franciscan convent in the Palatine began to chime, and I to 
nod —till, as I said before, gentle reader, f was fairly asleep. 

What a .speedy architect is the imagination! I had not been five mi¬ 
nutes in slumber ere the whole amphitheatre was restored to its original 
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perfection, its ruins half rebuilt, its arches, steps, its galleries and vomi¬ 
tories, all complete. An hundred thousand Romans, in their “ eternal 
shirts,” occupied their scats of marble. Great was the acclamation, 
the rising and rustling of togas, as the Emperor entered, and an hun¬ 
dred thousand of the masters of the world turned with looks of awe 
and submission towards the seat of the Caesar. All was hushed as the 
gladiators entered. They began the combat bold and determined; but 
the too earnest countenance, and the quiver of the nakedjmuscle, spoke, 
through all their fortitude, a nervousness that commiraicated itself to 
me in such a degree as to become absolute pain. I turned from the 
scene, methought, and abruptly retiring to the deserted corridor, in 
my vision seated myself on the very scat which I actually occupied, 
closing'my ears against the shouts that welcomed the victor and smo¬ 
thered the groan of the dying. 

The Emperor of the day, methought, was Domitian, the “ enhus 
Nero’ of'Juvenal; and in iny dreamy identification with his age, my 
thoughts were occupied with the scandalous and witty pictures of the 
satirist; above all, the enormous turbot, and his summoning of tlie 
council thereon; and by one of those digressions, whicli dreams make 
nothing of, 1 was for a moment brought to think of Billingsgate and 
the Common Council. But this merely par parcvllme; for behold, 
methought two Romans, in tunic and toga, paced round the corri¬ 
dor of the amphitheatre, and stopped even at the window wliere I was 
sitting. As they looked to the left with mournful aspects down upon 
the Esquiline, 1 turned towards the sjiot that seemed the object of their 
regards, and observed the palace of Titus erect in all its splendour, of 
which modern antiquaries have but the foundation and the baths, and 
in so many centuries of research have not yet more than half cleared 
them out. 

“ Alasl” said one of the toga’d figures, “to what purpose have 
served the fates, the conquests, and glories of Rome, except to leave 
the happiness of the viprld dependent on the temper, the good or evil 
whim of ohe being : yesterday a Titus, to-dajj a Domitian.” 

The other Roman had not time to,reply, ere, methought, the two 
aforesaid English dandies came and took their station at the self-same 
window ; an(\,for the coincidence I cannot account, save tliat from it ex¬ 
tends the most delightful of all prosjiects over the Esquiline and the 
Carapagna, to Prameste, the Alban hills, and Mount Algidus far in 
the distance. t 

My toga’d and my breeched companions seemed either not to see or 
not to acknowledge each other, as eighteen centuries dittercnce in people’s 
.oges generally breeds a coldness between them, not to be overcome 
upon a first meeting. They talked, however, apart, Roman to Roman, 
Briton to Briton; and strange confusion certainly they made to me, 
ivho heard, as well as two cars could take in, all four. 

nOMANS. BRITONS. 

^* So the temple of the Capjtoline “ Will you come to vespers in Ara 
Jupiter is to be rebuilt. Blessed be Cocli?—the church is on tlie site of the 
the fire of Vitcllius thatcoiisunicd the temple of the Capitoline Jupiter. It 
temple of the god, profaned ‘by the is the monks’ feast-day, and their liam- 
foot of slates! Its floor thick with bino, or waxen image of Jesus, which 
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ashes, its blackenctl and unroofed 
columns, form now the most appro* 
priate temple for our deities.” 


** S{)eak not so loud, Publius, be¬ 
ware—some lurking spy may betray 
us to the Emperi^” 

“ True, ’tis now a crime to be a 
Roman. Belter far be a Syrian or 
Sarinatian, as our poet says, or come 
a painted savage from the inhospitable 
Britain.” 

“ When were you in the Forum 

But now I passetl it. 'fliere was 
a whisper of the last batch of senators 
strangled. Their bodies lay under tlic 
Gemonian. 1 turned from them to 
tlie Temple of Oncord, and ex¬ 
claimed—() shade of Cicero, do the 
labours of the virtuous end in this!” 

“Yet I have hopes of tlie Fm- 
eror — the arch he is liiiishirig in 
onour of his brother, the virtuous 
Titus—” 

“ Long vowed, it could not be de¬ 
layed. Besides, how unworthy a 
trophy of the conqueror of Jerusalem ; 
—its pettiness disgraces the triumphal 
way.” 

“ A strange religion, that of these 
banished Jews and Christians. ’Tis, 
said, they worship an invisible spirit, 
to whom they sacrifice wiUi prayers 
alone and inward meditations, i hpy 
have no temples.” 


“ Nor ever will in Home, I trust. 
Gods multiply with bondsmen. When 
all our emperors arc deities, inethinks 
I would not take the road towards 
heaven.” 

* Cscsar Dumiiian will doubtless 
take his seat in Olympus.” 

“ Would he were there!” 


But how prospercth the stale ? 
Heard you nothing as you passed the 
Fontin ? The legions—” 
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fell to them ail the way from Heaven, 
is to be exposed: wny, do you not 
know it?—That barn-looking place, 
crowning a huge Jacob’s ladder of 
steps, to the left as you ascend the 
Campidoglio, brick without and gold 
within, the begging friars own it.” 

” Speak reverently of the bambino, 
my honest fellow, it you do not want 
to be stoued by the friars.” 

“ Friars, indeed I Fgad, I'd like to 
see pope or cardinal, that dare wag his 
little finger against an Englishman i” 

“ Did you sec the hole that the 
Ducliess of Devonshire is making in 
the Forum ?” % 

“ Yes, I hear the butchers and gra¬ 
ziers swear vengeance against her for 
cutting up their market-place. Fca 
is as Inisy with his galley-slaves rooting 
in the 'Icmpic of Concord. But what 
arch IS that, the blocks of which strew 
the road from this to the Forum?” 

“ The Arch of Titus: it was crumb¬ 
ling to decay; ’tis now taken down 
and about to be rc-erected by the 
Pope.” 

“ Pius, the Roman pontiff, restor¬ 
ing the arch erected to the conqueror 
of the Jews, after an interval of 
eighteen centuries, is striking. How 
little its builders could have foreseenl” 

“ Little indeed — that a priest of 
that same religion or its consequence 
should sit »n the ihn^ne of the 
C:csjrs, and, assuming the self-same 
title with the Einpefors of Pontifex 
Maximus, should re-establish more 
ridiculous iiiummeries than ever were 
invented by the caprice? of Paganism, 
liow many churches, think you, are 
in Rome ?” 

“ Fram three to four hundred, I 
suppose ; yet nortialf enough for the 
legion of saints, which each demand 
one.” 

” Pofie Pius is to be sainted.” 

" Doubtless: his miracles at Fon¬ 
tainebleau, ’ tis said, are numerous. 
A curious one Fra Raffaclli assured 
me ofj that he had made the Empress 
Maria Louisa pregnant—by his 
prayers.” 

Were you at the saddler’s in the 
Piazza to-day, to see the English pa¬ 
pers?” 
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“ All ’5 ^uiet ill the East; the me¬ 
mory of Titus lives to awe the Orien¬ 
tals into obedience. Gaul and Bri¬ 
tain bow submissively beneath our 
yoke. And, save some troubles on 
the Dacian frontier, there seems 
nought to dread.” 

"Say, hope. I wish, by Jove, that 
the British savages would rise: ner- 
haps the Emperor, like another Clau¬ 
dius, might set off and gather cockle¬ 
shells against them.” 

"«The.v may be even with us some 
of these days ; anil the Britons of fu¬ 
ture ages may come to gather cockles, 
or as worthless trifles, in the ruins of 
Rome.” 


Nay, when that shall be the case, 
their wicker London shall be more 
magnificent than our imperial city, 
their galleys bolder and more numer¬ 
ous, their armies braver, and the 
riches of the East shall flow to Thule, 
not to Rome. Impossible ! look out 
upon the Esquihnc, not a siiot un¬ 
covered by a palace :—mark but this 
amphitheatre on which wc stand ! 
Are these memorials of a fleeting 
race? Or shall the barbarous nations 
of the North e’er raise their standards 
over imperial Rome? Thou mighlest 
as well proohesy that hiimunc letters 
shall be cultivated in Caledonia, or 
the muse of Catullus spring up in the 
chill and unknown lerne.” 

* 

“But the games are over; let us 
descend, and walk towards the Cir¬ 
cus.” 


"What a mountain of palaces in 
"this well-entitled Palatine. Here in 
this magnificence your arguiiYmls^re 
answered; think you a nation could 
ever become obscure in the midst of 
such memorials? And the Circus 
with its throng of women, sooth¬ 
sayers, chapmen, and (juidnuncs —has 
not life a strong-liold in this swarm r” 
“ Jt may be desert, as the palace 
of our first tyrant.” 

“ Wisely did Octavian turn yon 


“ Yes,—full of bubble, bubble, toll 
and trouble. Laments over enslaved 
Rome and self-liberating Greece. 
Spain, too, all the rage—what we 
might, and what we won’t do. Wc 
seem upon the bullying system.” 

“ Pretty bullying. Like the two- 
legged lion in Pyramus and Thisbe, 
we roar you, an’ it Were as soft as a 
sucking dove. Does his Holiness 
intend, I wonder, raising troops 
against the Spaniards ?” 

“Doubtless, if the weather be fine, 
and their umbrellas not out of order. 
The Swiss Guards of his Holiness, in 
their harlequin hose and doublet, 
would make good fight. I am think¬ 
ing, if any of the old Romans were to 

□ ) up their heads, and see their 
itary successors, how amazed they 
must be.” 

“ Equally amazed, inethinks, to see 
us here, lords of the ascendant, 

‘ The glass of fasniou, and the mould 
of form—’ 

scattering our pearls among the 
crouching Romans, and rich enough 
to afford being doubly cheated by 
them, (the greatest comfort of being 
rich, by the by). The second coining 
of the Gauls in 1797 must also 
astonish them not a little, especially 
as those same Gauls came not to 
destroy, but to utibury and rebuild. 
'‘And that Britain should have pre¬ 
vented Rpuic from becoming .a pro¬ 
vince of this same Gaul, giving it up 
to'a Christian Pontifex Maximus— 
verily, this might make Tully rub his 
eyes.” 

“ Let us be off:—the monk below 
has ceased his preacjjing, and the 
crowd has ceased to kneel and bray 
in the old arena. Let’s saunter over 
the Palatine.” 

“ Why, we shall have our shins 
broke passing through the rubbish, or 
our throats cut, which is worse. Not 
a soul dwells upon it, except a few 
Eranciscans, and our countryman 
Mills.” 


“ No matter, we ’ll soon get over it 
into the Circus.” 

“ Worse and worse, and more 
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palace of his building towards this 
seat of shows and pleasure, afar and 
distant from the Forum, the sight of 
which might have excited disloyal 
sentiments in the breasts of his new¬ 
born courtiers,” 

_ “ Boding begets boding—an augur’s 
vision breaks upon me, and methinks 
I see, even on yonPalatine, the plaster 
hovel of the barbarian surmount the 
crumbled palace of the Caesar!” 


" Go to—and yet I blame thee not; 
Domltian reigns. Let us on toward 
the river, and along beneath the 
Aventinc, Amidst the bustle of the 
crowded quay we shall forget these 
melancholy thoughts. But what new 
building is this?” 

“ An dich of.^^anus that Domitian 
builds!” 


“ I should not have (bought the 
glutton a lover of the arts, or orna- 
inenler of the city.” 

” Nay, who built like Nero?—be¬ 
sides, this i.'i the market, u place pecu¬ 
liarly under the divine protection of 
his Imperial Serenity.” 


“ Here is Vesta; let us pay our adora¬ 
tion to the oldest and purest deity of 
the Republic—but you ’re a sceptic,” 


” 1 but just thought Mars’ altar 
might be the most appropriate deity 


lonely. How gloomily the Palatine 
overhangs us, now we are in the Cir¬ 
cus; and this villa, is it not Mills’s?” 


“ Ay! it belongs to Mr. Mills, or 
Sir William Gell, who have the ho¬ 
nour of residing over the palace of 
Augustus. The saloons of the Ro¬ 
man Jimperor, even yet fresh with 
their gilding, serve as cool subterra¬ 
nean wine-cellars to the English 
baronet, who, with the aKing of 
Naples and the Irish Franciscans, 
shares the lorddom of the Palatine.” 

“ Let us come on, I’m in an ex¬ 
ploring humour; and moonlight, 

‘ Plallovidng tree and tower,* 
will shed more interest on the scene. 
Let us visit the (Cloaca.” 

“Truly an interesting visit to the 
great sewer. But even a sink be¬ 
comes venerable by age. What’s 
this ?” 

“ The Arco di Giano, a queer kind 
of a little old market-house, built by 
Domitian, says Venuti.” 

“ Domitian ! ’tis strange, that al¬ 
though all the Romans, both bad and 
good, were extravagantly given to 
building, yet it is with few excep¬ 
tions the fabrics of the virtuous that 
have survived. Who built so much as 
Nero? yet of his works tl*erc remains 
scarce a relic. Architecture seems 
to have had more discernment than 
History in bestowing immortality. 
Whilst the stupeiulomi undertakings 
of a Nero and a Caligula have disap¬ 
peared and left no trace, the names 
of Agryipa, of Titus, Trajan, Anto¬ 
ninus, uiui Constantine still live to 
fame in unperishing records of marble. 
And this pretty little columned affair 
—is it a watch-box?” 

** A watch-box!—seest thou not its 
Corintfiian columns ? ’Tis a temple 
of Vesta. Yonder is the Ripa, a pri¬ 
son for all prostitutes unlicensed by 
the priesthood ; and beneath it, the 
ruins of the Sublician bridge. Do 
you remember the prayer of Codes, 
/»//rr Tilimnus 

“ Ay, and esteem the jirayer more 
worthy than that of the imidern Ro- 
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for our otisons ai present. If you be 
a lover of the old gods, here is Juno’s 
famous temple above us on the Aveii- 
tine. For me, there’s quite divinity 
enough in the scene before us. Be¬ 
hold the Tiber and Sublician bridge. 
.Spirit of Codes, which of our divini¬ 
ties can boast of virtues equal to thy 
patriotism and courage ?” 

“ Well, 1 press you not j and here 
is food cnougn for enthusiasm in your 
kind of political religion. Yonder 
lie the gardens of Ca‘sar and the grove 
of the Furies, sacred with the blood 
of Gracchus.” 

“ What mean you by political re¬ 
ligion ?” 

” Patriotism.” 

** And you love it not?” 

•* Not as religion. When our com- 
monweallh was in its glory, then love 
of it was indeed religion ; it was the 
love of something truly dnine. But 
now we need a substitute, and some 
less earthly one than the selfish and 
moral religion of our living poet, who 
preaches, 

* Nullum nuiucn abest, si sit prudentla.’ ” 


man to his waxed and wigged saint. 
Wordsworth has uttered the senti¬ 
ment sublimely, 

‘ I’d rather be 

A Pagan templed in a creed outworn,” 
&c. 

You know the paragraph 1’ 


I thust confess that here the conversation became too polemic for 
my attention; and in the long breach in my recollection of this dialo¬ 
gue, I must suppose, that 1 here fell from a slate of dreaming into a 
deeper sleep, till aroused by the starting of another theme, of which 
perhaps the reader may hear. For the present 1 draw the curtatn. 


TRANSLATION OF G UI Dl CClOW I’s .SONNET TO ITALY. 

Fvom the base slumbers of a darker age. 

My Italy, once more awake and rise! 

Behold tliy biller wounds with honcsl rage. 

And blame thyself unhappy and unwise 1 
Thy vanish'd liberty demands thy sighs. 

Lost l)y'^thine own unworthy deeds alone. 

Retrace those sleps which have thyself o’crlhrown. 

And tread the paths which may regain the prize ; 

Recall the memory of thine ancient fame, 

And think tliaf those who once thy triumphs graced. 

On ihy own neck the servile yoke nave placed. 

Thou aider of thy foes, behold thy shame : 

Theirs is thy glory, and for thee remains. 

Oh, blind and fallen ! to endu'o (heir chains. ! 



( t23 ) 


THE LAST OF THE FOOLS. 

“ lliis fellow's wise enough to play the fool. 

And to do that well craves a kind of witi 
He must observe their mood on whom he jests. 

The quality of persons, and the time i 
And like the liaggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice 
As full of labour as a wise man’s art: 

For Folly, that he wisely shows, is fit, 

And wise men, folly-fallen, taint their wit/’—3Vcc//lA Night. 

The reader is requested not to be under any apprehensions ; nothing 
personal is intended either to himself or his friends ; there is no fear 
that stultiloquence shall be bushed, or of the race of fools bect)inirfg ex¬ 
tinct ;—Heaven forefend! for ih that case our occupation would be 
gone indeed, and vve periodicalists, who live to shoot folly as it flies, 
might cease to extract quills from otic goose in order to point them 
against another. The last man of the genus can never be ascertained 
un^tlie conclusion of the world ; it is of the last of a .species that we 
are TOout to speak, of one who still lives, and will close in his person 
a race and a profession long since thought to have been extinct; of 
one wlio in the pride of his former office and of his octogenarian sur¬ 
vival of al> his competitors, has ordered this inscription to be engraved 
upon his tombstone—“ Here lies The LAsr of the Court Fools.” 

A court is altogether such a factitious and unnatural piece of busi¬ 
ness, its monotony is productive of such an awful and overwhelming 
ennui, that men have been obliged to devise various expedients as a re¬ 
creation whereby they might strengthen themselves to undergo'a new 
infliction of the old stiff, solemn, ceremonious, stately stupidity. These 
relaxations have assumed different modifications according to the cha¬ 
racteristics of age and country. Having a plebeian penchant for re¬ 
publics, the ancient Greeks had no necessity for courtly amusements, 
and contented themselves with exalting the glory of their country by 
at^vancing tlie arts antj sciences, and imitating the uniiccomplished 
homeliness of Thcrnistocles, who, though he could not play upon the 
fiddle, knew how to convert a small town into a great state. When 
Pericles was disposed to unbend, ho invited Socrates, Plato, and other 
philosophers, to such a symposium as Xenophon has (fescribed 5 and 
passed iu's hours of dalliance with Aspasia, the most learned woman 
of her age, 1 from whom he took lessons in jpratory and literature as well 
as love. The Roman Emperors diversified their satiety of enjoyment 
in a more courtly manner, by a succession of pleasant and picpiant pas¬ 
times, from the laceration of flies to the butchering of gladiators. In 
the days of chivalry it was a sport qf the great to case themselves ilT*"' 
armour, hammer at one another’s heads fl'ith battle-axes to try which 
was the thickest, roll the rider and his horse in tlie dust, or endeavour 
to drive their lance througli the bars of the visor into the bull's eye of 
their friend’s sconce, as »Sir James Montgomery served the French 
king ; not that they were ever in earnest, but that these exploits were 
reckoned hugely comical, furiously frolicsome, and so irresistibly enter¬ 
taining, that, w'hatever happened, the parties were bound to look upon 
the whole proceeding as raillery and badinage. Over these practical 
jokes presided the ladies, (bless their tender hearts!)“ whose bright 
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eyes rain influence and judge the prize’' for every infliction, from a 
broken leg, a sliced cheek, or a luxated shoulder, to an adversary slain 
outright. It may be questioned whether our modern belles know half 
so much of carving, with all the assistance of the plates in Mrs. Rundle’s 
Cookery-book. 

Seated in a circle with their legs crossed, smoking their hookahs or 
drinking coflTee, the caliphs and grandees of Arabia relieve the tedium 
of greatness by listening to professional story-tellers: a practice to 
which we owe the Thousand and One Nights, and the delightful tales 
of the inexhaustible Princess Scheherazade. The Grand Signior and 
his Mufti recreate themselves by chewing opium and gazing upon the 
stimulating symmetry of dancing girls, until they have at the same time 
intoxicated both the senses and the imagination. Upon every state- 
day, levee, and drawing-room in some of the old Scandinavian courts, 
there was no amusement so much in vogue, and reckoned such esta¬ 
blished Ifofi ion, as drinking wine out of the skulls of their enemies. 
Many of the sable sovereigns of Africa employ the same material in 
architecture, which, if the averments of travellers may be or^iked, 
forms capital pyramids, pillars, and obelisks, in front of whicn the 
whole court sometimes indulge in the royal game of leap frog, not 
even excepting his woolly majesty himself. According to the authentic 
statements of Mr. Lemuel Gulliver, a somewhat similar practice ob¬ 
tained at the court of Lilliput, where the courtiers who were to be re¬ 
warded by any peculiar mark of favour were accustomed to leap over 
or wawl under a stick, of which the Emperor sometimes held one end 
and^-the minister the other; and whoever performed the best was re¬ 
warded with a tliread of blue, red, or green silk, which the suc¬ 
cessful candidates wore about their middle. A process so unmanly and 
a reward so contemptible will hardly gain credence among so rational 
a people as ourselves ; but at the same time the relations of respectable 
travellers ought not to be discountenanced upon slight grounds. His 
Majesty of China, the. lord of the’ celestial empire, monarch of the 
earth, brother to the sun, and uncle to the n)oon, (which destroys the 
mythological relationship between Apojlo and Diana,) cousin-german 
to the stars, and protector of the firmament, can find no better sport 
than sitting uijder an umbrella of yellow silk, surrounded with banners 
of the dragon, phoenix, tyger, and flying tortoise, to be fanned by a 
handsome.boy while he is sipping sherbet and playing cup and ball. 
The Great Mogul, according to Voltaire, indulges his courtiers by con¬ 
descending to talk; and his faithful omras, whenever he utters any 
thing that possesses common sense, testify their loyalty by exclaiming 
Karamot! karamot!—A miracle ! a miracle! 

These arc the pastimes of uncivilized courts or barbarous teras; but 
we are indebted to royal lassitude for more rational amusements. 
Cards were invented about the year 1390, to divert the melancholy of 
Charles VI, of France, the four classes of whose subject%were intended 
to be I'epresented by the four suits. By the cocurs (hearts) were signi¬ 
fied the gem de chaur, choir-men or ecclesiastics; the pike heads or 
ends of lances, which we ignorantly term spades, typified the nobles or 
military part of the nation; the carreaux, (square stones or tiles,) by us 
designated diamonds, figured the citizens and tradesmen; the trefoil, 
(our clubs,) alludes to the husbandmen and peasants; and the court 
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cards have all their appropriate significations. Upon what trivial 
chances do the happiness of whole classes and the employment of entire 
years sometimes depend! If a king of France had not been attacked 
with blue devils four hundred years ago, how would all the interme¬ 
diate dowagers, and old maids, and nabobs, and hypochondriacs, and 
whist-players, have contrived to shuffle and cut away time ? What 
must have become of Bath, and of the long winter evenings, from the 
days of oinbre and piquet down to the present reign of short whist and 
ecarte ? The city must have been swallowed up in a mouth>quake of 
yawns, and the inhabitants have all perished of cnnai. Chess is 
another recreation, or rather a study, which also owes its origin to 
courts, having been devised for one of the brothers to the sun and 
uncles to the moon of China, who could not be brought to andefstand 
any thing of political economy bntil these hieroglyphics were placed 
before liim, and all the various estates of his empire, together with 
their attributes and privileges, were shadowed forth in the figures and 
powers of these wooden representatives. We have not availed our- 
8d||K of an expedient devised for one of the young French princes, 
wlHjeing too indolent or stupid to acquire his alphabet by the ordi¬ 
nary process, twenty-four servants were placed in attendance upon 
him, with each a huge letter painted upon his stomach; and, as he knew 
not their names, he was obliged to call them by their letter whenever 
he had occasion for their services, whicli in due time gave liim the re¬ 
quisite degree of literature for the exercise of tlic royal functions. In 
private families this experiment miglit be somewhat too costly, bqt it is 
well worth the serious attention of Lancaster and Bell. v .,i, ® 
Unquestionably the most sprightly of all inventions which we owe to 
the dulness of courts is that of the professional jester or fool, than 
which nothing could have been more expressly and admirably adapted 
to its end. If not witty himself, he was at least the cause of wit in 
others—the butt at which the shafts of their ridicule were shot, and 
through whom they sometimes* launched thgm at their neighbours. 
The jokes might be poor, quibbling, bald, bad; but the contest was 
at all events mental; not so sparkling, perhaps, as the fight between 
Congreve’s intellectual gladiators, but still preferable to what it dis¬ 
placed, for a play upon words is more comical than a play upon the 
ribs ; it is better to elicit bad puns from one another’s sculls than to be 
drinking wine out of them ; it is quite as facetious to smoke a quiz as 
a segar ; a quibble in the head is as coipical as a bump npon it; and 
cutting jokes, however common-place, is assuredly, as sprightly as cut¬ 
ting cards, and as humorous as cutting capers. Besides, the court fool 
frequently availed himself of his offices for nobler purposes. He was 
a moralist in a motley coat, a fabulist in a cap and bells, a Pilpay or an'’ 
iFiSop, who, promulgating the boldest trifths to the most arbitrary sove¬ 
reign, by making his own mouth the medium of wisdom instead of that 
of animals, might avail himself of his reputed irrationality for convey¬ 
ing the most rational admonitions. Look at Shakspeare’s fools; they 
are either wits in disguise or philosophers in masquerade : and we may 
be assured, that for the court pantomime, as well as for that at the 
theatre, the cleverest was generally chosen as clown; for it was neces¬ 
sary that he should be nimble in mind as well as person, that, like Mer¬ 
cury, he should have wings to his head as well as his heels. It must 
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have been a flattering unction to the wounded self-respect of the couro 
tiers, and have reconciled them to the weight of royal superiority, to 
find that there was at least one man among them as good as the 
king, nitd that man a fool; that there was a professor of equality who 
could set his arms a-kimbo and wag his head with its cap and bells 
against that which wore a crown—who would familiarly offer his own 
to the hand which wielded a sceptre—flout the idol which they were 
constrained to worship, and irreverently jeer and jibber at the Lord's 
anointed. Whoever first established these chartered merry-andrews, 
we ought tb^ wear his name in our heart’s core, if it be only on Sliak- 
spoare’s account. Strange that these omniloquent professors of Face- 
ti® should have left so few names upon the rolls of fame. Brutus was 
only an aVnateur fool, who assumed the character for a political object. 
We should have known nothing of Yorick, the Danish king’s jester, had 
not the gravedigger in Hamlet knocked him about the mazzard with 
a spade. Killigrevv was a sort of court jester to Charles the Second; 
but, not content with saying good things, he ventured upon publishing 
them ; and as his }>cn was very inferior to his tongue, in which J|||af- 
forded a contrast to Cowley, Sir John Denham took occasiSr id’' 
exclaim— 

“ IlaJ Cowley ne’er spoke—Ivilligrew ne’er writ, 

Combined m one they *d made a matchless wit.” 

Many others may be recorded to whose memorials I have no present 
means of access, and still more—“ cui genus hurnanum hulere, Indus 
cratjft^ftmust have exchanged the quips and quiddets of the laughing 
coumd|ptne silence of the narrow tomb, who, like the bravo men be¬ 
fore 3^’memnon, are omnes illaclirymabilcs" for want of a comic 
Homer. Like actors, they enjoy too much present to expect posthu¬ 
mous celebrity ; they have their immortality in their lifetime.' 

Considering how few offices and sinecures are abolished now-a-days, 
one cannot help regretting that this should have been selected for ex¬ 
tinction, and wo are tenrpted to enquire 

** Why, pray, of late do Kuropc’a kings 
No jester in their courts admit ? 

' ITicy ’re grown such stately solemn things 

p To bear a joke they think not fit.— 

But though each court a jester lacks 
To laugh at monarchs to their face. 

All njankitid,do behind their backs 
jjlupply the honest jester’s place.” 

Perliaps it may he urged that the Laureate is retained to perform both 
Junctions, a surmise to which I should be happy to add the weight of 
my authority, but that I stand inpawc of the retort fulminated against 
Ned 

“ Yes, every poet is a fool, 

By demonstration Ned can show it; 

Happy, if Ned’s Inverted rule 
Prove every fool to be a j)oct.” 

Whatever may have been the motive, certain it is, that the professional 
jester was suppressed in France by Louis the Fourteenth, who at the 
same time, with equal bad taste, revived the cumbersome, puerile, costly 
and preposterous mummery of justs and tournaments in the court of the 
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Tuileries, of the gorgeous absurdity of which no one can form a perfect 
idea who has not seen tlie paintings of tlie whole raree-show preserved in 
the city library at Versailles, Every friend to the foolscap, whose bells 
were perpetually shaking out peals of laughter, must think the worse 
of the pompous pretender and fustian hero who banished it from his 
court. VVe may judge of the degree of familiarity allowed by this 
solemn person!Hcation of stiffness and etiquette, when it is recorded 
that Racine died of chagrin because the monarch took no notice of his 
profound bow as he marched through the room called the Bulls Eye 
at Versailles. I have stood under the ponderous gilding bf that cham¬ 
ber, and, acknowledging with all humility my immeasurable inferiority 
to Racine, I have reflected with an honest pride that I needed not, 
even if I could hope to find, a patron more munificent thatf ray'book¬ 
seller ; and that the only monarch whose power or smile could excite 
in me the smallest emotion was the “ sovereign people.” 

To content and fill the eye of the understanding, tho best authors 
sprinkle their works with pleasing digressions, with which they rc- 

» e the minds of their readers.” So says Dryden; and if it be ad- 
•d that what the best writers do, the worst may attempt, 1 may, 
perhaps, stand excused for having so long wandered from the “Last 
of the Fools,” His title, however, would not allow me to take him 
fir.st; and having ended every thing else, it is high time that I should 
begin to notice my subject. Bo it known, then, to all admirers of the 
motley coat, that although the office and dignity of court fool were 
abolished by Louis Quatorze, his successor had the good s^g^to be 
fond of fools, and rc-appointed an honorary jester, on con¬ 

ferred at the same time a post and a pension. ‘ Louis the l'ifl^||kh died 
in 1771; but in the warm and genial airs of summer, when the swallows 
are skimming along the ground, and the butterflies fluttering over¬ 
head. the “ Last of the Fools,” who has so often played his antics be¬ 
fore the monarch when Versailles was in its glory, is still occasionally 
seen toddling along the sunny side of its ^^reets, or tottering forth 
from one of the portal^ of the palace, as if he had steppdU out of some 
grave of the last century, gr walked down from the framework of 
some ancient picture. His whole appearance presents a singular com¬ 
pound of contradictions and anomalies. Old and decrepit as he is, he 
endeavours to preserve a youthful jerk in his short steps, to give the 
skirts of his coat a swing as if he still retained his elasticity of walk, 
and to crawl along with the jauntinesi of his juvenile foolery. His 
carriage is not more inconsistent with his own age than hi.s dress is with 
that of the world. He wears in public a complete court suit, the re¬ 
mains apparently of former splendour; his venerable white locks 
arranged in the antique stile by a ceiffeur, a black silk bag behind, and" 
his hat always in his hand or carried befleath his arm. With a bustling 
inanity in his motions, and a bantering or sheepish smile upon his 
features, he gazes at the passengers, makes them a most gracious bow, 
or salutes them with a grimace, as the humour strikes him, and then 
half hobbles and half flourishes away with a grave enjoyment of the 
stranger’s utter amazement. Casual encounterers of this unique cha¬ 
racter, judging from the expression of his countenance and the buf¬ 
foonery of his actions, might set him down for a natural simpleton ; but 
this would be an egregious mistake ; he is by no means deficient inun- 
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derstanding, only he has played the fool until he cannot be serious;— 
use has become nature to him, and he has run his first and second 
childhood all into one. llis “gentle dullness ever loves a joke;” and 
much of his drollery, it must be confessed, savours of superannuation. 
Thus, when he is introduced to a new acquaintance, he will simper and 
smirk so as to display his two rows of false teeth in their whitest and 
most adolescent attitude; anon he turns his back, whips the whole 
ratelkr out of his mouth, and comes mumbling and mowing in all the 
childishness of toothless sendity. Sometimes he asks his friends to 
dinner, always taking care to add—“ Mais vous prendrez le hasard du 
pot”—you must take pot luck; which he does not stipulate in the vain 
ostentation of Gripe, 

“ Who asks to pot-luck and displays a grand treat, 

’Tis to choke us with envy, not tempt us to eat 

but that he may have a literal excuse for depositing upon the table cev^ 
tain porcelain vases, much move commonly seen in dormitories than 
in dining-rooms. From time to time he places a huge portfolio under 
his arm, totters into a stage-coach and betakes himself to the 
Exchange at Paris, w'here so strange an apparition exclaiming “ Spanish 
bonds ! Spanish bonds !” soon brings all the bulls and bears to his side; 
with whom he discourses in a tone of infinite gravity touching Spanish, 
Neapolitan and French stock; attempts, of course, no transaction ; and 
returns to his friends at Versailles exclaiming, “ Eh bien ! j’ai fait toutes 
mes affaires a la Bourse, ct sans risque—e’est le seul moyen.” After 
which, jhe rubs his hands with an air of infinite self gratulation. 
That h^ should be an inveterate punster is one of the charters by 
which he held his office; and not even royal authority can tempt him to 
violate it. His quibbles arc sometimes bad enough to be good ; which 
is the less w'ondcrful, as all his impromptus are profoundly studied. 
After cautiously laying the train of a pun, he makes a visit for the ex¬ 
press purpose of its explosion, remains till he can signalize his departure 
by a second,^ and renewsr-thc same process when he is pijepared with a 
third. 

Other drolls and buffoons may easilypcxcced him in humour ; but 
the preposterousness in this instance consists in the anachronism of the 
whole personage, in the official character of his folly, and the .“itrangc 
jumble of boyish and frolicsome levity with decrepitude and old age. 
To see a man with one foot in the grave cutting capers with the other, 
making a mockery of the w«rld which he must so sho;rtly quit, and 
jingling his bells when his fellow-ancients are counting their beads, 
may be supposed a melancholy spectacle ; but there is so much naivete 
and genuine benevolence in bis aspect, apparently .so sincere a con¬ 
viction that he is labouring in his‘Vocation, and cannot employ his re¬ 
siduum of life better than in contributing to the innocent amusement 
of others, that, far from having the heart to quote against him—“ How 
ill grey hairs become a fool and jester!” one feels tempted to wish that 
the day may be still remote when the sculptor shall be called upon to 
execute his orders by inscribing upon his tombstone—“ Here lies the 
last of the Fools !” H. 
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MODERN PILGRIMAGES.—NO. XT. 

The Sorbonne. 

• la Sorbonuc antique* 

S6jour de noise, antre thiologique. 

Oil ia Dispute et la Confusion 
Ont etabli leur sacre domicile, 

Et dont jamais n’approcha la Raison.”— Voltaire. 

It was in search of a picture of David's, the same indeed that is now 
exhibiting in London, that I first visited the Place de la Sorbonne. 1 
was directed thither to some deserted atelier, then full of the forbidden 
works of the celebrated artist; nor did an idea of the famed university 
and its decrees ever occur to me, till the front and portico of its cfiapel 
presented themselves as I entered the place. Contempt and indigna¬ 
tion were the sentiments I should have expected to arise in my breast 
on beholding this chief court of bigotry ; but, alas! even sticks and 
stones with a look of miserv disarm resentment. The walls were 
darj£.with age and dirty with neglect; the door, stopped up with rubbi^ 
andrnlth, had most likely never been opened since the revolutionary 
gang bad burst them open to destroy the beautiful mausoleum of Car¬ 
dinal Richelieu within. And no object appeared to remind one that 
this was once the palace of sacred knowledge, save a few book-stalls 
laden with old expurgated editions of the classics, the Eloges of Thomas, 
and the Confessions of St. Augustin. The Sorbonne, however, it was ; 
so, determined on seeing more of it, I wandered down a side-str^t,,and 
at length gained admission to the court. It was an oblohg^^are, 
grass-grown, surrounded by buildings as ruinous as the exteriof : the 
upper part of it towards the chapel was much higher than the rest, 
elevated like a dais, and ascended by steps, owing perhaps to the 
declivity of the soil alone, or perhaps to some arrangement for distin¬ 
guishing the grades and dignity of its ancient tenants. Theology itself 
in France had not fallen into itiorc lamcntalde decay, than ijiis its 
chosen temple, which, ^s far as I could learn, had been handed over 
to a committee of some ong, of the Fine Arts. Artists, however, 
unlike beavers, prefer ornamenting any place rather than their home. 
So it appeared, at least, with the Sorbonne;—it was thq;very palace of 
Decay, and might have furnished an allegorical poet, if such were read 
now-a-days, with a whole canto, invention-free- 

How apt a scene, thought I, for a “ dialogue of the dead.” Here 
might Pascal and Voltaire meet and rejoice over <he fall of their ene¬ 
mies—here might the Jansenist and the Deist pay a fit visit to modern 
times, and learn, to their great astonishment, that the very name o£ 
Jansenism was forgotten, and that Deism had become, to say the best 
of it, common-place. What would be fheir conversation in such a 
case, is a problem worthy of solution byaFontenelleorLord Littleton. 
But for me—I dare not “ call these spirits from the vasty deep.” 

I hate encyclopedic learning, so shall not spend any time in ascer¬ 
taining by whom or in what year the Sorbonne was instituted. In her 
bosom, no doubt, Abelard and the scholastic doctors wrangled: many 
a witch and heretic sufiered at the stake by her order:, it was under the 
pretext of one of her decrees that the English burned Joan of Arc ; 
and, I believe, she shares with the most Holy Inquisition the guilt and 
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ridicule of having condemned Galileo, and of issuing an edict against 
emetic as unnatural—certes on no illogical grounds. But with all their 
claims, the Sorbonne would have inspired little interest, were it not 
connected with names of genius and literature—like Troy, it owes its 
fame to its enemies. Pascal is the first great name that draws it into 
notice. “From the Proxincial Letters of Pascal,” says Gibbon, 
“ which almost every year I perused with new pleasure, I learned to 
manage the weapon of grave and temperate irony.” They are cer¬ 
tainly a masterpiece of logic, and the dry wit with which they are 
seasoned is admirable. “ The Sorbonne,” say they, “ prefer censuring 
to replying; and, doubtless, it is easier for them to find monks than rea¬ 
sons.” Voltaire, who has insulted and acted unfairly by the memory 
of Pascal, in the mutilated edition which he gave of the ‘'Pens6es” 
accompanied with poor and impertineni notes, does justice to the merit 
of the “ Provinciales.” “ The best comedies of Molicre,” says he, 
“ have not more salt than the first letters, Bossuct nothing more 
sublime than the later ones.” Pascal had the better of his adversaries 
in logic, but it is to be doubted if he had it jn reason. The field of 
polemics is so dangerous and uncertain, that the first who advances and 
takes up a position is almost certain to come oflP worst in an encounter ; 
and the sect that differs^ and protests from another, having had time to 
reconnoitre and observe all the weak points of its enemy, wields with a 
double advantage the weapons either of reason or of ridicule. The 
great difficulty of supporting any creed, and the great care wiili which 
the negation of other creeds is supported, werentwer more evident than 
in this quarrel. The Jansenists believed in predestination; the Molinists, 
the Jesuits, and the Sorbonne did not—but the latter, not contented 
with disbelieving, pretended to explain the exact way in which Provi¬ 
dence influenced man and did not influence him ; and they invented for 
this purpose their grace siifilmnte, grace eficacc et covgniente. They thus 
gave but handles to ridicule—they made the advance and were beaten, 
ignorant, as they w'cre, of that great principle of polemical tactics, laid 
down in iroriy by Pascal himself, “Que les plus habiles d’entreeux sont 
ceux qui intriguent beaucoup, qui parlent peu, ct qui n’cerivent point.” 

It is curious how liberality and bigotry, like other moral contraries, 
change places in the world’s opinion. To plead tho divine right of 
kings now would be monstrous; there was a time when such an argu¬ 
ment was truly liberal, and advanced in the cause of independence. In 
1G14, it was pleaded by tli<j tiers (tat, the commons in France, that 
the king held his csown from God alone (it was immediately after the 
assassination of Henry IV.); and the clergy opposed the maxim as too 
jpopular, too republican, and as subyersive of‘the state. In the same 
manner wc abhor the Jesuits; thewvery name is a bugbear to our ears; 
while of old they were certdlnly the most liberal of religious sects. 
Look at their conduct in South America and China; they seem the 
only Christians of that age, in whom religion had not extinguished 
common sense.' Even in their quarrels with Jansenism, it was that 
turbulent sect of fanatics which was intolerant, not the Jesuits; and if 
the Provincial Letters triumph over the latter, and overwhelm them 
with ridicule, it is simply because the good fathers and the Sorbonne 
sought to give peace to the church by the convenient method of ac¬ 
cepting one term of the confession of faith by five or six different sig- 
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nifications. Such is religious controversy, that all the persecution of 
Louis XIV. and his Confessor but propagated Jansenism, while the 
Regent laughed at them, and they were never heard of more. 

The learned body of the Sorbonne soon found more dangerous 
adversaries in the wits and philosophers of the eighteenth century. 
Thereis scarcely a work of one of their pens, which it has not condemned. 
The mode of puffing a book now is very well understood. The mode 
then was to mingle in it a considerable portion of impiety; the Sorbonne 
took it into consideration, and ordered it to be burned by the hangman. 
Three months’ continual advertisement in the Times, with an article 
in each periodical, could not attract so much attention to a volume. 
Voltaire, Rousseau, Diderot, D’Alembert, &c. all advertised their works 
through the means of the Sorbonne and the Parliament. To the first 
of these wits, in particular, the learned body formed a source of ever¬ 
lasting fun. “ Since the invention of printing,” say Voltaire’s Kehl 
editors, “the faculty of Paris have arrogated to themselves the right of 
uttering their opinion in bad Latin on every book that displeases them.” 
Once in the case of the. “ Emile,” I believe, they thought proper to 
extend this privilege, by translating their condemnation from bad Latin 
into worse French. When the “ Belisaire” was published (in 1767), the 
learned doctors were shocked to find, that any author dared to think, far 
less print as an opinion, that all the heroes and sages of antiquity were not 
damned. The Sorbonne, ip consequence, thundered censures in bar¬ 
barous Latin and blundering French, and by so doing supplied the 
wags with fun and epigram for a month. Voltaire wrote on this occa¬ 
sion his “ Trois Empercurs cn Sorbonne.” These three Emperors are 

“-^’rrdjan, Titus, et Marc Aurclc, 

Quittant Ic beau sejour <le la gloire immortelle. 

Pour venir en secret s’anmscr dans Paris. 

Quclque bien qu’ou puisse dire, on veut changer de place i 
C’cst pourquoi les Anglais sortent dc lent pays. 

L’esprit cst inquiet, ct de lout il se lasscj 

Someut uii bienheureux s’enuuie en paradis.” „ 

The Emperors are shown all the lions of Paris, are presented and con¬ 
ducted every where. 

“ I Is voulurent enfin tout voir et tout conr.altre; 

Lcs boulevards, la foirc, ct i’op^ra bouffon, 

L’^cole oil Loyola corrompil la raison, 

Les qiiatre faciiIttJs, et jusqu’a la Sorbonne. 

Ils entrent dans I’^tablc oii les efbeteurs fourr(?s 
Ruminaient Saint Thomas, ct preuaienl leuft degriis, 

Au sdjour dc IVrgo, Ribaudier cn personne 
Estropiait alors un discours en latin. 

Quel latin, juste ciel! les hd«)8 de I’empire 
Se monlaiont les cinq doigts pouri’emp&cher de rite.*' 

The old Romans find no favour among the theologians, and are 
astonished to find themselvesjlamned and condemned to all eternity. 
After some witty expostulation they make their retreat, while their 
guides excuse themselves by having mistaken the mansion, 

“ Nous pensions en effet vous mcner ett Sorbonne ; 

Et Ton vous a conduit aux Petites-maisons.” 

Rut French philosophy is not indebted to the Sorbonne for its fame- 
bestowing censures alone; as an university it produced Turgot and 
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Morellet. There are few books more delightfnl to the man of letters 
than retrospective glances and recollections of school and college: 
even the simple account by Marmontel of his country college, where 
Lis maintenance and education cost his parents the serious sum of four 
or five louis a-year, is interesting. The account of the Sorbonne, in 
the commencement of Morellet's Memoirs, threw for me an interest 
over those ruins, which more than out-balanced all odious association 
with its bigot decrees. The Abbd’s description of the life he led there, 
his connexions with Turgot and the Briennes, recall those happy times 
of one’s own life, when study was a business, forming the serious sub¬ 
ject of thought and topic of conversation—when the world of philo¬ 
sophy and literature was fresh before us, our only world in view—be¬ 
fore we hM learned its petty history, and tasted of its passions—before 
we liad fathomed its shallow waters, a«d found its depths but in sophism 
and invective. 

Had the ignorant wretches of the Revolution known even of the name 
t)f Turgot as connected with the Sorbonne, they would have respected 
it as little as that of Richelieu. Indeed they wore not guided so much 
by indignation against any name, as by the mere itch to dest|i;^^^k' 

“ So full of valour, that they smote the air " 

For breathing in their faces.” .. 

The year 1820 was, I believe, the a?ra of my first visit to the Sor¬ 
bonne, and of my consetpieiit meditations. A year or two rolled over 
the pilgrim’s head in other climes and peregrinations, and the beginning 
of 1828 found him once more in Paris, and in company with bis literary 
frict^ds. They spoke of Villcmain, of bis genius, and of his eloquence 
as a lecturer, and I determined to hear liim. It was in the Sorbonne he 
gave his course, and I arrived there an hour before the time in order 
to procure admittance -and lo ! the Sorbonne was gay, spruce, and hr 
full repair : green w'as no longer the livery of its court-yard, nor sooty 
gloom that of its walls; and a neat and elegant hall* up, 

was cramnvHl even to s'liifocation witfi all flie young stiu^^fs’ irTl^risr 
that could gain admission. Villcmain was all‘the rage, and here were 
united at his audience the various chaincters of the metropolis—the 
unkemped, spectacled head of the student of the Pays Latin—the 
young, Anglie-ified Elxquisiteof tlieChaussec d’Antiu—the Englishman 
himself, with his blank gravity of countenance, standing and perspiring 
in the crowd, for the sake of tlie ‘ lunt to sa>j,' and the (Iermar;it^ith Iris 
unmistakeable square counte'hanrc. At the foot of the 
were chairs for the most distinguished auditors. It w'as 
disturbances among the students, the dissolution of the School of 
Medicine, and the destitution of all the liberal professors. Expres¬ 
sions of censure or apphaufc were strictly forbidden. In spite of 
this, the entrance of General Foy excited a considerable tumult, and ^be 
cheers of his admirers could not be kept down. Soon after, 
de Montmoreij^y made his appearance—he had lately read a recanta¬ 
tion of the liberal opinions he had professed at the beginning of the 
Revolution—and the Duke was saluted by a general han, and layAtte 
that disconcerted him much more than any hissing could have doM|| 
Villcmain at length made his appearance—an insignificant, m^l- 
looking personage, with his head thrown back. He was tlie iilftage of 
Curran, and his eye was as piercing |cnd as full of genius of the -< 
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Irish orator. He mingled his sorbet, flung himself,baclc, held forth.a 
very nervous hand, and began. His lecture was professedly on Elo¬ 
quence ; on which thjsme, apropos to every thing and nothing at all, he 
discussed any topic, atid digressed aa abruptly as Sterne. He began 
with Plutarch, and spoke, so eloquently and ignorantly of j^at learned 
Theban as to convince me that he was hot much farther acquainted 
with the great bmgrapher than the naive translation of Arayot could 
supply him. He called Plutarch eloquent, and he called Lucian elo¬ 
quent, so that, if he had not very erroneous ideas, he at least made 
of a very strange vocabulary. Notwithstanding these blunders, acute 
and epigrammatic talebt shone in every thing he said ; and he wus evi¬ 
dently one of that numerous class of litterateurs, who do not care much 
what they say, provided they ^make a point. He has given* fre¬ 
quent instances of this since, an& although he is almost the only pro¬ 
fessor allowed to possess his chair by the government, still his secret 
principles, or the generous tendency natural to genius, lead him fre¬ 
quently in moments of warmth into downriglit liberalism. His actions, 
hovyev er . are as conformable as can be wished ; he voted for the ad- 
>ui?!qP|;jW|Freyssinous to the academy—the great test of an academi¬ 
cianand would, I dare say, do the same to-morrow for any 
archbishop—he of Lyons always excepted. 

To contint^’aa-^Gcount of his lecture, a comparison between Lucian 
and Voltaire was excellent. From Lucian he went to Justin, Tertul- 
lian, and the early fathers, and here his vocabulary came certainly to 
have sense, for then there is eloquence. As Villernain extemporizes, 
he often digresses; and though occupied with antiquity, he is very^-fond 
of slipping from the classic stilts into the disputes of .modern times. 
Apropos flcs boffes, he continues to discuss in almost every lecture the 
merits and demerits of tlic classic and romantic school. And it is not 


at all extraordinary to hear him argue to-day in a tone diametrically 
opPP3il!|Mi|iliiiB'^argumentsof yesterday. 

j ..Vfltemam has published a Life*of Cromwell, praised by the Quarterly 
l^evicw, and not admired m France. He has also lately published a 
volume of Melanges, containWig Eloges, otherwise Essays, on Mon¬ 
taigne, Montesquieu, and others, all finely written, and’far more worthy 
of notice than inaiiy a foreign volume reviewed in Eng^nd. He will 


yet, I have no doubt, establish a reputation superior to any literary cha¬ 
racter of the present day in France, 

tlie only name and personage fliat now supports the reputa- 
wn (^j^j^Sorbonne, and who resembles the fervlU and fickle genius 
of profane learning, pushing from her stool the superannuated deity of 
scholastic divinity, and forcing the old walls of the Sorbonne to echo 
in praise the names it most abhorred! IJfho knows, however, but that 
U.ttdfp r the fostering influence of the Bourbon princes, the old goddess 
IliiPbMlvive;—“fa viendra, fa viendra,” as the popular and prophetic 
chanson says! 
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I-ONOON LVRICS. 

I^oor Rubin'jt Prophecy- 

Whejw girls prefer old lovers, 

VV’'heii iTiercliants scoft' at gain, 

Wh en 'I'hurtell’s skull discovers 
What pass’d in Thurtell’s hr&iii ; 
When farms contain no growlers. 

No pig-tail Wapping-wall, 

Then spread your lark-nets, fowlers, 
t'or sure the sky will fall. 

When Boston men love banter, 

W'h en loan-contract»?rs sicejj, 

Wh en Clianccry-pleadHigs cantei, 

A.iid common-lavv’ ones creep : 
When topers swear that claret ’s 
The vilest think of all ; 

Then, liouseiuiuds, quit j t>ur garref*, 
lA>r sure the. sky will t.ill 

^Vlien Southey leagues with VV^ooIIer, 
When flaudies shew no shape. 
When fidiilers’ heads are fuller 

Than that \\ hereon they scrape : 

W hen doers turn to talkers, 

.^Vnd Quakers love a ball ; 

Then hurry honie, street-walkers, 
l''or sure the sky will fall. 

When lads from C'ork or Newry 
Won’t broach a whisky Hask, 

When cometly at J^rury 

Again shall lift her mask ; 

When peerless Kitty utters 
ller uAi's in tuneless :fquall. 

Then, cats, desert your gutters, • 

For sure the sky will fa^. 

When worth dreads no detractor. 

Wit thrives at A.nisterdain, 

And manager and actor 

Lie down like kid and lamb -y 
VVhen bard tWth bartl embraces, 

A^td critics cease to maul. 

Then, travellers, mend ytjur paces. 

For sure the sky will fall. 

When men, who Iftave off business 
With hiitteP-cups to play. 

Find in their heads no dizziness. 

Nor long for “ melting day :** 

When cits their pert IMtiltnt-pIeasanis 
jDeprivc of poplars tall ; 

Then, poachers, prowl for pheasants. 
For sure the sky will fall. 
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A Tale from La Motte Fouque. 

The celebrated sculptor and goldsmith of Tuscany, master Benve¬ 
nuto Cellini, was on a fine summer’s evening returning from fontaine- 
bleau, where he had presented to King Francis the First several plans 
for the embellishment of that palace. He looked vexed and an. 5 ry, as 
was his wont when he met with obstacles either in his way of life or tn 
his art; and how rarely are these spared even to the favourites of f^- 
tune! But such was not Master Benvenuto’s mode of reasoning. He 
was determined to have his own way though he should fight for it. 
His anger increased as he approached the metropolis, and felt the in¬ 
fluence of the close city air ; sto[iping short, he turned the head of his 
richly caparisoned mule across a meadow, grumbling all the while. 
“If I had but my beautiful drawings and designs safely out of this in¬ 
fernal and my two brave Italian companions by my side, never 
should King Francis or his metropolis sec me more. I should imme¬ 
diately ride on towards my lordly Florence, where 1 left the most 
sublime works of art unfinished ; works which the brutes in this 
country know not how to value. Even King Francis-’ 

Here he stopped, looking round him almost shy, as if he thought 
the king could have heard him. Soon however he began again : 
“ Yet, one can not help respecting him after all; and it is worth the 
journey and all the vexation 1 liave had, to know how one feels in the 
presence of such a mighty warlike king! What ii pity ho is not as 
bandsome as he is groat!” 

Following this train of tlionght, he rode on slowly but more cheer¬ 
fully, without noticing his road or thinking of its end; his bold and 
manly features assumed a more placid expression, and before his 
mind’s eye there rose the form qf a royal hero, as commanding and 
baiidsomc in body as powerful in mind. His mule bad in the mean 
time, without direction, dxken a narrow little-frequented path, which led 
through gardens’ and inclosed fields to a single cottage. 

Of a sudden Master Benvenuto was roused from his reverie by a 
shrill voice calling his name ; the trampling of a horse wtts heard at the 
same time. With the speed of lightning he had his long double-edged 
poniard in bis riglit, a well-loaded pistoj in his left hand, and thus, 
springing nimbly from his mule and placing himsclfjaetiind it as behind 
a wall, he called out through the increasing darkness of the evening - 
“ Though you be one or ton or twenty, come on, ye robbers and mur¬ 
derers r come on I You shall soon sfe that you have to do not only 
with a clever artist but with a brave uml.mntcd soldier, who has already 
laid low more than a liuiulred of your description never to rise again ! 
Come on, ye rascals, I say!” 

The new comer stopt his little spirited animal, and #aid lauglimg: 
“ Mon dieu et mon pere ! What noise to no purpose! Dont you 
know me, Maitrc Cellini What! is it you, Doctor? said Ben¬ 
venuto angrily; “ how come you to overpower an honest man with 
your stormy vociferations? You may be a clever phpician, but it 
seems you know but little how i®.. behave wlieu travelling, and that 
might in this instance have cost your life, and occasioned me much 
grief and inconvenience hereafter f" 

R 2 
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** Infiniment obligti/’ said the Frenchman with a polite bow, and 
then continued as befbro in his broken Italian, “ You talk of travelling: 
is it a journey from town to this little cottage ?” “ Travelling is tra¬ 
velling,” said Benvenuto very seriously, again mounting his mule, 
“ and indeed your journey might have easily brought you into the next 
world I” 

“ I live, however,” said Doctor Petitpre lightly; and then asked 
whether he should have the pleasure and honour of Master Cellini's 
company in a visit he had to pay to his sick countryman the painter 
Luigi. “ Is Luigi ill ?” cried Benvenuto, much concerned ; and the 
Doctor expressed his sorrow at being obliged to answer in the affirma¬ 
tive.' No/ was the complaint trifling ; and he had advised his patient 
to exchange the close city air for the purer atmosphere of this farm. 
“ 1 am afraid,” he added, “ his complaint is more in the mind than in 
the body ! His heart may be affected !” 

“ Nonsense,” cried Benvenuto, angrily. “ Your wretched Paris air 
has caused it! 'I’lius far you are right; but this farm won’t cure him. 
All your French air is fit to poison or stifle, any honest soul! I am 
only astonished that your very dogs don’t drop dead like those that are 
sent into the mephitic grotto near Naples !” 

“ Sir,” cried the Frenchman in a great passion, “ you are completely 
in the wrong. France enjoys the very best climate, and its air is the 
most salubrious that can be.” 

But the equally angry Italian interrupted tliis patriotic speech, say¬ 
ing : “ And what do you talk of a sick heart ? I tell you, the lieart of 
my friend Luigi is more sound than your’s. Have not I seen liim at 
Milan perform the most wonderful games and exercises, with a degree 
of agility and strength, as if not only the youthful Dioscuris, hut cheer¬ 
ful Mercury, the messenger of the gods himself, had descended to 
this earth and adopted his frame ? How will you now persuade 
me that his heart is not sound ? It is this diabolical air alone that 
kills him, and that you must counteract, that alone! And, Sir,” he 
added, doffing his cap with unfeigned '•espect, “ a physician like you, 
one of the most experienced and learned I ever knew, must be sucess- 
ful even in this wondrous struggle against the nature of the country.” 

“ Infiniment oblige, Maitre Cellini. I also consider you as the first 
sculptor that ever lived,” replied the Frenchman, likewise doffing his 
bonnet and bowing deeply. • He added, perfectly recovered from all 
his former anger, *' I hope to give you a proof in your friend’s case 
that your favourable opinion of me has not deceived you.” 

At this moment the riders halted before the little farmhouse. The 
physician took care to provide well for the mule and his own horse, and 
then ascended with noiseless steps, accompanied by Benvenuto, the 
stairs which led to the apartment of the sick painter. Cellini had ob¬ 
served from the yard the light of the window, which shone bright and 
fair through the leaves of the trees before it, and as he followed the 
doctor he began to hum the words of an Italian sonnet, “ Alla dolce 
ombra de le belle frondi.” 

But the physician suddenly interrupted him, whispering into his ear 
with violent gesticulations: Point de poesie mnintenant, Maitre 
Cellini! surtout point de poesie lyrique! Poetry is at present poison 
for your friend,” he continued, “ and though he reatls and writes poetry 
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all day long, which I have no means to prevent, yet you must not 
begin too.” 

“ Well, well,” answered Benvenuto, ” you are the master in these 
things; I obey blindly.” The physician shook his hand, and they en¬ 
tered the room of the painter Luigi. 

The pale youth, paler in the clear light of a lamp suspended from 
the ceiling, sat beside a large table of books and papers, reading a 
paper which he seemed to have but just then written. A melancholy 
smile played on his handsome face, and he scarcely noticed the opening 
of the door. Bat when Benvenuto called out, “ By all the saints! 
that is my Luigi! and yet it is not himself either !” the youth arose 
in joyful surprise, and hastened to throw himself into his friend’s arms. 
In making this attempt he would have fallen to the ground from weak¬ 
ness, bad not Cellini’s strong arm» caught and supported him.* Affected 
at seeing his friend in this state, Benvenuto turned round to the 
physician, who shook his head full of melancholy meaning, so that the 
Italian cried out with a voice unusually soft: “ By heaven I nothing is 
more foolish than thus to fall sick in the very prime of youth! 
Coulds’t thou not resist a little better the thick air of this vile Paris, 
Luigi t And has the divine spark of genius been given thee to no 
better purpose, than to be extinguished by the first breath of this foul 
atmosphere ? For shame, my lad ; the eagle is not made to creep on 
the ground catching mice!” 

“Catching mice 1” repeated Luigi, smiling, “ not that exactly. He 
despises the lowly booty ; hut even the eagle may be pinioned to the 
ground, his wings broken, he soars no longer, and yet he may not 
die.” 

Benvenuto started back. “ Boy,” said he, “ think not of such fright¬ 
ful similes. Come, quick now ; show me your workshop. I liavc 
been so completely overwhelmed by all the noble works of art which 
the French king has laid on my shoulders, as if I were one of the 
heaven-storming giants, that I have never been, since thy arrival in this 
hateful city, to see thee in thy workshop. But now show me thy latest 
paintings and the newest designs and sketches.” 

But the youth; slowly shaking his head with its long glossy curls, 
said with a painful smile, “Workshop!—paintings!—sketches!—1 
can paint no longer !” • 

Benvenuto at this rose, with indignation in his mien, exclaiming— 
“ And thou still livest deprived of the heavenly gift! thou, wlio 
hadst already reached such perfection, who didst live only in the 
smiles of genius, and hadst no joy but in thy noble art! and yet thou 
livest deprived of this heavenly gift! ” 

“ Not much longer, I think,” said Jiuigi, softly ; but the angry Ben¬ 
venuto, regardless of the gentle tone, coatinued in his loud manner— 
“ And if thou art no longer a painter, wherefore come into this country 
at the call of its monarch ? Shall the Italian name become a mockery 
among these hyperborean barbarians, because thou siUest in vain before 
the canvass .and no heavenly forms are created by thy hands ? Woe to 
thee ! What hast thou done ? Or is it only in this infernal city that 
thy art has forsaken thee? Then will I depart from hence immediately 
with my companions, escaping, in God’s name, from the influence of 
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this soul-destroying air, and hasten with all possible speed to oitf 
blooming, sunny, inspiring native Italy! Thee will I take with me, 
Luigi; and believe me, under the genial influence of our Italian air, 
thy highly-gifted soul will again teem with most noble works of art!” 

But Luigi shook his head with an expression of such violent pain in 
his countenance, that even Benvenuto observed it, and stopped short in 
the midst of his powerful eloquence. 

“ Never shall I see Italy more!” said Luigi; “ there, even there, I 
lost the art of painting ; but I would not believe that it had forsaken 
me for ever, and, therefore, accepted the king’s gracious offer to repair 
hither, hoping that, in a foreign land, the broken wings of genius 
might .again be healed. IVIy mind, Benvenuto! is not yet annihi¬ 
lated, its soaring not wholly stopped ; 1 feel it when I read the works of 
our immortal poets, or when 1 feel myself inspired, and try to fix my 

thoughts in words. But colours, or* even drawing,-” he stopped 

and seemed to shudder as the idea occurred to him—“ no, no ! never 
can I paint again !” 

“ But tell me, in the name of Heaven-Benvenuto ivas not 

permitted to finish his violent apostrophe; for tlie sound of coach 
wheels was hoard, and Doctor I’etitpre exclaimed with astonishmenc 
in his broken Italian — “ Parbleu ! you have visitors who come in 
coaches ! You arc a fortunate man!” 

In those times a coach was a very rare luxury, only used by people of 
the highest rank, so that even Benvenuto asked with under—“Arc 
these royal beauties, thou unfortunate yet happy man, who come to see 
thee here in thy retirement?” 

And Luigi replied, smiling—“ My visitors are not of such high rank 
as you suppose, my kind friend. It is, indeed, a lady who is coming, 
but neither a beauty nor a princess, only the old lady Isabel, the house ■ 
keeper of the Marqui-se de Comininges, whom her mistress sends here 
twice every week, out of noble compas.sion, to inquire after my health, 
and to bring me refreshments,” 

“ How !”. cried the delighted physician, “ you are under the protec¬ 
tion of Madame la Marquise de Commingo.s, the most noble and most 
beautiful lady at Court. Then you are sale indeed.- You can want 
nothing! ” 

Benvenuto, ^mraged at this notion and at the Doctor’s bad Italian, 
repeated after him—“ Want nothing ! want nothing, indeed ! Can your 
Madame become his muse, to reawaken in him the lovely genius he; 
has lost ? Can shcjieal his broken spirit; for, whatever my friend may 
say, when art is lost, life is worthless ? And you can talk of wanting 
nothing ! How beastly !” 

“ Beastly,” repeated the DocH)r, almost choking at the word, and 
grasping the silver handle of4iis sword. 

But Benvenuto’s double-edged poniard instantly glittered high in the 
air, and the grim sculptor cried—“ Draw out that thing one inch 
farther, and this noble weapon shall lay thee dead at my feet!” 

“ Gentlemen do not fight in that manner,” said the Doctor, with¬ 
drawing his hand from the sword-hilt: “ besides, there is a sick man 
in the room, and a lady on the stairs; 1 have been too hasty. This is no 
time, Mr. Cellini, to talk of such things ;—afterwards, if you please.” 
Benvenuto had no time to answer, for a richly dressed servant of the 
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Marquise opened the door to announce lady Isabel, who came by the 
order of her mistress. 

Luigi immediately uttered liis grateful thanks for the lionour done 
him ; and the lady Isabel, a singular figure, stepped, or rather tottered 
into the room, dressed like a widowed matron, bent forward over a 
highly ornamented crutch-stick, her face hidden under a large cap with 
a veil, through which only a number of grizzled locks, arranged high on 
the forehead in the fashion of the times, were visible. She stopped be¬ 
fore the patient, who made an attempt to rise to receive her ; but she said 
in a low voice, almost smothered by a short cough—“ I request, Sir, that 
you won’t rise, and destroy, by an ill-tirned politeness, the good inten¬ 
tion of my mistress.” The old servant, grey-haired like the laay^ had 
in the mean time placed a largo basket, filled with choice fruit, old wine, 
and other rare refections, on thetable ; and now at a sign from the lady 
Isabel, disappeared with a low bow. The latter then said, restraining 
her cough as in duty bound—“ In order that these strange gentlemen 
may not impute improper motives to my mistress, on account of her 
».ompasi.ion for this young painter’s sufTerings, I must beg leave to in¬ 
form them that Madame la Marquise never saw him in her life; Master 
Luigi himself will be able to give you his word of honour that he never 
enjoyed the sight of my beauteous lady.” 

On Luigi’s assenting to this, Doctor Petitpre sighed and said— 
“ Alas, my friend, how much then have you lost! 1 Would not give 
the lionour and pleasure of having seen with these my own eyes Madame 
la Marquise de Cormninges—no, not for all the days I have yet to live. 

The lady Isabel made an effort to rise from her seat to thank the 
Doctor with an elegant curtsey for his compliment to her mistress; and 
the Doctor returned her politeness with a very low and graceful bow. 

Luigi, ihough now sick and melancholy, had once a cheerful heart, 
and could hardly refrain from laughing loudly at this scene ; and 
Benvenuto hit his lips, and made such singular grimaces to hide the 
same inclination, that the two *)bjccts ol th(?ir merrimetjt must have 
hocomc aware of it, had not the physician remained unusually long 
in the humble ][)osiuon he assumed on making his bow, and risen but 
slowly and gradually, and had not the lady Isabel, on sitting dow'n 
again, been seized with a violent fit of coughing, \vhicli»noise drowned 
Luigi’s laugh. 

'Ihc lady after this finished her explanation, saying—“ My mistress 
has seen several beautiful pictures vvhich^ihis nobk> artist finished be¬ 
fore he left Italy; she has likewise heard so much to his praise from a 
learned countryman of his, that she not ordy deigns to relieve his suf¬ 
ferings as far as lies in her power, but even sends me, her trusty ser¬ 
vant, whom age and long-withered screen from slander, 

repeatedly to inquire in person after, and bring her news of this noble 
artist’s health.” 

Doctor Petitpre needed all his politeness and good breeding to re¬ 
frain from interrupting the lady Isabel, so much was he delighted with 
his own cleverness by means of which he so easily comprehended all the 
circumstances and relations of this affair. At length he began with 
these words—“ Yes, yes! it is the celebrated advocate who brought 
the pictures from Italy, who has spoken so favourably of Master Luigi 
here—is it not ? It is Master Giovanni Sansoue, is it not? 
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The lady Isabel seemed extremely ill pleased with the Doctor'n 
speech ; rising as quickly as lier infirmity would permit, and giving 
Luigi a kind nod, she walked towards the door. The physician, not , 
the least aware of licr displeasure, insisted on seeing her down stairs to 
her carriage, and would not be denied ; but talked and complimented 
her all the while. 

Hardly had these two left the room, when Benvenuto stepped up to 
his friend, and said with anxious hurry—“ Luigi, when that gossiping 
doctor named Giovanni Sansone, you grew pale as death. Does any 
danger threaten thee from that man’s arriving ? Tell me quickly, and 
1 shall know, like a clever sportsman, who draws the attack of a furious 
boar frbm the weak or defenceless upon himself, to step between my 
friend and the danger which threatens him! Say, what is between 
thee and Sansone!” 

Luigi replied with a gentle smile—“ Master Giovanni means me no 
harm!” 

“ Tell me, then, and speak before that old gossip of a doctor returns, 
what is it that affected thee so powerfully ?” 

“ That is too long a story, my Benvenuto, to be told in so short a 
time ; when next I sec thee, thou shall know it.” 

“ No, no; tell me now. While that old pantaloon Petitpre is con¬ 
ducting his columbine down stairs into her coach, you might give me 
a relation of tlie siege of Troy; but you have already lost so much 
time, make a better use of the rest.” 

“Indeed, my Benvenuto,” said Luigi, “ I may tell thee all In afcww'ords, 

It is nothing, but that at Milan 1 saw the wife of Master Sansone, the an¬ 
gelic Laura Sansone, and she stole my heart. I lived sometime guilt¬ 
less and happy in her smiles. She was the sun of my life; and at Iasi 
I was permitted to paint her portrait. But whoever represented the 
sun unpunished ? It is true I saw with delight the increasing sneccs's 
of my work ; but the delusion of my senses also increased. One day, 
when, sitting^before the canvass, 1 expected the arrival of my heavenly 
ideal, overcome with love, I sunk upon my kpees before the picture, 
and breathed a kiss upon the lovely lips ! But Madonna Laura had in 
the mean time entered unperccived by me, and said with severe anger, 

“ Arise, and leav.e the picture with me. unfinished as it is. You shall never 
see me more ! You have degraded your art by idolatry, and violated 
the respect you owe to me by offensive folly!” She turned from me, 
and I left her ; since that time I have never been able to paint, or even 
to look at a picture.' That is all I have to say.” 

“ And he tells all this, as if it were a mere trifle,” cried the enthu¬ 
siastic Benvenuto. “ My Luigi, that any part of my life or art has ever 
been worthy of notice, I owe to ihe gracious looks which Madonna 
Porcia Chigi, full of purity and sweetness, gave me, when I was only a 
student and mere beginner. In the history of my life I have given an 
account of it, both for our contemporaries and for posterity. But, 
alas ! if Madonna Porcia had so turned away from me, then there would 
have existed no Benvenuto Cellini; at least, it would not have been 
worth while to write or read his history. How must thou, my poor 
Luigi-” 

Here Doctor Petitpre entered in a great hurry, and drawing Benve¬ 
nuto towards tlic window, he said—“ The lady Isabel has departed, the 
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patient must go to rest. Come now, then, and give me satisfaction 
with your sword.” 

“ Very readily,” said the sculptor aloud ; “ go first with me to Paris, 
for here I have only my dagger and pistol.”—“ Most unwillingly 
should I return to Paris, that first of all cities in the world, without 
knowing my honour perfectly free from spot or blemish ; and as ray 
patient has heard of our dispute, though I meant he should not, he will 
perhaps be kind enough to lend the fine sword from yonder corner to 
his friend Maitrc Cellini.”—“ Doctor,” replied Benvenuto seriously, 
“bating your gossiping and your ignorance about travelling, you 
show yourself a sensible honourable man, useful both to others and 
yourself. Indeed, Luigi, as this affair cannot be amicably setlled, you 
must lend me your sword ; I mean to do something formidafile.”— 
“ Or perhaps undergo sjpmethiug formidable,” interrupted the Doctor, 
“ for our affair is not yet decided. Here I am ready for you.” 

But the sick Luigi arose in haste, stopped them at the door, and said 
with d melancholy smile, “ Doctor, wilt thou slay ray friend ? or, friend, 
wilt thou slay ray doctor ? You are a pair of strange people !” 

Benvenuto looked feelingly at the pale face of his friend, and Doctor 
Petitpre exclaimed with admiration, “All, parblcu! that is an excel¬ 
lent bon mot! That would do honour to a Frenchman ! I would most 
willingly satisfy the wish of such an amiable clever young gentleman, 
but my honour won’t permit it. I must have satisfaction.’’—“ Well, 
Doctor,” asked Beiiv'enuto kindly, “ what horrible off’ence have I been 
guilty of? ’—“ \ou called my words beastly.”—“ Well, well, that does 
not mean muca m ray mouth. Beast, beastly ; such words, my good 
Doctor, come as readily from my tongue as a cough from a sick man ! 

1 apply such words sometimes even to the highest and most esteemed 
of my friends and patrons !”—“ 'I'hat is the most singular custom I ever 
lieard of,” cried the Frenchman, laughing, though astonished ; and then 
added, “ So you meant to say to me, ‘ permit rne to observe, sir, that 
in this instance 1 am not entirely of your fipinion.’ Did yon mean 
that?”—“Yes, indeed, friend Petitpre, 1 meant nothing w'orsc.”— 
“ Let ns be friends then,” s^id the Doctor with great solemnity, and 
shook hands with the sculptor. They then bade Luigi good night, and 
left him to return to Paris together. ^ 

As they rode on slowly in the darkness, Benvenuto endeavoured to 
learn from the doctor something more about Sansone and his fair lady. 
But the doctor, to his own sincere ^gret, could tell him little or 
nothing. He had heard that the lawyer had b^n invited to Paris by 
the Marquise on account of a lawsuit which involved nearly the whole 
property of the noble family of the Commingea; that this lawsuit h.vl, 
in consequence of Sansone’s skill, Been decided in favour of the family, 
and that he lived since that time in the Itouse of the Marquise, lionoured 
and feasted like a conqueror; and that he liad been prevailed upon, 
by her entreaties, to remain a few weeks longer in Paris to repose on 
his laurels. 

In Benvenuto’s mind there arose a hope that the beauteous Laura 
might have accompanied her lord to Paris ; and that a few gentle for¬ 
giving words from her lips might restore health and vigour to Uie 
youthful artist. He hinted at this hope in bis conversation with the 
physician; but from his evasive answers and mournful looks, and at 
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length from the manner in which he expressed himself as to what he 
had observed to-day, Cellini became convinced that his young friend., 
stood at the brink of the grave. This of course put a stop to his 
hopes, and suppressing his feelings, he requested that the physician 
would give him timely notice, if Luigi’s last moments .should perhaps 
come earlier than was expected. ThisPetitprc promised faithfully, and 
they parted. 

A few days after this, on a beautiful sunny morning, Benvenuto was 
sitting in his workshop, busily employed in sketching a design he had 
just conceived, of which, as is sometimes the case with artists, he 
hardly knew the application. Yet the idea appeared to him interesting 
and lovely, and his pencil had soon fixed it on paper. A youth, to all 
appearance vx Greek, as we sec them on antique works of art as they 
ran or wrestled for the public prizes, was sinking down exhausted in 
the course, while a beautiful female figure, of whom Cellini himself did 
not know whether she was a Muse or one of the ladies who crowned the 
victors, touched his flowing locks with a wreath of palm. 

The design was finished, .and the artist whispered to himself, “ What 
1 shall do with it, God will show me some time or other ! ’ when a loud 
and repeated knocking was heard at the gate. Benvenuto, always in¬ 
clined to think of wild and extraordinary things, imagined he saw his 
enemies ntt.iek the gates of his castle; he immediately put on a coat of 
mail of the finest steel, buckled his long'poniard round h's waist, and 
seizing a partiz.-m of monstrous size, hurried into the court, calling out 
to his workmen with a voice of thunder : “ Gpen the gates and retire 
behind them. Though twenty enemies should stand outside, 1 am ready 
to meet them.” He stood in an attitude of defiance, the gates were 
throAvn open at his command, but nobody was seen outside in the street 
but Doctor Petitpre on his little horse, who cried angrily at sight of the 
warlike sculptor, “ What the devil do you let me w'ait here for '! And 
how comes it that your liead is full of nothing but murder ?” 

Ccdlini answered in gro.at w'rath, “ not ask that of me, but of the 
pco])le in this fearful city, who surround this my .castle daily and nightly 
with all sorts of persecutions ; partly from envy at my immortal w'orks 
of art, and partly because tlicj'^ intend to murder every Italian by the 
most abominubje practices.” 

“ Well,” interrupted the Physician, “ you may act the Orlando Pit- 
rioso w’hen there is more time for such fooleries. Do not you sec that 
my horse is covered with fn.im*? 1 have yet to order some ntedicines 
at the apothec.ary’s, And to give information to Madame la Marquise, 
to whom I also gave my word! Yor.r friend is very very ill: make 
haste if you wish to see liim once more here below !” He spurred his 
horse, and was gone. " 

Cellini stood a few moments as if thunderstruck; then turned round 
in great haste, c.alled half commanding, half intrea^ing for his mule, 
threw his formidable weapon on the pavement, ran to the stables, and 
kicking with hands and feet at every one who came to help him, 
saddled and bridled his mule; without taking off his coat of mail, he 
mounted, and on the sheath of the poniard dropping from his baldrick, 
he seized the glittering weapon without the sheath, and rode in such 
fury through the streets of Paris, that every body who saw him thought 
he had just committed or was hurrying to commit a murder. The 
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watch at the barrier endeavoured to detain him, * but he galloped 
through like a madman, calling out, “ Detain me not, I go to comfort a 
.dying friend.” The French soldiers laughed aloud at the sight of this 
gentle comforter, but he swore at them and hurried on. 

The sick Luigi sat at the open window of the farmhouse, and enjoyed 
the enlivening sunbeams; but they dazzled his weak eyes so that he did 
not perceive Benvenuto till he stopped before the house, jumped from 
his mule, and hurried upstairs. Astonished at his furious appearance 
and drawn dagger, he said to him as he opened the door, “ Hovv un¬ 
fortunate, my Benvenuto, that I should be so very weak to-day. You 
are going most likely to defend yourself or to attack some powerful 
enemy. And I am not able to share your peril and your victory. 
What else can your hurry and your warlike dress mean?. Perhaps 1 
may yet have strength sufficient to prove that my courage has not 
altogether departed from my ejfpiring frame.” 

“ It is nothing, nothing but another beastly trick of that Doctor 
Pctilpre !” said Benvenuto highly delighted ; “ he sends me here on a 
fool’s errand, as if it were the first of April! And yet I am quite 
pleased witli him for sending me hither to sec with my own eyes that 
all is well!” 

“ Did he, then, tell thee that some enemies had attacked mo, or 
why earnest thou with thy weapons ?”—“ No, no, I took my arms for 
another reason, and forgot to put them away again. But he told me 
you were dying.”—“ Indeed!” said Luigi gently, and bent his eyes to 
tJie ground But soon a smile, more kind and heavenly than before, 
played on his handsome face, which shone with a brighter colour than 
when Benvenuto saw him last. He folded his hands and kept silent a 
few minutes, dicn looking up to his friend, he said—“ When w'e look 
back on oni pasl life, how odd it appears that the most cheerful and 
die most solemn moments should bo mingled together in our memory. 
T felt just now as if the fair Laura Sansoiio were quite near me, and as 
if 1 heard her playful laugh ; for she would have laughed, had she 
witnfpsed thy coining to visit the sick in arras and in a <?oat of mail. 
Oh ! she laughed so lovely—spite of her noble and high demeanour ! 
And she could command all the powers of mimicry and disguise which 
belong to oiir tounlrywonien, whenever she wanted to play a frolic¬ 
some cheerful trick! How often has she stood in thl? midst of our 
social circle without our knowing her ! She even deceived ray sympa¬ 
thetic perception by tlic most exlrao|j,dinary disguises! the lovtdy 
fairy !” He then told his friend several anerdotes^f this the blooming 
time of his life, till he talked himself to sleep like an innocent playful 
babe! 

Motionless, like a strong miin guarding against the approacliing of 
some mighty enemy, sat tlic armed Benvenuto close to his sleeping 
friend, holding his glittering dagger in his hand, and contemplating 
with many thoughts the various shapes with which his own face was re¬ 
flected from the uneven surface of tlto sliining blade. He there saw 
the source of many of the grotesque conceptions of the ancient sculp¬ 
tors. He was, however, soon brought back from the ancient to the 
modern world by a coach rolling up to the farmhouse. Highly en¬ 
raged at the thought of his Luigi being <listurbctl in his refreshing 
slumber, he stepped to the window, and saw Doctor Petitpre assisting 
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the lady Isabel out of the coach. Benvenuto tried to make them un¬ 
derstand, by many angry signs, that Luigi was asleep, that they must 
not disturb him, and had better stay where they were. They took 
little notice of him, but came upstairs, with noiseless steps, towards the 
room-door, which Benvenuto opened with anxious care to make as 
little noise as possible. The lady Isabel walked up to Luigi’s arm¬ 
chair without noticing Benvenuto, who said to the Doctor very angrily 
—Who the deuce bade you bring that old woman here ?”—“ Old 
woman,” whispered Petitpre, quite shocked at this ungallant expres¬ 
sion; “ remember, Mr. Cellini, the respect you and we all owe to the 
ladies.” This timely reproof checked Benvenuto’s wrath, and he soon 
forgot every thing but his sick friend; for the lady Isabel turned sud¬ 
denly to the physician, and asked with a trembling voice—** Oh, God 1 
be will awaken once more, I hope?”--“ Yes,” replied the physician, 
** but for an hour at most, and then all will be over with him!” The 
lady Isabel wept under her veil; but as it was impossible for Benvenuto 
to vent his grief in gentle accents, he left the room and hurried to the 
farthest corner of the garden, there to roar out his wild but honest grief. 

When the first violent storm had subsided, he wished to return to Luigi’s 
death-bed; and scolding himself more severely even than he scolded 
others, and subduing his grief with all his power, returned to the house. 
At the door of the sick ch.-imber he stopped ; all was quiet within. 
He entered gently, but the Doctor, standing behind the door unex¬ 
pected by Cellini, occasioned a slight noise by tlic lock touching him. 
The sculptor looked at Iiim with a dreadful face which secme<l to say 
—“ Why hide yourself there so foolislily ?” The physician answered 
this look by simply pointing to an apparition near the sick man’s couch, 
which struck Benvenuto in his turn with astonishment. 

In the long mourning dress of the lady Isabel, but tall and stately, 
with her angelic face uncovered, stood a beautiful female beside the 
slumbering Luigi; sometimes anxiously listening to his breathing, 
and then again raising her beautiful eyes to Heaven in earnest prayer. 

As Benviiiiuto, in dumb amazement, turned hit> inquiring eyes on the 
Doctor, the latter whispered—“ I saw with my'own eyes this unheard- 
of metamorphosis ! The veil fell back, Mic lifted up h'er head, and the 
lady Isabel was, by some magic power, transformed into an angel!” 

“ No angeli*’ whispered the lady, “ but Signora Laura Sansone, the 
wife of the Advocate Giovanni Sansone. I come here by my husband’s 
permission. It is at his request that the grateful Marquise gave me, 
together with her friendship, the means of relieving the pain of this 

young artist’s sick-bed. Now it has become a death-bed-,” she 

stopped, and a few precious tears ‘rolled down her checks—“ every 
deception must necessardy cease.” She was silent, and .soon relapsed 
into her former contemplation. After a little while the sick man 
moved, Laura bent over him. He opened his eyes with a cheerful 
smile, and seeing her, said—“ An angel! how like my Laura! Art 
thou, then, gone before me ?~and dost thou give me tljy pardon ?” He 
attempted to rise, but the pain in his breast made him fall back, and he 
said sighing—** No, I am yet suffering on earth !”—*‘ Not much 
longer,” said Laura, consoling him; and kneeling down beside him, she 
added—“ let us pray together.” He nodded his assent, and folded his 
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}>ands ; and during the fervid prayer, full of hope, which the beloved 
voice pronounced, be sunk quietly to sleep, never to wake again! 

Cellini knew now what to do with the sketch he had made in the 
morning. Over Luigi's grave was placed a basso-relievo, carved in the 
whitest marble by Benvenuto’s masterhand. The victor in the race 
was sinking exhausted, while the judge of the contest, in the form of 
a beautiful female, was hastening towards him with a crown of palm in 
her hand. Around it stood, in letters of gold, these words— 

“ Death in the arms of Victory.” 


QUERN lISAURl/s WISH.* 

From the magic walls of her Santa-F<- 
Queen Isabel parts at dawn of ilay. 

While the dew-drop is on the earth : 

Her lord, her court, and her kmghts attend ; 

In a brave iirocesslon their course they btnd, 

With soft music, pomp, and niirlh. 

O sweet is the breath of that rosy morn. 

And sweet the sound of the martial horn, 

As they march on theii jounis way; 

And the woods and the mountains hail the sight, 
And the rivers spjikle with siher light, 

And the sun gilds their rich array. 

To Zubia they go, that the Queen may gai-e 
(Jn Grenada lair, where the hallow'd blaze 
Of past glory is lingering yet; 

Whcie beauty, and love, and chivalry 
In the Zambra shone, and the red war-ciy 
Woke deeJ-s time can never forget. 

'I'o Zubia they're ^ome ; from it3*l)attlement 
Queen Isabel looks on the wide extent 
, That outspreads upon either hand ; 

And before her Ties, with its clear blue sky, 

(irenada the city of gallantry, 

\Vith its high w’all’s circling band. 

O bright is the scene and the view aumnd ; 

'Tis a |)icturc of heaven on earthly ground. 

The rich talc of a minstrel’s dream 
Queen Isabel longs for the glowing prize, 

And to hail as her own that fair paradise. 

Enlaced by the Daro’s stream. 

• 

She secs the Alhambra befeye her there. 

And its vermeil towers look out in the air 
O'er minaret, crescent, and wall; 

Where the kings of the Moors had reposed in pride. 
When valour and pleasure, enthroned at their side. 
Were the lords and directors of all. 

The superb Alcagava, with parapet strong. 

And the fortresses stretching their white walls along, 
Seem islands in seas of delight 


• The origiiml of much of thi.s will be found in Gines Wrez. 
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The Queen, by enchantment, is chain'd to the ipol ; 
She is speechless with joy—she all else has forgot— 
Till warn’d of the foe and of night. 

Then regretful she turns—" Thou pride of the Moors! 
Thou Alhambra,” she cries, “ thy outworks and doors 
Shall be open’d by Ferdinand’s hand : 

Thou soon shalt be mine; and the boast of a race. 

For ages the fiercest in story, give place 
To the cross and a Christian band 

" In thy courts 1 shall wander, thy gardens explore. 
For they never again shall be trod by the Moor— 

His empire and grandeur are past ; 

And 1 will enjoy thee, and thou shall remain 
An heritage fair to my kingdom of Spain, 

While Castile and Aragon last.” 

She says, and returns to her Santa-Fe, 

Till Grenada )ields to the Spaniards’ sway, 

And soon they the triumph gain:— 

'rhus the pride of the Musulman yestermorn. 

To-day is the Christian’s ; and Time in his scorn 
Mocks man and his gloiies vain. 


THi: SPiniTS ov the age.—no. iii. 

T/ie late Mr. Ifoiiic Tooh'. 

Mr. Horne Tookk was one of those who may bo considered as con¬ 
necting links between a former period and tlte existing getieratio i, 
His education and accomplishments, nay his political opinions, were ol 
the last age; his mind and the tone of his feelings were viodern.. 
There w'as a liard, dry materialism in the very texture of ln.s under¬ 
standing, va nished ovef by the cxtcrl?al rclinemcnts of the old school. 
Mr. 'I'ooke had great scope of attainment and .great versatility of pur¬ 
suit ; but the same shrewdness, quickness, cool scK-posscssion, the 
same litcraliuix of perception and absence of jiassion and enthusiasm, 
characterised «early all he did, said, or wrote. He was almost 
without a rival in private conversation, an expert public sjrcaker, a 
keen politician, a first-rate f^rammarlan, and the finest gentleman (to 
say the least) of his own party. He bad no imagination or he would 
not have scorned it!—no delicacy of taste, no rooted prejudices or 
strong attachments: his intellect was like a bow of polished steel, from 
which he shot sharp-pointed, poisoned arrows at his friends in private, 
at his enemies in public. H's mind, so to speak, had no rdigwn in it, 
and but very little of the moral qualities of genius ; but he was a man 
of the world, a scholar bred, and a most acute and powerful logician. 
He was also a wit, and a formidable one: yet it may be questioned 
whether his wit was any thing more than an excess of his logical fa¬ 
culty : it did not consist in the play of fancy, but in close and cutting 
combinations of the understanding. “ The law is open to every one: 
—so,” said Mr. Tooke, ” is the London Tavern 1” It is the previous de¬ 
duction formed in the mind, and the splenetic contempt felt for a prac¬ 
tical sophism, that beats about the bush for, and at last finds the apt 
illustration; not the casual, glancing coincidence of two objects, that 
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points out an absurdity to the understanding. So, on another occa¬ 
sion, when Sir Alan Gardiner, who was a candidate for Westminster, 
had objected to Mr. Fox, that “ he was always against the minister, 
whether right or wrong," and Mr. Fox in his reply had overlooked this 
slip of the tongue, Mr. Tooke immediately seized on it, and said “ he 
thought it at least an equal objection to Sir Alan, that he was always 
with the minister, whether right or wrong.” This retort had all the 
effect, and produced the same surprise as the most brilliant display of 
wit or fancy: yet it was only the detecting a flviw in an argument, like 
a flaw in an indictment, by a kind of legal pertinacity; or, rather, by 
a rigid and constant habit of attending to the exact import of every 
word and clause in a sentence. Mr. Tooke had the mind oCa lawyer ; 
but it was applied to a vast variety of topics and general trains of spe¬ 
culation. * 

Mr. Horne Tooke was, in private company and among his friends, 
the finished gentleman of the last age. His manners were as fascina¬ 
ting as his conversation was spirited and delightful. He put one in 
mind of the burden of the song of ‘‘ the King's old conrlnr, anil an old 
com tier of the King’s.” He was, however, of the opposite party. It 
was curious to hear our modern sciolist advancing opinions of the most 
radical kind without any mixture of radical heat or violence, in a tone 
of fashionable nonchalance, with elegance of gesture and altitude, and 
with thi most perfect good-humour. In the spirit of opposition or in 
the pride of logical superiority, he too often shocked the prejudices or 
wounded the self-love of those about him, w’hile he himself displayed 
the same ui.moved indiflercnce or equanimity. I le said the most pro¬ 
voking thh)g£ 'i/ith a laughing gaiety, and a polite attention, that there 
was no will standing. He threw others off their guard by thwarting 
their favourite theories, and then availed himself of the temperance of 
hi.s own pulse to chafe them into madness. He had not one particle of 
deference for the opinions of others, nor of symp.^thy with their feelings ; 
nor had he any obstinate convictions of his own to defend—* 

“ Lord of hunself, uucuuibcr’d with a ciecd!” 

^ % 

He took up any topic by chance, and })laycd with it at will, like a 
juggler with his cups and balls. He generally ranged hJTnself on the 
losing side ; and had rather an ill-natured delight in contradiction, and 
in perplexing the understandings of othcr^, without leaving them any 
clue to guide them out of the labyrinth into which Jie had led them. 
He understood, in its perfection, the great art of throwing the onus 
probandi, on his adversary ; and so could maintain almost any opinion, 
however absurd or fantastical, with fearless impunity. I have heard a 
sensible and well-informed man say, that* he never was in company 
with Mr. '^'boke without being delighted and surprised, or without 
feeling the conversation of every other person to be flat in the com¬ 
parison ; but that he did not recollect having ever heard him make a 
remark that struck him as a sound and true one, or that he himself ap¬ 
peared to think so. He used to plague Fuseli by asking him after the 
origin of the Teutonic dialects ; and Dr. Parr by wishing to know the 

meaning of the common copulative, Is. Once at G-'s he defended 

Pitt from a charge of verbiage, and endeavoured to prove him superior 
to Fox, Some one imitated Pitt’s manner, to shew that it was mono- 
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tonous; and he imitated him also, to shew that it was not. He main¬ 
tained (what woiild lie not maintain ?) that young Betty’s acting was 
finer than John Kemble’s, and recited a passage from Douglas in the 
manner of each, to justify the preference he gave to the former. The 
mentioning this will please the living,—it cannot hurt the dead. He 
argued on the same occasion and in the same breath, that Addison’s 
style was without modulation, and that it was physically impossible for 
any one to write well, who was habitually silent in company. He sat 
like a king at his own table, and gave law to his guests—and to the world! 
No man knew better how to manage his immediate circle, to foil or 
bring them out. A professed orator beginning to addres.s some obser¬ 
vations to Mr. Tooke with a voluminous apology for his youth and inex¬ 
perience, he said, “ Speak up, young man !”—and, by taking him a tl-is 
word, cut short the flower of orations. Person was the only person of 
wlioni he stood in some degree of awe, on account of his prodigious me¬ 
mory and knowledge of his favourite subject, Languages. Sherida.j, it 
has been remarked, said more good things, but had not an equal flow of 
pleasantry. As an instance of Mr. Ilorne Tooke’s extreme coolne'js and 
command of nerve, it has been mentioned that once at a public dinner, 
when he had got on the table to return thanks for his health being drunk 
with a glass of wine in his hand, and when there was a great clam(»iir and 
opposition for some time, after it had subsided, he pointed to the glass to 
shew' that it was stiil full. Mr. Holcroft, the author of “ 'I’lie '.’oad to 
Ruin,” was one of the most violent and fiery-spirited of uli that motley 
crew of persons who attended the Sunday meetings at Wimidedon. One 
day he was so enraged by some paradox or raillery of his host, that he 
indignantly rose from his chair, and said, “ Mr. Tooke, you .are a 
.scoundrel!” 'I'he other, without manifesting the least nuotion, it- 
plied, “ Mr. Holcroft, when was it that I arn to dine witli you ? ShaM 
it be next Tliursday ?”—“ If you please, Mr. Tooke 1” answered the 
angry philosojdu’r, and sat down again. Tt was deliglitful to see him 
soinetimcs’turn from these waspish or ludicrous altercations with over 
weening antagonists to some old friend anil veteran politician seated at 
his elbow ; to Itear him recall the timd of Wilke.s and Liberty, the con¬ 
versation raL;jlowing like the wine with the smack of age ; assenting lo 
all the old man said, bringing out his pleasant traits, and pampering him 
into childish self-importance, and sending him away thirty years 
younger than he came ! 

As a public, oi' at least as a parliamentary speaker, Mr. Tooke did 
not answ’cr the expectations that had been conceived of him, or pro¬ 
bably that he had conceived of himself. It is natural for men who have 
felt a superiority over all those v*.horn they happen to have encountered, 
to fancy that this superiority will continue, and that it willitextend from 
individuals to public bodies. There is no rule in the case; or rather, 
the probability lies the contrary way. That which constitutes the ex¬ 
cellence of conversation is of little use in addressing large assemblies 
of people; while other qualities are required that are hardly to be 
looked for in one and the same capacity. The way to move great 
mas.ses of men is to shew that you yourself are moved. In a private 
circle, a ready repartee, a shrewd cross-question, ridicule and banter, 
a caustic remark, or an amusing anecdote, whatever sets off’ the in¬ 
dividual to advantage, or gratifies the curiosity or piques the self-love 
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of the hearers, keeps attention alive, and secures the triumph of the 
speaker: it is a personal contest, and depends on personal and mo¬ 
mentary advantai;(es. lint in appealing to the public, no one triumphs 
but in the triumph of some public cause, or by shewing a sympathy 
with the general and predominant feelings of mankind. In a private 
room, a satirist, a sophist may provoke admiration by expressing his 
contempt for each of his adversaries in turn, and setting their opinion 
at defiance; but when men arc congregated together on a great public 
question and for a weighty object, they must be treated with more 
respect; they are touched with what affects themselves or the general 
weal, not with what flatters the vanity of the speaker; they must be 
moved altogether if they are moved at all; they are impressed with 
gratitude for a luminous exposition of their claims or for zoal in tfieir 
cause; and the liglitning of generous indignation at bad men and bad 
measures is followed by thunders of applause, even in the House of 
Commons. But a man may sneer and cavil, and ]mzzle and fly-blow 
ev-'iy question that comes before him,—be despised and feared by 
others, and admired by no one but himself. He who thinks first of 
liimself, either in the world or in a popular assembly, will be sure to turn 
attention away from him, instead of liveting it then;. He must make 
common cause with tliem. To lead, he must follow the general bias. 
iVTr. Tooke did not therefore succeed as a sjieakor in Parliament. He 
.Jtood r’oof, he played antics, lie exhibited bis peculiar talents: while 
lie was his legs, the question lietbre the House stood still, the only 
point .,r issue respected Mr. Tooke liiinself, his peisonal addi'e.ss and 
adroitness i ! intellect. Were there to be no more places and pensions, 
because Mi. rooki'’s style was terse and epigraramiatic ? Were the 
Opposition benches to be inflamed to an unusual pitch of “ sacred 
vehemence,” bectuiso he gave them plainly to understand there was not 
.1 pin to choose between Ministers and Opposition i Would the House 
let him remain among them, because, if they turned him out on account 
of his />/<n7i cotil, Lord Cainelford l\jd threatened jo send his hlack scrvfnit 
m his place ? This was a good joke, but not a jiractical one. Would 
ho gain the aflections of the people out of doors, by scouting the ques¬ 
tion of fleform?* Would the iCing ever n lish the old associate of 
Wilkes? What interest, then, what party did ho represent ? Here- 
presented nobody but himself. He was an example of an ingenious 
man, a elever talker; but he was out'of his place in the House of 
Commons, where, as in his own house, peaplo did not come to admire 
or break a lance with him, but to get through the b^isiness of the day, 
and so adjourn! He wanted eftcct and mumi ntuni. Each of his sen¬ 
tences told very well in itself, but they did not all together make a 
speech. He left off where he began. • His eloquence was a succession 
of drops, n«t a stream. His arguments, t4iough subtle and new, did 
not affect the main body of the ijuestion. 'J’hc coldness and pettiness 
of his manner did not warm the hearts or expand the understandings 
of his hearers. Instead of encouraging, he checked the ardour of his 
friends ; and teazed, instead of overpowering his antagonists. The 
only palpable hit he ever made, while he remained there, was the com¬ 
paring his own situation in being rejected by the House, on account of 
the supposed purity of his clerical character, to the story of the girl at 
Yor.. X. NO. xxxix. s 
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the Magdalen, who was told “ she must turn out and qualify.” • This 
met with laughter and loud applause. It was a home thrust; and the 
House, to do them justice, are obliged to any one who by a smart 
blow relieves them of the load of grave responsibility, which sits heavy 
on their shoulders. At the hustings, or as an election-candidate, Mr. 
Tooke did better. 'I'here was no great question to move or carry—it 
was an afi'air of political sparring between himself and the other can¬ 
didates. He took it in a very cool and leisurely manner ; w'atched his 
competitors witli a wary, sarcastic eye; picked up the mistakes or 
absurdities that fell from them, and retorted them on their heads; told 
a story to the mob ; and smiled and took snuff with a gentlemanly and 
becoming air, as if he was alrc’ady in his seat in the House. Ibit a 
Court of Law was tlie place where Mr. Tooke made the best figure in 
public. He might assuredly bo snid^to be “ native and endued unto 
that element.” He liad bore to stand merely on the defensive—not to 
advance himself, but to block up the way—not to impress others, but 
to be himself impenetrable. All he wanted was sticccss; and to 

thi.s !io one was better (jualified to as])ire. Cross-purposes, 
picas, demurrers, Haws in the indictment, double-meanings, cases, in- 
consei|ucntialities,—these were the jdaythings, the darlings of Mr. 
Jooke’s mind; and with those he baffled the judge, dumbfounded the 
counsel, and outwitted the jury. 7’he report of his trial before f.ord 
Kenyon is a masterpiece of acuteness, dexterity, modest assur.m"'?, and 
legal effect. It is much like his examination before the Commissioners 
of the I iiconie-'rax—nothing could 1)C got out of him m either case ! 

Mr-Tooke as a political leader belonged to tlu' class of o//?Wcva’; 
or at most, it was his delight to make mischief and spoil sport. He 
would rather be tinainsf himself than for any body else. He was 
neither a bold nor a safe leader. He enticed others into scrapes, and 
kept out of tlieni himself. Provided he could say a clever or a spite¬ 
ful thing, he did not care whether it served or injured the cause. 
Spleen, or the cxercisn of imellcctiv,! power, was the motivi; of his 
patriotism, ratlier than prineijilo. He would talk treason with a saving 
clause; and instil si;dition into the public mind through the medium 
of a third, who was to be the responsible, parly. He made Sir I'raiicis 
Ifurdett his spokesman in the House and to the country, often venting 
his chagrin or singularity of sentiment at the expense of his friend : but 
what in the first was trick or reckless vanity, was in the last plain 
downright English honesty 2 .nd singleness of heart. In the case of 
the State-Trials in'1794, Mr. Tooke rather compromised his friends to 
screen himself. He kept repeating that “ others might have gone on 
to Windsor, but he luut stopped at Hounslow,” as if to go farther 
might have been dangerous and Anwarrantablc. It was not the ques¬ 
tion how far he or others had actually gone, but how far they had a 
right to go, according to the law'. His conduct was not the limit 
of the law, nor did treasonable excess begin where prudence or 
principle taught him to stop short, though this was the oblique in¬ 
ference liable to bo drawn from his line of defence. Mr. Tooke 


* “ They receive him like a virgin at the Magdalen —Go thou, and do likewise." 

Junius. 
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was uneasy and apprehensive for the issue of the Government pro¬ 
secution while in confinement, and said, in speaking of it to a friend, 
with a morbid feeling and an emphasis quite unusual with him— 
“They want our blood—blood—blood !” It was somewhat ridiculous 
to implicate Mr. Tooke in a charge of High Treason (and indeed the 
whole charge was built on the mistaken purport of an intercepted letter 
relating to an engagement for a private dinner-party)—his politics 
were not at all revolutionary. In this respect he was a mere petti- 
fogger, full of chicane and captious objections and unmeaning discon¬ 
tent ; but he had none of the grand whirling movements of the French 
Revolution, nor of the tumultuous glow of rebellion in his head or in 
his heart. His politics were cast in a diflerent mould, on the party 
distinctions and court-intrigues, and pittances of popidar* right, that 
made a noise in tlie time of .lunitis and Wilkes ; and even if his under¬ 
standing hud gone along with more modern and unqualified principles, 
his cautious temper would have prevented his risking them in practice. 

Horne Tooke, though not of the same side in politics, had much of 
the lone of mind, and more of the spirit of moral feeling, of the cele¬ 
brated philogopher of Malmesbury. The narrow scale and petty dis¬ 
tinctions of his political creed made Iiis conversation on such subjects 
infinite ly amusing, particularly when contrasted with that of persons 
who dealt in the sounding comwou-placcs and sweeping clauses of abs¬ 
tract politics. He knew all the cabals and jealousies aud heart-burn¬ 
ings in the beginning of the late reign ; the cliangcs of administration 
and the springs of secret iiilluencc; the characters of the leading men, 
Wilkes, Barre, Dunning, Chatham, Burke, the Marquis of Rocking¬ 
ham, North, Shelburne, Fox, Pitt; and all the vacillating events of 
the American w'ar ;—these formed a curious back-ground to the more 
prominent figures that occupied the present time, and Mr. Tooke 
worked out the minute details and touched in the evanescent Innts with 
the pencil of a master. His conversation resembled a political anucra 
olisciira —as quaint as it was metrical, 'fo scAne pompou'i pretenders 
he might seem to narrate fitbvHas (wUcs (old wives’ fables); but not to 
those who study.Imman naturo^and wish to know the materials of which 
it is composed. Mr. Tooke’s facultic.s might appear to have ripened and 
acquired a finer llavour with age. In a former period ofchis life he was 
hardly the man he was latterly, or else he had greater abilities to con¬ 
tend against. He nowhere makes so poor a figure as in his controversy 
with Junius. He has evidently the best ?if the argument, yet he makes 
nothing out of it. He tells a long story about him?elf, without wit or 
point in it; and whines and whimpers like a schoolboy under the rod 
of his master. Junius, after bringing a hasty charge against him, has 
not a single fact to adduce in support of U; but keeps his ground and 
fairly beats his adversary out of the field by the mere force of style. 
One would think that “ Parson Horne” knew who Junius was, and was 
afraid of him. “Under him his genius is” quite “rebuked.” With 
the best cause to defend, he comes oft'more shabbily from the contest 
than any other person in the “ Letters,” except Sir William Draper, 
who is the very hero of defeat. 

The great thing which Mr. Horne Tooke has done and which he has 
left behind him to posterity, is his work on Grammar, oddly enough 

s 3 
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entitled “ Thk Diversions of Poheey,” Many people liave taken it up 
as a description of a game—others supposing it to be a novel. It is in 
truth one of the few philosophical works on Grammar that have appeared 
The essence of it (and indeed almost all that is really valuable in it) is 
contained in his “Letter to Dunning,” publi.shed about the year 177.'5. 
Mr. 'I’ooke’s work is truly elementary. Dr. Lowth described Mr. 
Harris’s “ Hermes” as “ the finest specimen of analysis since the days 
of Aristotle—a work in which there is no analysis at all; for analysis 
consists in reducing things to their principles, and not in endless details 
and subdivisions. Mr. Harris multiplies distinctions, and (larki'iii 
knuu'/edge. Mr. Tookc clears away the rubbish of schoolboy techni¬ 
calities, and strikes at the rout of his subject. In accomplishing his 
arduous task, he was perhaps aided not more by the strength and re- 
.sources of his mind than by its limits and weaknesses. There is a web 
of old associations wound round language that is a kind of veil over its 
natural features, and custom puts on the mask of ignorance. But this 
veil, this mask, the author of “The Diversions of Purley” threw aside, 
and penetrated to the naked truth of things by the literal, maticr-of- 
fact, unimaginative nature of his understanding, and because ho ’.vas 
not subject to prejudices or illusions of any kind. AVords may be said to 
“ bear a charmed life, that must not yield to one of woman born”— with 
womanish weaknesses and confused apprehensions. But this charm was 
broken in the case of Mr. Tookc, whose mind was tin reverse ol' 
effeminate, hard, unbending, concrete, physical, half-savage, and who 
saw language, stripped of the clothing of habit or sentiment, or the 
disguises of doting pedantry, naked, in its cradle, and in its primitive 
state. Our author tells us that he found his discovery on Grammar 
among a number of papers on other subjects, which he had thrown 
aside and forgotten. Is this an idle boast ? or had he made other dis¬ 
coveries of equal importance, which he did not think it worth his while to 
communicate to theworld, but chose to die the churl of knowledge? The 
whole of his reasoning tSrns upon she»;ing that the conjunction 'I’/iat is 
the pronoun That, which is itself the participle of a verb 5 and in like man¬ 
ner that all the other mystical and hitherto unintelligible parts of speech 
are derived from the only two intelligible ones, the Verb and Noun. “I 
airirm that gold is yellow;” that is, “ I affirm that fact, or tliat proposi¬ 
tion, viz. gold is yellow.” The secret of the Conjunction, on which so 
many fine heads had split, on which so many learned definitions were 
thrown away—as if it was its'peculiar province and inborn virtue to an¬ 
nounce oracles and'iormal propositions, and nothing else, like a doctor of 
laws—is here at once accounted for, inasmuch as it is clearly nothing but 
another jiart of speech, the Pronoun That, with a third part of speech, 
the noun Thing, understood. Tnis is getting at a solution of words 
into their component parts, not glossing over one difficulty by bringing 
another to parallel it; nor like saying with Mr. Harris, when it is 
.asked “ what a Conjunction is,” that there are conjunctions copulative, 
conjunctions disjunctive, and as many other frivolous varieties of the 
species as any one chooses to hunt out “ with laborious foolery.” Our 
author hit upon his parent-discovery in the course of a law-suit, while 
he was examining with jealous watchfulness the meaning of words to 
prevent being entrapped by them ; or rather this effect might itself be 
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traced to the habit of satisfying his own tnind as to the precise sense 
in which he himself made use of words. Mr. Tooke, though he had 
no objection to puzzle others, was mightily averse to being puzzled or 
mihslijicd himself. All was to his determined mind either complete light 
or complete darkness. There was no hazy, doubtful chiaroscuro in 
his understanding. He wanted something “palpable to feeling as to 
sight.” “ What,” he would say to himself, “ do 1 mean when 1 use 
the conjunction ? Is it an anomaly, a class by itself, a word 
sealed against all inquisitive attempts ? Is it enough to call it a copula, 
a bridge, a link, a word connecting sentences '! That is undoubtedly 
its use; but what is its origin ?” Mr. Tooke thought he had ansjvered 
this question satisfactorily ; and loosened the Gordian khot of gram¬ 
marians “ familiar as his garter,” when he said, “ It is the common 
pronoun,adjective, or participle That, with the noun Thing ov Proposition 
implied, and the particular example following it.” So he thought, and 
HO every reader has thought since, with the exception of teachers and 
writers upon grammar. Mr. Windham, indeed, who was a sophist, 
but not a logician, charged him with having found “a mare’s-nest;” 
but it is not to be doubted that Mr. Tooke’s etymologies will stand the 
test and last longer than Mr. Windham’s ingenious derivation of the 
practice of bull-baiting from the principles of humanity ! 

Having thus laid the corner-stone, he proceeded to apply the same 
method of reasoning to other undecyphered and impracticable terms. 
Thus the word And he explained clearly enough to be the verb add, 
or a co’ruption of the old Saxon anandad. “Two and two make 
four,” that is, “Two add two make four.” Mr. Tooke, in fact, treated 
words as the chemists do substances ; he distinguished those which are 
comj)ounded of others from those which arc not decompoundable. He 
did not explain the obscure by the more obscure, but the difficult by 
the plain, the complex by the simple. This .alone is proceeding upon 
the true principles of science ; Vlie rest is pedkntry and pctit-niaitreship. 
Our philosophical wptcr distinguished all words by names of things 
and directions added for joir^ng them together, or originally by Nouns 
and Verbs. It is a pity that he has left tin's matter short, by omitting 
to define tlie Verb. After enumerating sixteen different definitions (all 
of which he dismisses with scorn and contumely), at the end of two 
quarto volumes he refers the reader for the true solution to a third 
volume, which he did not live to finish. This extraordinary man was 
in the habit of tantalising his guests on a Sunday with divers abstruse 
speculations, and putting them off to the following week for a satisfac¬ 
tion of their doubts ; but why should he treat posterity in the same 
scurvy manner, or leave the world wit^jout quitting scores with it ? 1 

question whether Mr. Tooke was himself in possession of his pretended 
nostrum, and whether, after trying hard at a definition of the verb as a 
distinct part of speech, as a terrier-dog mumbles a hedgehog, he did 
not find it too much for him, and leave it to its fate. It is also a pity 
that Mr. Tooke spun out his great work with prolix and dogmatical 
dissertations on irrelevant matters; and, after denying the old metaphy¬ 
sical theories of language, that he should attempt to found a metaphy¬ 
sical theory of his own on the nature and mechanism of language. The 
nature of words, he contended, (it was the basis of his whole system,) 
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liad no connexion with the nature of things or of thought; yet he after¬ 
wards strove to limit the nature of things and of the human mind by 
the technical structure of language. 'I’hus he endeavours to shew that 
there are no abstract ideas, by enumerating two thousand instances of 
words, expressing abstract ideas, that are the past participles of cer¬ 
tain verbs. It is difficult to know what he means by this. On the 
other hand, he maintains that “ a complex idea is as great an absurdity 
as a complex star,” and that words only arc complex. He also makes 
out a very triumphant list of metaphysical and moral non-entities, 
proved to be so on the pure principle that the names of these non-enti¬ 
ties afe participles, not nouns, or names of things. That is strange in 
so close a re'iisoncr, and in one who mamtained that all language was a 
masquerade of words, and that the class to which they grammatically 
belonged had nothing to do with the class of ideas they represented. 

It is now above twenty years since the two quarto volumes of 
“The Diversions of Purley” were published, and fifty since the same 
theory was promidgated in the celebrated “ Letter to Dunning.” Vet 
it is a curious example of the “ Spirit of the Age,” tliat Mr. Liiulley 
SI array’s Grammar* has proceeded to the thirtieth edition in com¬ 
plete deliance of all the facts and arguments there laid down. He 
defines a noun to be the name of a thing. Is quackery a tiiin'jr, i. c. 
a substance? He defines a verb to he a word signifying m In. to do, 
or fo snli'cr. Are being, action, suffering, verbs '? He defi.ios an 
adjective to be the name of a quality. Arc not xioodtii, joildcii, ,vwA- 
litantiid, adjectives ? He maintains that there arc six ca'^cs in English 
noun.i; that is, six various terminations without any change of termina¬ 
tion at all; and that Kn<*lihh verbs have all the moods, tenses, and per¬ 
sons that the Latin ones have. Thi.s is an extraordinary stretch of 
hliiidtie.’s and obstinacy. 'I'liat is, he tran.slates the Latin grammar 
into Engli.sh, as so many had done before him, and fancies he has 
written an English gran/fnar; and difines applaud, and schoolmas¬ 
ters usher him into the polite world, and English scholars carry on the 
jest, while Horne 'i'ookc’s genuine anatomy of our native tongue is 
laid on the shelf. Can it be tliat our politicians smell a rat in the 
Member for Old Sarmn ? That onr clergy do not relish Parson Horne ? 
That the world at large arc alarmed at acuteness and originality 
greater than their own ? What has all this to do with the formation of 
till! Englis!) language or with tlic first condition and necessary founda¬ 
tion of speech itself?*^ Is there nothing above tin* reach of' prejudice 
and party-spirit ? It seems in this, as in so many other instances, as if 
there was a ])atent for absurdity in the natural bias of tlie human mind, 
and that folly should be .slu iotypcd^ 


* This work is not, willioiit merit in tin* dotaifs :ind examjilcs of Eng’lish construc- 
(ion. Hilt its fault even in tliat part is, tiiat he < onfoiind.s the genius of the Ktifr- 
lisli l.injiiian;e, m.iKinfr it periphiMstic and literal, instead of elliptical And idiomatic. 
According to Mr. Murray, liardlyanyof oiir liest writers ev'or wrote a word of 
English, 
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PROM THE “CISMA J)E l’iNGHILTERRa” OF CALDERON. 

I SAW her—’twas in Paris I would to Heaven, 

Or that I had been blinded at the sight, 

Or that to me more eyes had then been given 
Than plumes to variegated birds ; their light 
Had then been Argus-like, or vied with even 
Yon starry dome in some clear cloudless night. 

But oh, her charms ! those worlds of living lights 
Outnumber’d all the stars of clearest nights. 

I saw her—Would that had been unbcholden 
A form of Heaven, too bright for mortal eyes! 

Her robe was azure starr’d with planets golden. 

She look’d, and I thought only, of the skies— , * 

thought!—but to fc(M with tlauies of love enfolden ; 

Of I .ove !—of Hell ! Wdiere then this bosom’s ice? 

Ah, what is love, its lightnings, and its course, 

VV here, all resistance only adds to force ? 

One diamond cuts another—steel may glow 

With fire, when struck by steel—kind yields to kind. 

One magnet to another can bestow, 

A'Vnd take, attractive force ; far more man’s mind ! 

And did 1 wonder love this heart of snow 

Sliould melt, when things inanimate and blind. 

So iiaid, untractablc, and senseless, ft el— 

As dhunniuls, loadstones, lightning, fire, and steel ? 

She danced— I danced nith her! 1 cannot tell 
What confidence my spirits did ddale 
Amid that dance ; its mazes emblem’d nell 
Idle heart of woman and its changeful state. 

She gare me, too, a handkeichief—a spell, 

A flattering jrledge my hopes to animate— 

An asirologic tokr-n, fatal prize, 

Tliat told t<Jo well what tears must weep those eyes. 

I eaH’tl, term’d, ihowght her rigour' mild devices^ 

Hoped, .suffer’d, sened, with frenzy’s watchful guiles, 
Be^iay’d, tedd, wrote my passion’s mad disguises, 

Felt, fear’rl, depKired iny tyrant’s jealous wiles j 
I'oigoL, tevived, alrandoii’d wild surmises j 

Knjfry’d, prized, fed on her sweet winning sfiiilcs. 

'I’lie tell-tale day and inaiticulate night 
Witness’d iny passion—deej) and infinite. 

Scarce did the sun to elder worlds retire,^ 

Crowning an earlier sphere with fires more bright. 

When in the gates of morn a borrow’d fire, 

A lesser sun 1 hail’d, and blcss’d its light. 

Flattering alone to me afld my tiesire. 

Scarce on the earth had falltn the tremulous night. 

When, fearless of its trcacliery, in those hours 
I breathed my passion to the commonwealth of (lowers. 

There the cool freshness of night’s stilly hour. 

The jasmine, that entwined the reedy bower. 

The tinkling fount, that rain’d its crystal shower. 

The air, that breathed delight from many a (lower 
Amid the leaves, their trembling paramour,— 

All, all was Hove ! Obedient to its power 
1 doubt not that the fountains, birds, and flowers. 

To feel that calm bad each a soul like ours. 
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Ila.st thou not «ecn, ollicious with delight, 

Move through the illumined air about the llowcr 
The bee, that fears to drink its purple light, 

Lest danger luik within the roseate bower ? 

Hast thou not mark’d the moth’s enamour’d flight 
Around the taper’s flame at evening hour, 

Till, kindle in that monumental fire 

His svmllower wings their own funereal pyre? 

My heart its thiobs thus trembling to enfold. 

Around that thing of beauty trembling came, 

And passion’s slave. Distrust, in ashes cold 
Smother’d awhile, but could not quench the flame ; 
Till love, that grows by disappointment bold, 

And opportunity had vanquish’d shame ; 

And, like the iiecand moth, in act to close, 

I burnt my wings in settling on the rose. 

lllcst captive thus—had 1 hnl gain’d a prize 
Unhoped, almost in dreams unvision’d, won 
Hy so inucli line ! Who says that when lo\e dies. 
Springs, from its ashes liorn, oblivion !— 
ho says indillcrcnt to a hu er’s eyes 
(’haiigc and succc^-sful passion aie but one. 

Nor lo\es, nor lias loved—to tbe, lovci’s name 
A traitor, and an ingratc to love’s flame ! 

'I’lie sCfjuel of my tale were little worth 
Dionis ! In her absence 1 have pined, 

I'hc absence of the morn as mourns the b’.arth 
In starless nights.—('onsider well the mind. 

Its wanderings, and its \ain disronrses, hirth 
Of hurning hue, and you no cause w'ill find 
I’m wonder, that from reason’s track afar 
1 ’re -Iray’d, without my guiding light, that noithein slai 


(iAMESTKUS ANlt 

“ .h; sabs bion que lo leetcui’ n’a pas gr.irul besom de s.ivolr tout eela; iiiais j’.ii 
Lesoin, inoi, dele Ini dire.”—.T, J. lloiissrAi!, Lo'iJi‘\',inin. 

Do not be tViglitoned reader; I arn not about to inlliet upon you 
twelve hooks “ t/e rchvs iid ctiw jn i tinnitthits," — concerning all 1 ever 
thought or did--! want alike tlie cynicism and tlie eloquence to lay 
hare the disLnistimi inlirnrtties*()f the human heart, and to render them 
endurable in tlie perusal. The purpose for whicli the passage that 
stands at the head of this jiapcr is selected, is merely to intimate that 
1 vM-ite (to .speak modestly) as much for niy own advantage as yours. 
Not that I allude, or would be nntlcrstood to allude to tlie 
honcnarnnn” with which the proprietor of the New Monthly Magazine 
^ratijit's his correspondents. “ No, I ’vc a soul above buttons —ray 
meaning is, simply, that 1 write for my health, and make my periodical 
avatars in the incarnate shape of an essay or a letter to the editor, 
to clear oft’the bile and “ cleanse the find bosom of that perilous stuff 
whkh weighs upon the heart.” A periodical publication is, to an au¬ 
thor of my complexion, what Clielteriham is to an East Indian; and 
without some such vent for the choler produced hy the vices and ab¬ 
surdities of society, (here’s no saying ivlial might he the ronsc((nencc 



(utmeUcrs and Gnmmii. • 

The accumiilatetl “ peccant matter” pent up in the interior, irritating 
and vellicating the tender fibres of the cerebral and other delicate 
htructnres, and exciting a general subfebricnlar diathesis, might so in¬ 
flame, rouse, stimulate, and derange the system, as to occasion that 
fatal explosion, or exanthematous efflorescence, a libel, ^vhich, being 
of a conflivcnt and malignant sort, would infallibly commit me to the 
keeping of the great state physician, his Majesty’s Attorney-general. 
Wh ereas, a course of periodicals, like a course of calomel, carries oft' 
little by little the material cause of the disease, sweetens the blood, and, 
if it does not restore tlie body to perfect health, at least preserves it 
from a fatal disorganization. 

Having premised thus much for the edification of the public, and the 
case of mine own conscience, I *shall rush at once into the “ middle 
of my subject,” and proceed with a new dose of ray acctistomed re¬ 
medy. It is the nature of a generous spirit, on all occasions, to take 
part with the oppressed; and tlic first tendency of every freeman is to 
throw the weight of bis own personal influence into that scale which 
seems in the most imminent danger of kicking the beam. 'I'bere is, in 
fact, sometlilng so antisocial and barbarous in the triumph of brute 
force, that Mie bare spectacle of physical infirmity begets an uncalcu¬ 
lating sympathy with the weaker i>a] ty, q\iite independent of all moral 
considerations ; and it requires a considerable effort of reflection and of 
volition, even to witness tlie ducking of a pickpocket, with the requi¬ 
site siwg^-JiouL This, which in the abstract is a mere animal impulse, 
becomes sublimated into the liigbest civilized virtue, when it operates, 
imder the guidance of reason, to maintain right, and to combat the 
abuses to which power, in the vvantonnoss of its caprice, is prone, when¬ 
ever it can find a fit opportunity for indulgence. Where such a sym¬ 
pathy is not endemic—where it is not even an object of popidar edu¬ 
cation — liberty, if it exists at all, is held by a most precarious 
tenure; and the political dow-n^jl of a coimmiiiity so situated may be 
predicted nearly with an absolute certainty. 

It becomes an honest periodical, therefore, to w'atcli with a jealous 
eye all revolutions of jiopular'opinion ; to observe with strictness the 
passing likes and. dislikes of the public as they arise ; and to interpose 
whenever accident or intrigue sets men on hunting down particular 
classes or individuals, and rouses the passions of society into a mis¬ 
chievous activity. To do the British pness justice, it is not deficient 
either in feeling or in zeal upon such occasions; an4 though all parties 
may have their retainers, tlierc is perhaps not more than one instance 
of a public journ.al the tone of which is governed by a sordid desire to 
fl.atter popular prejudices independently of all principle, and to sell its 
numbers by chiming in with the error flf the day. 'riie love of fair 
play is inherent in every truly English editor ; .and it is piobahly to this 
iiiiuhahle spirit of equality that we should attribute much of that fervour 
with wliicli certain writers have exhausted their own ink and their read¬ 
ers’ patience in combating for the Turks against the Greeks—for the 
Erenclv government against the Spaniards—and generally tor all des¬ 
potic inonarchs against the people. The spectacle of the logical in¬ 
feriority of these parties, and of their total deficiency in all sound 
argument, having been too much for the refined teelings of the writers 
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in question; they have, it may be presumed, most chivalrously rushed 
into the arena to take the bull by the horns, iVom the mere desire of re> 
establishing the equilibrium of the battle, and have fought obstinately 
in defence of the cause, for no other reason than because it is obviously 
indefensible. If the purity of a motive can in any instance justify the 
means, the necessity of this case must be allowed to warrant a trilling 
substitution of rage for reason, of calumnies for considerations, arid of 
abuse for argument: and it is by this train of ratiocination that I 
would explain the eagerness with which the most virulent and personal 
publications are bought up and devoured as fast as they appear, and 
the unblushing frankness with which men laying the highest claim to 
Christian ^-harity, (whose sanctity approaches to bigotry, and whose 
piety rises nearly to the temperature of fanaticism,)give their staunchest 
support to the most active and persevering dealers in misrepresentation. 

So universal is this feeling of justice and equality among English¬ 
men, that “ a clear ring and a fair fight” might be taken for the na¬ 
tional motto ; and in this respect I own myself so truly English, that I 
feel a general interest in favour of every party, person, or question, 
that may be supposed to have the worst of it. Without going the 
length of Champfort, who asserts, that “ // y a d. parkr qiic tonte idee 
pnbliqiic, toiife coin ent ion re^uc e.st vn so ft he, cur die a concciiiic aii plus 
grand nombre,” I freely confess myself much given to distrust all fa¬ 
shionable jirejudices; and whenever 1 see the current opinion setting 
with a preternatural strength and rapidity, I am apt at once to conclude 
the existence of unusual shallows. 

It is in this spirit that I proceed to take up the cudgels in behalf of 
gaming and gamesters, a description of persons at present very much 
under the hatches ; and that I shall endeavour to put in a good word 
for those of whom nobody is disposed to speak widl. From the time 
that the general pacification of Euiope had opened the door of the 
Continent to Englishmen, when (to use an expression of our neigh¬ 
bours) we were no longer pi iwiicrs in our own island, nor exiled from 
the pleasures of Paris, the practice of gaming'’ took a sudden and ex¬ 
tensive developement; and that art, it'hich at first nad been confined 
to the highest and most cultivated members of society, became at once 
a pursuit of the lower and middle classes. During this heyday of its 
prosperity I never let fall one word in recommendation of a practice, 
whicJi, however advantageous to tlie community, and agreeable to the 
individual, seeraeit to stand in need neither of })utronage nor support. 
However valuable 1 might have deemed the novelty, eitlicr as it respects 
morals or political economy ; however much I might have considered 
the public at large benefited Ivy its dissemination, I abstained even 
from good w'ords, and tumid my attention to other subjects, which 
seemed at tlu* time in greater need of a little friendly assistance. But 
now that a recent fatality, that need not be further specified, has 
thrown a gloom over the leading gamblers in low life, that gambling 
itself has fallen upon evil days, and that no one, who is not wholly 
above, or below public opinion,will be seen going to “hell’' in open day¬ 
light, it seems a duty to step forward, and place a shield between the 
shafts of calumny and the feelings of the unoffending victims of this 
untoward combination of accidental circumstances. 
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Were I to insert all that might be said in favour of gambling,—physio¬ 
logically, as stirring up the blood, rousing the animal spirits, and for¬ 
warding the capillary circulation; morally, as preventing idleness, dissi¬ 
pating ennui, and counteracting the hypochondriasis of love; politically, 
as superseding aristocratical conspiracies; economically, as favouring 
the circulation of capital; sentimentally, dramatically, mathematically, 
gastrologically, and phrenologically, (or more properly, phrensilogi- 
cally,) in ways too numerous to specify—I should not be guilty of less 
than, in the phrase of the trade, “ one thick volume in 8vo/’ I shall, 
therefore, on the present occasion, use discretion, and confine myself to 
what is most important, quintessential, and original. 

In the first place, touching tlie pntiquity of gaming, which, in tlfese 
legitimate days, is no small matter, the practice is older than any reign¬ 
ing house in Europe—older than the Courtenays—older than the 
Massimi of Rome, the lineal descendants from Fabius Cunctator, 
whose remote ancestor, in defiance of Pythagoras, first taught the 
pugnacious republicans, his fellow-citizens, to eat beans and bacon. 
Nay, it is not impossible that hop-scotch and chuck-farthing may have 
begun in paradise. For there are a vast many persons who cannot un¬ 
derstand how Adam could have killed time in his primitive state with¬ 
out some equivalent for that which is so essential in our own days, short 
whist and iiarlv ;—a convincing argument that the father of mankind 
must have jdayed at some game oi‘ chance even before the fall. The 
Noachida; also, shut up in the ark during forty consecutive rainy days, 
would have perished of cniiin, witliout a billiard-table or a little chicken 
hazard, lint leaving the field of conjecture, and descending to record¬ 
ed history, we find that Palamecles invented, or revived, the use of dice 
in a time of great laminc, for the purpose of silencing an insurrection 
of the bowels,—vvhicli leads to the mention of one important public end 
to be attained by gambling, namely, that in a nation subject to tithes, 
taxes, poor-rates, and corn-laws, hy which the peojilc become so liable 
to short commons, an adequate safety-valve may he providetl for vent- 
iug popular disegntent. Let the “ good people” say what they will, 
and the Vice Society rage as it^nay against skiulc-grounds and ball- 
alleys, they will not make us believe that they would not be too happy 
in times of popular commotion and petitioning to see tHe people en¬ 
gaged, like the Grecians of Palamedes, over a hit at backgammon ; or 
tliat even the bench of Bishops themselvc#would not be better pleased 
to sec “ the Major’’ engaged at a sly game at cauls On a Sunday, than 
labouring every day in the ncek, vehi muinqiie, at universal sufirage. 
Would it not likewise afford vast relief to ministers to behold Mr. 
Hume, with a pin in one hand and a*card in the other, pricking down 
the chances at rouge et mnr, instead of fiiarking oversights and false 
calculations in the Chancellor’s budget ? And would not all Europe 
greatly delight in an adequate assurance that the Holy Allies met in 
congress, not upon the divisions of times and tlcniiumcs, but to settle 
their differences by an innocent round at “ blind hooky For my 
own part, 1 always look forward to halcyon days, when ministers are 
seen oftener at White’s than in Downing-street: and I would much 
rather have Mr. Robinson’s hand eternally in his own purse in the 
house in Bennet-street, than dabbling with tlic purse of the public in 
another house, which shall be nameless. 
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'I'liat gambling is, in an economical point of view, highly favourable 
to the developement of national wealth, must be obvious to the meanest 
observer : why, otherwise, should all mankind so much prefer to make 
tlieir fortune by some speculating mananivre, to attaining it by the 
more regular, but tedious process of honest industry ? Cotton-spin¬ 
ning machines and steam-engines are admirable instruments for making 
a large fortune rapidly; but when did they build up so rapidly the 
colossal wealth of a Rothschild, and enable a man to count bis store by 
millions of pounds sterling? The spirit of gaming is not, however, 
confined to St. James’s-strect, the Stock-exchange, or to Mark-lane ; it 
pervades the whole of trade. 

That gaming, then, is so bad a§ some pretend, we can never be 
persuaded. But what is much more convincing still, the most pious 
of our finance ministers have for years encouraged, by their annual 
lotteries, ay and provoked the common people to sell or pawn their 
last rag to indulge a passion for play; and that, too, in the nineteenth 
century, when the press groans with works on morals and political 
economy. It is true that the police are constantly at work in hunting 
out and seizing hazard-tables, and the Vice Society is not less actively 
engaged in prosecuting gamblers on the more than suspicious evidence 
of vagabonds and professional informers, thus putting down one vice 
hy the aid of a greater; but that this does not proceed from any 
alleged immorality of the jwaclice is evident in this, that these opera¬ 
tions are brought to bear only against the lower orders of gamesters. 
For it can never be believed that an act can be just and right in a man 
of ten thousand a year which is vicious and reprehensible in an artisan ; 
and it is difficult to imagine any reason wliy 0-E tables and roulettes 
sliould be bunted for in boles and corners, while speculators in the 
Funds and money-lenders are made barons of the Holy Roman F.mpire. 

If indeed we examine the matter a little more deeply, we shall find 
that nndcf various disguised forms,.gambling is among the respectable 
employments of life. Smuggling, which, though illegal as against our 
own treasury, is commendable industry Avhon directed against the ex¬ 
chequer of foreign nations,—is a mere game of chance, in which one 
prize.is said^to cover three blanks. So also though piracy is criminal 
without a letter of mark, it is good and lawful when invested with that 
formality: and piracy is conceived and executed in the true spirit of 
gatnbling. War is gamblin|Sf upon the largest and most ruinous scale ; 
and in this it agrees with the more ordinary games of chance, that let 
who will win, the ‘ pull of the tabic’' is equally against all the players. 
In both instances alike, cupidity grows with what it feeds on, and the^ 
fortunate player is but too apt tb kick down all his winnings in a des¬ 
perate struggle to ruin every opponent and clear the hoard. I'hus 
Napoleon at Moscow was hut a cojnmon instance of a heated gamester 
staking his all against the nothing of a parcel of beggared sharpers, and 
putting the prosperity of years to issue on a single stake of double or 
quits. 

But of all the creditable forms of gambling none is more reckless 
and desperate than a suit at law. The “ glorious uncertainty of the 
law” is matter of proverbial notoriety ; and so much arc lawyers aware 
that the pleasure of pleading is confined to its hazards, that every effort 
IS employed to convert the .stulutc-book into an cneydopa;dia oi‘ eba- 
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rades and conundrums, in which first" finds matter for an action, 
“ my second” for a suit in Chancery, wliiJe '* my tout” completely ruins 
both plaintiff and defendant in an appeal to the Lords. This being, as 
it is, a self-evident verity, it cannot be imagined that so many sad and 
learned personages should in all ages of the British history have started 
from their seats (their very wigs standing on end with horror,) with a 
“ nolumus leges Anglia niutan” in their mouths, as often as any one 
has ventured to hint at simplification and certainty in law,—ifgambling 
really deserved vituperation as a vice. Nay, even when dabbling in 
capital crimes was proved to have been rendered a lottery speculation 
by the perverse complexity and severity of our criminal code. Sir S. 
Romilly and Sir James Macintosh made not a jot the more impression 
upon the dogged supporters of the “ wisdom of their ancestors.” 

Another accredited and very wholesale mode of gambling is a con¬ 
tested election ; by which a man is by no means disgraced, although 
he should place the subsistence of his whole family for the next seven 
years at issue, in the hope of what he may make, by being returned to 
some assembly in which he can repay liimself for his trouble and out¬ 
lay by a judicious employment of his “ most sweet voice.” Hunting 
and shooting,—both gentlemanly amusements ; and for the latter of 
which more especially, a whole section of severities is foisted into the 
criminal code, and human life itself set at nouglit—may also be con¬ 
sidered as a species of gaming, since the uncertainty of the chace forms 
the greatest part of its pleasure. Like all other games of chance, its 
attraction is vastly enhanced by a bet. Without this excitement, it is 
inconceivable that any man of sense would go through more labour 
than a slaughtering butcher, and destroy without compunction eighty or 
an hundred birds in a morning. 

One very silly prejudice against gambling, which it is important to 
obviate, is its supposed tendency to promote suicide—a circumstance, 
which, if verified, must be rather considered as advantageous, for 
though 

A Her ti I’autrp mondc cst tres grande souisc 

Tantypic dans cclui-ci I’ou peut etre demise : 

yet, as no one has a right to live, for whom Nature has not provided a 
place at her table, to what end should a man encumber the e.arth, who 
has gambled away his ticket of admission to the feast ? In point of 
fact, the self-destruction of such gentry i^ in general a saving to the 
state, which otherwise must, in nine cases out of ten,^pay for the rope, 
and bear all the other legal expenses of their riaticum to the world to 
come. Then as to the feelings of wives, &c. it is very hard indeed 
if a woman whose husband sc suicide fpr losses at play, does not pro¬ 
vide herself with another and' a better man^before the year of mourning 
has run round. The same arguments apply to the connexion of gamb¬ 
ling with duels; with the additional consideration, that in the latter 
case two gamesters may be provided for at a time, instead of one. But 
if any doubt remains in the reader’s mind concerning the innocence of 
gaming, let him remember that the most Christian government in 
Europe openly raises a revenue from the gaming-tables of all classes, 
—a government which, not content- with forcing religion on its own 
subjects, crams it down the throats of a neighbour at the point of the 
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bayonet. Is it credible that the worshipers of the god of St. Louis 
(of course a much greater god than the god of St. Paul and St. Peter), 
the devotees of the Virgin, the advocates of monkery, and the perse¬ 
cutors of heresy, would for a moment tolerate a practice which was in 
reality subversive of all morality ? Would even our English govern¬ 
ment, which lays less open pretensions to godliness, expend large sums 
in the maintenance of horse-races, if there were such horrible sin in 
throwing a wl)ole province into a periodical mania of gaming? The 
English are famous as the greatest betters in all the known world ; 
insomuch that there is no debateable question, from the speed of a 
maggot to the sublimcst doctrines of religion, which has not been made 
by them the subject of a wager. I have heard of a country squire 
oflbring tjie parson of his parish to hold a cool hundred with him 
against the corporal b(;ing of the devil; and the history is recorded of 
a poor fellow who actually hung himself, in order to win a wager he had 
laid that he would do so. How much the English are a betting people 
is evinced in the singular fact, that they alone have turned prize-fight¬ 
ing into a source of pecuniary contention. It is not recorded that the 
shows of the Roman amphitheatre, or the great games of Greece ever 
produced a bet. No one ap])cars to have even thought of pitting 
./Eschylus or Aristophanes against the field; nor, when the factions of 
the circus ran highest, though the women pulled caps and the men 
intrigued for their favourite colour, did they dream of silencing an 
opponent with the long odds. Now though the practice of deriving 
pecuniary benefit from black eyes and bloody noses, and turning an 
honest penny by battery and manslaughter, might perhaps have been 
deemed barbarous and blackguard, had it subsisted among the Malays, 
or our natural enemies the 'J’urks, yet, being English, none but a 
Jacobin and a leveller can doubt of its propriety ; and nothing can be 
more disloy.il than the present outcry against the “ fancy.” If after 
what I have said the reader is still disposed to think they are wrong, 
and to maintain that giiming in any of its shapes is discreditable and 
vicious, I'^vvill only add this one convincing argument—I’ll hold him a 
rump and dozen he is a spooney ; and, be lie who he may, I say “ done” 
first. > M. 


STANZA.S. 

Oh let me nct^er see controll’d 
<In that sweet spring-time of the mind. 
When all the feelings, young and bold, 
Speak loud and may not be confined— 

Let me not see Art’s fingers rude 

With cold ?iul withering touch deface. 
All that is spotless, chaste, and good, 

All that is worthy to be woo’d— 
Transparent truth and native grace. 

The loveliest hues that Nature gave. 

The painted insects of the year. 

Arc lost, if but a feather wave 
111 sacrilegious sweep too near. 
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THK MONTHS.-NO. III. 

March. 

Ip there be a month the aspect of which is less amiable, and the 
manners and habits of which are less prepossessing than those of all 
the rest, which 1 am loth to admit, that montli is March. The 
burning heats of Midsummer, (when they shall come to us at the pro¬ 
phetic call of the Quarterly Reviewers—which they never will,) I shall 
be able to bear. And the frosts and snows of December and January 
are as welcome to me in their turn as the flowers in May. Nay, the 
so much vituperated fogs of November I by no means set my face 
against; on the contrary, I have a kind of appetite for th^m—bcitb 
corporeal and mental. As an affair of njere breath there is something 
tangible in them. In the evanescent air of Italy a man might as well 
not breathe at all, for any thing he knows of the matter. Rut in a 
November fog there is something satisfying. Yon can feel what you 
breathe, and sec it too. It is like breathing water —as I suppose the 
fishes do.—And then the taste of them, when dashed with a due season¬ 
ing of sea-coal smoke, is far from insipid. Not that I would recom¬ 
mend them medicinally ; especially to persons of queasy stomachs, 
delicate nerves, and afltlicted with bile. Rut for one of a good robust 
habit of body, and not dainty withal, which such, by the bye, never 
are, there is nothing hotter in its way than a well-mixed Metropolitan 
fog. There is something substantial in it. You may “ cut and come 
again.” It is at once meat and drink, too ;—something between egg- 
flip and omelette soufflee ; but much more digestible than either: and 
it wraps you round like a cloak, into the bargain. No —I maintain that 
a London fog is a thing not to be sneezed at—if you can help it.— 
Mem. As many spurious imitations of the above are abroad—such as 
Scotch mists, and the like—-whicli are no less deleterious than dis¬ 
agreeable—please to ask for the “ true London J^articular”—as manu¬ 
factured by Thames, Coal-gas, Sbloke, Steam, & Co.—No flthers arc 
genuine. <■ 

In fact, and i<iih /o.sa,—Novepiber is a month that has not been 
fairly done by ; and i’or my part I think it should by no means have 
been fixed upon as that which is pur exccllcnee the month Ifest adapted 
to hang and drown oneself in ;—seeing that, to a wise man, that should 
never be an affair of atmosphere. But if ^ month must be set apart 
for such a process—(on the principle of tuch —whiej^ determines that 
we are bound to begin our worldly concerns on a particular day, viz. 
Saturday—and would, therefore, by parity of reasoning, call upon us 
to end them with a similar view to tinjes and seasons) let that month 
be henceforth March ;—for it h.as, at this present writing, no one cha¬ 
racteristic by which to designate it—being neither Spring, Summer, 
Autumn, nor Winter, but only March. 

But wliat I particularly object to in March is its winds. They say— 

“ March winds and April showers 
Bring forth May flowers.” 

But I doubt the fact. They may call them forth, perhaps,—whistling 
over the roofs of their subterraneous dwellings, to let them know that 
Winter is past and gone. Or, in our disposition to " turn diseases to 
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commodities,” let us regard them as the expectant damsel does the 
sound of the mail-coach horn as it whisks through the village as she lies 
in bed at midnight, and tells her that to-morrow she may look for a 
letter from her absent swain. 

The only other reason why 1 object to March is tliat she drives hares 
mad; which is a great fault.—But be all this as it may, she is still 
fraught with meritsand let us proceed, without more ado, to point 
out a few of them. And first of the country;—to which, by the way, 
I have not hitherto allowed its due supremacy—for 

'' God made the country, but man made the town.” 

Now, then, even the,winds of Marcli,—notwithstanding all that we 
haye insinuated in their disfavour—are far from being virtueless; for 
they comc" careering over our fields, and roads, and pathways, and 
while they dry up the damps that the thaws had let loose, and the pic- 
vious frosts had prevented from sinking into the earth,—“ pipe to the 
spirit ditties” the words of which tell tales of the forthcoming flowers. 
And not only so, but occasionally they are caught bearing away upon 
their rough wings the mingled odours of violet and daffodil—both of 
which have already ventured to 

“-Coine'beforc the swallow dares, and take 

'fhe winds of March with beauty.” 

Can it ever be too late in tlie day to go on with the (piotation, and .say 
that now, too, we have 

“-Violets dim, 

Bill sweeter tlian the lids ofJimtv's cyyv 
Or Cyiherca’s breatfi ; pale primroses, 

That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his strength—a malady 
Most incident to maids; bold oxlips, i 

And the crown-imperial.” 

We have made our way into the garden at once, without intending it. 
But perhaps wc could not do better';' for the general face of Nature is 
not much changed in appearance since we left it: in February; though its 
internal economy has made an important step in advance. The sap is 
alive in the seemingly sleeping trunks that every where surrctitnd us, 
and is hegidning to mount slowly to its destination ; and the embryo 
blooms are almost visibly struggling towards light and life, beneath 
their rough, unpromising outer coats—unpromising to the idle, the un¬ 
thinking, and thevinobservant; but to the eye that “ can see Othello’s 
visage in his mind,” bright and beautiful, in virtue of the brightness 
and the beauty that they cover, but not conceal.—Now, too, the dark 
earth becomes soft and tractable, and yields to the kindly constraint 
th^t calls upon it to teem with new life—crumbling to the touch, that 
it may the better clasp in its fragrant bosom the rudiments of that gay 
but ephemeral creation which arc born with the Spring, only “ to run 
their race rejoicing” into the lap of Summer, and there yield upjl^^r. 
swief breath, a willing incense, at the shrine of that nature, the'ijpmt 
df which is endless constancy growing out of endless change. Must I 
tell the reader this in plainer prose ? Now, then, is the time to sow the 
seeds of most of the «««««/flowering plants; particularly of those whicli 
w'eall know and love—such as svvcct-pca, the most feminine of flowers— 
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that must have a kind hand to tend its youth, and a supporting arm to 
cling to in its maturity, or it grovels in the dust, and straggles 
away into an unsightly weed; and mignonette, with a name as sweet 
as its breath—that loves “ within a gentle bosom to be laid,*' and 
makes haste to die there, lest its white lodging should be changed; 
and larkspur, trim, gay, and bold—the gallant of the garden; and 
lupines, blue and yellow and rose-coloured, with their winged flowers 
hovering above their starry leaves: and a host of others, that we 
must try to characterise as they come in turn before us.—Now, too, we 
have all the bulbous-rooted flowers at their best, and may take a final 
leave of them ; for we shall see them no more—of the tulip, beautiful 
as the panther, and as proud—standing aloof from its own leaves; and 
the rich hyacinth, clustering like the locks of Adam; atjd the biyr 
riad-leaved anemone; and narcissus, pale and passion-stricken,at the 
sense of its own sweetness. 

Now, too, the tender green of Spring first begins to peep forth fi'om 
the ■ straggling branches of the hedge-row elder, the trim lilac, and 
the thin threads of the stream-enamoured willow-—the first to put on 
its spring-clothing, and the last to leave it off. And'if w-e look 
into the kitchen-garden, there too we shalk find those forest-trees in 
miniature, the gooseberries and currants, letting their leaves and blos¬ 
soms, both of a colour, look forth together, hand-in-hand, in search of 
the April sun before it arrives—as the lark mounts upward to seek for 
it before it has risen in the morning. It will be well if these early 
adventurers-forth do not encounter a cutting easterly blast; or, still 
worse. breeze that tempts them to its embraces by its 

mildewHHVr^^ly shower diseases upon (hem. But if they ui// 
be outo^be watch for Spring before she calls them, they must be 
content to take their chance. 

Now, too; the birds arc for once in their lives as busy as the bees are 
always. They are getting their houses built, and seeing to their house¬ 
hold aflairs, and concluding their family arvmgcments — that when 
the summer and the sunshine arS fairly come, they may Iftve nothing 
to do but teach their cliildren the last new- modes of flying and singing, 
and be as bappy’as—birds, for ibe rest of tlie year. Now, therefore,— 
as last month—they have but little time to sing to each other; 

aftd the lark has the morning sky all to himself. • 

Lastly, now w-e meet with one of tlie prettiest, yet most pathetic 
sights that the animal world presents :^the early lambs, droj)|)ed in 
their tottering and bleating helplessness, upon the ^cold skirts of win¬ 
ter, and hiding their frail forms from the March winds, by crouching 
down on the sheltered side of their dams. 

Now, (putting the country till ncjyt month, we find London all alive 
—Lent and T^ady-day notwithstanding for the latter is but a day, 
after all; and be must have a very countryfied conscience who cannot 
satisfy it as to the former, by doing penance once or twice at an oratorio, 
hearing comic songs sung in a foreign tongue ; or if this does not 
may fast if be pleases, every Friday, by eating salt-fish in .addi¬ 
tion to the rest of his fare ! Now, the citizens have pretty well left off* 
their annual visitings, and given the great ones leave to begin ; so that 
there is no sleep to be Itad in the neighbourhood of May-fair, for love 

VOI.. X. NO, -XXXIX. T 
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or money, after one in tlie morning. Now, tlie tlress-boxcs of the 
winter-houses can occasionally boast a baronet’s lady : this, however, 
being the extent of their attainments in that way : for how can the 
great be expected to listen to Shakspeare under the same roof with their 
shopkeepers ? There is, in fact, no denying that the said great arc 
marvellously at the mercy of the said little, in the matter of amuse¬ 
ment ; and there is no saying whether the latter will not, some day or 
other, make an inroad upon Almack’s itself. Now, however, in spite 
of the said inroads, the best boxes at the Opera do begin to be wor * i 
exploring; since a beautiful Englishwoman of high fashion is “ asight to 
set before a king.” Now the actors, all but the singing ones, in their 
secret hearts put up periodical prayers for the annual agitation of the 
Catholic Qiiestion ; for without some stimulus of this kind, to correct 
the laxity of our religious morals, there is no knowing how soon they 
may cease to give thanks for three Sundays in the week during Lent. 
But Mr. Irving will look to this on their behalf; so they need not fear 
just at present. Now, occasionally during the said pious period, an 
inadvertent apprentice gets leave to go to “ the play” on a Wednesday ; 
and, having taken his seat in the one shilling-gallery, wonders during 
six long hours what can haye come to the players, that they do nothing 
but sit in a row with their hands before them, in front of a pyramid of 
fiddlers, and break silence now and then by singing a psalm—for a 
psalm he is sure it must be, though be never heard it at church.—Now, 
every other day, the four sides of the newspapers offer to the wearied 
eye one unbroken ocean of S7intll h/pc; to the infinite abridgement of 
the labour of Chapter Cofiee-house (juiduuncs—who find tliat they 
have only one sheet to get through instead of ten ; and to the entire 
discomfiture of the conscientious reader, who makc's it a point of duty 
to spell through all that he pays for—avowed advertisements in¬ 
cluded ;—for in these latter there is some variety, of which no one can 
accuse the parliamentary speeches. By the bye, it would be but con¬ 
sistent in I'he Times to bestow their ingenuous prefix of ‘‘ ('advertise¬ 
ment/’ on a'.few of the last-named eHiVs’ions; and if they were placed 
under the head of “ want places,” nobody but thi advertiser would sec 
cause to complain of the mistake.—Nojyv Fashion is on the point of 
awaking from her periodical sleep, attended by Mesdames Bean, Bell, 
and Pierrepoinfi on one side of her couch, and Messieurs Myers, Stultz, 
and Davison on the other: each individual of each party watching 
with apparent anxiety to catcb.the first glance of her opening eye, in 
order to direct theii; several movements accordingly ; but each having 
previously determined on those movements as definitively as if their 
legitimate monarch and directress had nothing to do with the matter : 
for, to say truth, notwithstanding Ijer boasted legitimacy. Fashion has 
but a very limited control evgn in her own court—the real govern¬ 
ment being an oligarchy, the members of which arc each lord para¬ 
mount in his own particular department. Who, in fact, shall dis-- 
pute an epaulet of Miss Fierrepoint’s ? and when Mr. Myers has at- 
chieved a collar, who shall call it in rjuestion?—Now Hyde-park is 
worth walking in at four o’clock of a fine w'eck-day, though the trees 
are still bare : for there, as sure as the sunshine comes, shall be seen 
sauntering beneath it three distinct classes of fashionables;—namely— 
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first, the fair immaculatcs from the mansions about May-fair, wlio loll 
listlessly in their elegant equipages, and occasionally eye, with an air 
of infinite disdain, the second class, who are peregrinating on the other 
side the bar—the fair frailties from the neighbourhood of the New- 
road ; which latter, more magnanimous than tlieir betters, and less 
envious, are content, for their parts, to appropriate the greater portion 
of the attentions of the third class—the Ineffables and Exquisites from 
Long's >:nd Stevens's. Among these last-named class something par¬ 
ticular indeed must have happened if you do not recognise that arbiter 

ekgantiartnn of actresses, the Marquis of W-; that delighter in 

Dennets and decaying beauties, the honourable L-S-; and 

that prince-pretty-man (ff rake-hells and rones, little George Vf— —. 

Finally, March, among its ofcher merits, is richer thafl any other 
month in illustrious birth-days*: a qualification wliich I had inad¬ 
vertently neglected to notice in regard to January, though it includes 
those of our own Newton, of Robert Burns, and of that musical miracle, 
Mozart. On the 2d of March IStil was given to a world which was 
unworthy of him, Galileo Galilei—“ The slariy Galileo, with his 
woes.” On tlie 8th of March 1084 was breathed into a human form 
that majestic spirit which afterwards was to alternately sigh and shout 
forth its high and holy aspirations, in the music of the Messiah. On the 
15tli of March, 160.5, was born the gentle lover of the divine Saccha- 
rissa. On the fStli of March 1471', first saw the light that Atlas of 
modern art, Michel Angelo Buonarotti.—And lastly, on the 23d, 1554, 
Nature, in a molancholy mood, sighed the breath of life into the form 
of Tasso ; and which brcatli, retaining the character that was thus im¬ 
pressed upon it, was but one long sigh for ever after. 
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Ir I^itty’s lolling full blue eyes 
Each amorous thought insjiire. 

Not less (larX Cioe’s do 1 prize, 

.let black, and all on fire. 

I’nic, I love Delia’s slender frame 
And ever pensive air. 

Yet Phillis fans an equjil flame. 

The antidote of care. ^ 

From endless change all order springs, 

Our being, thoughts, and breath. 

Each hour of life iu chances brings. 

And not to change isj death. 

Then blame not if afli’ection roves, 

And rival flames perplex. 

But think the youth who oft’ncst loves 

Is truest—to the sex. M. 


T 
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SLAVERY AND ITS ADVOCATES', 

There is a species of moral obligatioti incumbent on all who are 
connected with the press, to support the cause of humanity upon every 
public question. If the means adopted to obtain a praiseworthy end 
be not those which we may think the best that could be used, still, if 
they have nothing wrong in them, it is idle to n)ake a stalking-horse of 
them to draw off attention from other points, and to bury the main ob¬ 
ject under a mass of senseless vituperation and sullen invective. Such, 
however, has been the course pursued by the publications which have 
espoused the cause of slavery in this country—incited by private in¬ 
terest, for which they sacrifice every honouralile principle and stifle 
those better feelings that are perpetually struggling to be uppermost. 
As may be expected, such are weak allies in a bad cause. They are 
the mercenary auxiliaries of an army making little more than a show' on 
the day of battle. We do not pretend to he in the secrets of the 
“saints,” but we cannot forget that they have been the indefatigable 
friends of humanity, and stood forth firmly even when they stood alone 
in its cause. The praise which they have fairly earned, they arc en¬ 
titled to keep, without misrepresentation of motive. The names of 
Clarkson and Wilberforce will descend to posterity with honour, w^ien 
trifling religious peculiarities are forgotten. Men who merit the praise 
of consistency in one of the noblest causes of humanity, need not fear 
the feeble attacks of raillery. They may w’cll afford to be loaded w'ith 
epithets of censure, and to be styled charlatans and “humbugs,” because 
they have not rested content with demolishing the iraflic in slaves, but 
go farther, and endeavour to effect the ultimate abolition of slavery 
itself. Upon this question we fearlessly enroll ourselves on their side, 
and trust that the British public will continue to afford its aid to all 
friends of the abolition, and assist in removing this curse of Heaven, 
this noon-day pestilence, from their country, as the disgraceful traffic 
must have been removed from the occasT, had a lately deceased minister 
perfornted but half his duty to mankind at the ganeral peace. 

The object of the enemies of slavery in the proceedings which have 
so enraged the West Indians and their frieirds, w'as simply toamelioivite 
the condition gf the negro, by recommending that the scourge should be 
no longer the excitement to colonial labour—that time should be spared 
to the slave for cultivating his garden without applying the Sunday to 
that purpose—and that every iheans should be allowed him, compatible 
with his situation, for acquiring moral and religions instruction. This 
has been regarded by the colonist as an unlawful interference in his 
private affairs. We bold that the permission of slavery is a stain upon 
a modern government, let its interested advocates say what they may ; 
and that where it already exists, the removal of the stigma in the most 
politic manner is a solemn duty. But what has been the head and 
front of offence among the supporters of slave-abolition, and indeed on 
the part of his majesty’s ministers, but that they have taken themildoEt 
and most considerate step they could adopt, and at as good a time as 
could have been chosen, for efi’ecting a just and politic object ? That it 
was a practicable step we have seen, for the island of Tobago has 
adopted it, and Saint Kitts (unless the slave-owners of Barbadocs, 
.lamaica, and Demerara should fit out an expedition to prevent it, as 
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the Barbadoes people threaten to do for destroying Methodist chapels) 
will follow the example. Thougli not directly in point, Grenada has 
shown a liberal spirit in another way, by admitting free persons of 
colour to the privileges of the constitution. There was nothing in the 
letter of Lord Bathurst, recommending this amelioration, that could be 
deemed rash or Quixotic. It did not hint at emancipation, a measure of 
which the tenure of property, the composition of society, and the state of 
the negro mind and habit, forbade the contemplation but as a distant 
event, in which the present generation of slaves could have had little 
chance of partaking. So remote was such a subject from the contempla¬ 
tion of government, that it would not admit the question to be discussed, 
and only conjined itself to bettering the condition of the negroes, leaving 
farther steps to time. This was pll intended or implied in the commu¬ 
nication to the colonics, which, was so sneered at in Jamaica, and 
which one of the planters of Barbadoes (a Mr. Hamden—what a mis¬ 
nomer !) asserts caused the insurrection in Demcrara. This person’s 
assertion we do not believe. 'I’he ijegroes do not peruse the newsj)apers, 
hut their masters do ; and if that insurrection did not arise from other 
causes, the tocsin was sounded by the slave-owners themselves, whose 
unseemly conduct at the idea of an interference with their concerns by 
the British government, and their intemperance and open rioting in other 
islands, might well fix the attention of the slave, and induce him to be¬ 
lieve that his masters kept something behind the curtain and did not dis¬ 
play such anxiety for the trifling concessions alone recommended by the 
British minister. We believe that government will never be regarded, 
by the majority of the planters, as entitled to take any steps respecting 
the negro tliat may, perchance, lead now or at any future time to his 
cmaticipation. The slave, his children, and children’s children for 
ever, are regarded by tlicm as so many cattle—the whole and sole pro¬ 
perty of their ovvners, who will not be dictated to how they shall ma¬ 
nage or dispose of them. The negro has no rights ; he and his poste¬ 
rity arc to be slaves interminably, and dcserye no better fate! That 
there are some wlio lliink otherwise among the slave-holdets w'c know, 
but we speak here of <!ie majority. A planter possessed of a consider¬ 
able estate in oiie of the largcf islands, and a long resident on it, de¬ 
clared the other day in London, that could free labour be brought to 
hear he should be the first to hail it as highly advantagettus for all; but 
added, if 1 whispered sucli an opinion at home I should be compelh'd 
to fly from my property.—“ By the ne^oes ?”—“ No, by my brother 
planters!” • 

Too many of the planters dislike the idea of slave-instruction; their 
power would necessarily be abridged, more decency bo observed in in¬ 
tercourse with the negroes, and many long-standing vicious habits be 
changed, to which tliey naturally have » repugnance. They have not 
been sjiaring in the exhibition of their bad spirit on the present occa¬ 
sion. In Jamaica they have repealed the registration bill, and liave 
talked loudly and presumptuously of defying the government at home, 
and being free like the Americans, as if there had been any analogy 
between the Pennsylvanians and New Englanders of America and their 
cause, and that of the West Indian slave-holders!* VVhat is Jamaica 

* Jtis not, then, tlic procei’dings in parliaincnt tlmt make the negro dissatlsHed ; 
the selhsh spirit and noonday violence of the colonists arc the causes, and act im¬ 
mediately upon the slave-populnlioii 



270 


Slavery and its Advocates. 

but the property of-Britain by the ri<ifht of conquest, a colony unable 
to support itself against its immense slave-population, without digging 
inglorious graves for the brave soldiery whom it is necessary to send from 
England for its safeguard ? These colonists, then, are like the fly on 
the coach-wheel, swelling and buzzing in their own impotency. Have 
these islands cost us no life and treasure ? was not the trade of the 
merchant to other countries shackled for their benefit, and does it not 
continue so ? and was it too much to ask a slight concession for the cause 
of humanity in return ? Away, then, with such boastings. Let, there¬ 
fore, the consequences of their obstinacy be upon their own heads; for 
we boldly assert, what is as clear to us as noonday, that the negro popu¬ 
lation of the West Indies, if not instructed and prepared by degrees 
for*eventu 3 } emancipation, and the being amalgamated into free society, 
will, by the unerring operation of natural causes, by and by burst its 
thraldom in its savage state ; and fearful will thefnoment be. 

But if any thing were wanting to show the spirit with which the 
planters viewed the sober request pf the minister, we may turn from 
Jamaica to Barbadocs, where men, not of the rabble, and-boastful that 
they are not so, demolish the dissenting chapels, and call upon all 
persons who are “ true lovers of religion” to put an end to Methodism 
in the West Indies. When the governor offers a reward for the per¬ 
petrators of the outrage, he is answered by a proclamation from these 
brutal rioters, who style themselves “ nine-tenths of the community,” 
and even go so far as to print bills, calling upon other colonies to imi¬ 
tate their example. Can they now libel Wilberforce for speaking of 
their moral depravity ? This i.s a specimen of what sort of stuff’negro- 
drivers are formed, and is a melancholy picture of the social manners 
of Barbadoes and the hopelessness of such persons ever amicably and 
cordially uniting with government to blot out the national dishonour. 
Lovers of “ true religion,” no doubt, they are; and what their notion 
of “true religion” is, it may not be difficult to conceive! 

The insurrection in Demerara, though its origin be enveloped in 
mystery, affords a clue by which it inay be unravelled. On the pro¬ 
ceedings in parliament and Lord Bathurst’s communication reaching 
their ears, the rage of the planters caused the first stir.' They placarded 
Mr. Wilberforce and the abolitionists, and their invectives were open, 
vulgar, and catragcoiis. Thus they naturally attracted the atiention 
of their slaves, 'riiis colony once belonged to the Dutch, and was 
not(“d for the eiuelty and oppression of the slave-holders. The ne¬ 
groes could not nqturally credit that so much elTerv escence had burst 
forth among their masters on account of the demand of such small 
sacrifices; and being ripe for revolt from other causes, it immeeliately 
apj)earcd. This is the probable and natural course of events, and the 
symptoms of insubordination m the other colonics have been caused in 
th.e same manner. 'I’lie colonists have therefore their own conduct to 
thank for it. The obstacles presented to the permission of slave- 
amelioration are far greater among the slave-holders than those to 
moral instruction among the slaves. Letters from the colony state 
that one thousand negroes have been killed, hunted down, and exe¬ 
cuted, while no white persons appear to have lost their lives. The 
severity of these executions (if the accounts bo correct) seems very 
extraordinary. 'I'hc common mortality of slaves in Dcmerara is 
:aiil to be gHalci (ijan in an\ of om oihei colonics, and has been 
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accounted for by their treatment being far less mild and humane. How 
blindly, in their rage, have the slave-holders acted respecting their own 
property ! It is reported that among the revolters was a slave who at¬ 
tended the methodists, who was married and had two children : a white 
man having a fancy to his wife, had taken her from him; can it be 
w'ondercd he was in the list of the rebels ?* Smith, a missionary, has 
been tried by a court martial, fortunately of British officers, and the 
proceedings sent to England. All the missionaries were arrested, yet 
against this man alone have they pretended to find any thing blameable. 
He was a man of pure character, who had resided twelve years in the 
colony, and his guilt is not yet announced. 

One of the arguments of the enemies of ultimate emancipation is, 
that the government, having once encouraged the slave-trade, has no 
right to set its face against it. -But if this be reason, the government 
might continue to fine, torture, and put the Jews to death, imprison all 
Catholics, keep up the trial by battle, and burn the Meg Merrilies of 
every village, because these were acts once sanctioned by it. Legis¬ 
latures do wrong in times of mental thraldom, which it is the sacred 
duty of those in more enlightened times to correct. A government is 
fallible as well as an individual, and a perseverance in the error of 
a predecessor is neither right nor laudable. Former sanction, how¬ 
ever, has in tlie present intance created a property which has descended 
to posterity and must be kept inviolate. The abolitionists have had 
this in view, and have not attempted to touch private property; but we 
assert that the government has full power to pass laws for regulating 
the social life of the slave as well as of the master, at least in those 
colonies where there is no previous clear and exclusive provision for 
regulating such matters. The sudden emancipation of all slaves in the 
colonics would be an injustice to some, and is a thing impracticable. 
It nci cr ‘icuf, cciitrnijilated for a moment cither hij the government or the 
friends and promoters of the abolition. The mode was reserved for time 
to elucidate. As the moral feoJipgs of the negro were rendered better, 
and his comforts increased, the exports from the mother co’untry to sup¬ 
ply his new wants wodld increase also, while a reciprocity of interest be- 
' 'eti the master and servant Vould grow up and increase to the advan¬ 
tage of both, and enable the slave to became free by manumission, or 
by purchase arising out of the fruits of his own industry If, however, 
the planters will not let the mother country interfere in their concerns, 
we must attend to our own. We have bolstered up this system of slavery 
at an enormous expense; our concerns would be^mproved by acting 
justly towards ourselves, and if the whip be still to lacerate, and the 
slave is to be branded, Hogged, and made the instrument of sensuality, 
and the government is left without ^he power of remedying these evils, 
let the duties which shield the planter be taken off, and let a substan¬ 
tial bounty be allowed to those colonies which show an inclination to 
go hand in liand with the government, in effecting eventual good for 
themselves and removing a stain from the character of the parent 
country. 

The snecrers at the friends to the abolition of slavery are enraged 

* All the whites ill the West Indies who fancy it, keep Naliie or negro women. 

A female slave is as luneh at the disposal of her master’s Inst there, as a Georgian 
is in Tiirkev. 
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with ministers for the part tliey took in recommending the recent 
measures to the colonist. If any attempt for bettering the condition 
of the slaves were ever to be made, it could not have been made at a 
better time. The result of the first step for a gradual and slow abo¬ 
lition has failed, we contend, by the violent conduct of the slave-owners 
themselves, and it must stand still for the present. Again the hacknied 
common-place arguments of the negro being better off in the West 
Indies than in his own country ; of the kind treatment he receives; 
of his natural rascality notwithstanding; of his vast inferiority in 
capacity to his white masters (a thing by no means so clear); of his 
being happier and better off than the English ])easantry, and numerous 
other false and stupid arguments of the same kind, begin to be lavishly 
used^by those who labour in supporting injustice by falsehood. Sla¬ 
very under any circumstances is a wrong; under those of violence it is 
a heinous crime. 

We forbear to notice what some denominate the abstract merits of 
the question, but which are in reality the most important guides to 
legislators on the subject. We will not go into the inalienable rights 
of the negro, nor to the question whether any social system in wliich 
slavery exists should be tolerated. Nor will we turn a sickening eye 
upon Demerara, and the picture it presents at tlie present moment, or 
examine with justice and impartiality the character, causes, and effects 
of such a scene, or point out in what it is likely to end. No system 
of slavery in any age has outdone in atrocity that of the negro under 
Christian governments. The trade, thank God! is no more; but the 
thing itself remains festering, corroding, and corrupting all within the 
atmosphere of its malignity; blood is still spilt, and more must be yet 
shed to support it, necessarily perhaps, on the principle of self-preser¬ 
vation. How must a judge of’ integrity regard the act of the slave 
who, not alone the victim of labour and oppression, sees every tic 
which endears savage life rent asunder by an oppressor; secs his wife or 
child, for example, forciWy taken to be, tlie prostitute of his overseer, 
and havitig fio law by which lie may get redrcs.s, in the burning an¬ 
guish of despair, appeals from nature to God, flies to his revenge, im¬ 
molates his victim, is destroyed in the attempt, or lights the flame of 
revolt!—But this subject must be pursued no farther; it is a fearful 
thing at the piT,’sent moment; it is too tremendous a matter, too full of 
frightful images and retributive horrors. Yet it must not be blinki'd 
by those who examine the question, nor must the eye be closed to tlic 
magnitude of the w’ckedness it engenders ; though the nefarious sup¬ 
porters of slavery are accustomed to balance pounds, shillings, and 
pence, against all these iniquities, ggainst justice, humanity, and the 
dictates of God and nature themselves. 

What path, then, remains for the friends of humanity to follow 
in the present very difficult crisis ? Insurrections, which we verily 
believe to be caused by the ungovernable ill-blood which the colonists 
exhibited on being acquainted with the measures adopted at home, 
have broken out among the negroe.s. hrom the display they made, it 
must be diflicnlt for the negro to be convinced of the truth, as it is 
matter of wonder at home, that all the tumults and hubbub of the 
slavc-owneis were caused by the sinqile recommendation of a few hn- 
manc regulations on the part of a British minister. Had the colonists 
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calmly considered these as they ought to have done, and not raved and 
fumed like madmen; placarded their streets with libels on Wilberforce; 
destroyed the chapels of useful and unoffending sectaries; rioted and 
threatened the government with tlieir microscopic vengeance ; but in¬ 
stead of so acting, silently assented to the measures recommended, 
and entered into aA amicable understanding on the subject; no dis¬ 
contents among the negroes would have been heard of. But there is 
now a pretty good specimen before the public of what stuff planters 
are composed, and ample proof of the bad influence of the immediate 
vicinity of slavery. We sec too, that they have never been falsely 
and wickedly traduced by the friends of humanity and justice, as some 
of their advocates would have us believe. There was, alas ! too mr;ch 
truth in the charges made against, we fear, a very numcr(9us portion 
of them. That there are many hnmane and kind slave-owners, good 
worthy men, in the colonics, cannot be doubted; men w'ho would 
gladly meet every rational scheme for benefiting the slave; but these 
dare not speak out for fear of the majority of their fellows, who, we 
fully believe, will never tolerate any measure that may have the re¬ 
motest chance of causing the negro or his descendants to be regarded 
otherwise than as the rest of their stock in trade,—and to the benefits 
that would result from free labour or the moral instruction of tlic 
negro and the bettering of his condition, “ they arc like the deaf 
adder that sloppeth her ear.” 

The hatred of the planters to the missionaries arises from the latter 
mingling more with the negroes and taking a greater interest in their 
concerns tliun the stationary clergy. A minister who has acquired 
his ([uantum of Greek and Latin at college, is appointed to a living in 
the West Indies; he goes out there, preaches regidarly on a Sunday, 
or “ docs duty” as he would at home. Unless he disregard being 
looked upon by the whites as overzt'alous and intermeddling, he will 
not go beyond this, though he may sometimes feel a temptation to do 
so. The church missionaries, qr^d all others,‘must be chosen of the 
most irreproachable character, discreet, zealous, and regardful of 
nothing but the improvement of those wliom they are set over; they 
.oust mingle with the negroes,*or no good will accrue, devoting tlieir 
tune, their comforts, and wasting life itself in promotit^ the object 
they have undertaken. We repeat it, and we know the fact, that little 
good beyond what may arise from the fulfilment of the common-pluce 
routine of duty in the parish church, is "to be expected from four- 
fifths of the beneficed clergy in the West Indies. • 

The fiiends of slave-abolition must now be content to rest on their 
oars for a time. As friends of humanity, they cannot wish to in¬ 
crease the miseries of the objects of liieir sympathy. There are great 
difficulties to be got over, of which not fJiey, l)ut the colonists tliem- 
selves must bear the onus. These difficulties the government alone 
can grapple with any chance of success. But the friends of the 
abolition, powerful as they are in this country, may exert themselves 
in distinguishing those colonies which have come into their humane 
views. Men with sordid ideas must be ruled by the influence of gain. 
Could a preference be given in the home-market, for example, to the 
productions of those colonies that had adopted the measures recom¬ 
mended, it would do more in tlic way of enforcing them than all the 
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humane letters and recommendations of the abolitionists could effect 
for a century. Slave-holders cannot be acted upon like the members 
of more civilized communities. The air of slavery is fatal to the 
milder sympathies of our nature. As the abolitionists, then, cannot 
wish to see the removal of one evil effected by thc^eration of another; 
they must, we repeat it, do nothing more just at^resent in the shape 
of active proceeding; they must wait until jicace among the negroes 
be completely restored. But let them never lose sight of their ob¬ 
jects, the moral instruction of the negro and his jireparation for a 
better social state, if it be only m those islands where the colonists 
will tolerate it. Then, if negro freedom should never be achieved by 
the efforts of the British nation, and continue to be thwarted by the 
colonists, but should ultimately be effected by those natural but terrible 
causes which in process of time will inevitably operate to bring it 
about, they will have done infinite good by lessening the intensity of 
the reaction and the force of the convulsion. Hie crown of praise¬ 
worthy exertion always comes at last, and is not less brilliant and 
glorious for being procrastinated. Y. J. 


STANZAS. THE IIElRESs’s COMPLAINT. 

Why tell me with officious zeal. 

That I am young, and rich, and fair. 

And wonder how niy soul can feel 
The pangs of sorrow and of care ? 

Why dost thou count the golden store. 

The sparkling jewels that are mine. 

And name the suitors o’er and o’er 
Who breathe’their incense at my shrine? 

Know that I scorn llic sordid train 

Whose loveless vows are bongiit and sold,- 

Know^lhat the hcai t 1 sigh 
Despises, spurns, my wortliii'ss gold. 

I love—I dare not breathe his name, , 

The son of genius aiftl of mind ; 

He climbs the sleepy path of fame, 

'■ Content to leave the crowd behind. 

And while in halls illumined bright, 

I hear thossame false llatterics o’er, 

J^Ie patient wastes the midnight light 
In studious toil, in learned lore. 

Seldom he seeks the giddy throng. 

And then he s\^nds retired, apart, 

And ^iews the dance, and hears the song, 
With listfess look and joyless heart. 

He turns from Love’s all-s|)eaking eye ; 

IIis mind to fame, to science clings. 

Throned in a world of visions high, 

Of deep and vast imaginings. 

My vaunted wealth, my flatter’d face, 

I’he praise of coxcombs may employ ; 

Bui Ac regards that dross as base, 

//c holds that beauty as a toy. 
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Yet must I still reluctant wear 
These flashing gems, these robes of state. 
And nightly must submit to share 
The paltry vanities I hate. 

Oh 1 never shall the world deride 
My passion with unfeeling jest, 

'V’i^ile smiles of more than Spartan pride 
Can hide the tortures of my breast. 

Thy tears flow fast—Now judge if gold 
Can banish anguish from its shrine. 

And say if ever talc was told 
So sad, so sorrowful as mine. 


M. A. 


CONSTANTINOPLE.—NO. II. 

We took boat one afternoon, with two English gentlemen, for Scu¬ 
tari, to see the howling Dervishes. The Mosque was very plain ; 
having taken our scats in the gallery, we waited for some time, while 
the Dervishes were engaged in drinking, a.s our guard, a captain of the 
•Tanizaries, informed us, to excite themselves to go through the strange 
exhibition that followed. A young man of the order then mounted on 
a flight of steps without the door, and summoned, in a very loud and 
mournful voice, for nearly half an hotir, the faithful to attend. The 
Dervishes all entered, and, ranged in a long line, began to rock their 
bodies to and fro in simultaneous inovcinent. But this motion soon 
became more rapid, and Alla and Mohammed, at first pronounced in a 
low and sad tone, burst from tlieir lips with violence. They then all 
threw off tlieir outer garments, sprang from the ground, and threw 
their arms furiously about. As their imaginations became more heated, 
some stripped themselves nearly naked, others foamed at the mouth; 
one or two old men, exhausted, sunk on the ground, and the cries of 
God and the Projihel might be lij'ard afar off. • It was a singular spec¬ 
tacle of entlmsiasm and hypocrisy combined; but what ensued was 
more disgusting, for the’^ took red-hot irons and applied them to their 
legs and feet, antf other parts oi* their bodies, still bowling out amidst 
their pain the name of the Eternal, in whose honour, they would have 
their credulous assembly believe, they suffered all tliis. A great part 
of the Dervishes are notorious libertines and profligates, as the better 
informed Turks are often heard to call them. They consist of various 
orders ; some live in monasteries, others lead a wandering life through 
dilfercnt parts of the empire, cliicfly subsisting on tlie hospitality of the 
faithful. In the island of Cyprus I met with a young Dervise of this 
kind; his features were fair and effetninate, and his long hair fell in 
ringlets on his nock and bosom; on the*lattcr he wore several jiicces 
of stained glass, fancifully disposed; his appearance betokened any 
thing but devotion. Others are to be seen roving about with thick dishe¬ 
velled hair, wild looks, and half naked ; these profess poverty and self- 
denial, and are held most in reverence by the people. Many of these 
men, however, are sincere teachers and examples of their religion, and 
lead the life of pilgrims, or fix on some secluded spot, where they live 
abstemiously, and repay with their counsels the simple presents of the 
people. The most eminent of them arc termed Santons, and have 
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handsome monuments built on their graves in the shade of trees, which 
are ever after regarded wit!» peculiar veneration. 

The fast of Ramadan ended a few days ago. As rigidly kept as that 
of the Jews : the Turk finds it severe enough to remain from one sun¬ 
set to the next without a morsel; then coffee and his pipe are indeed 
his solace, for these arc permitted. With wliat tdlfcultuous joy did the 
believers deport themselves in a coffee-house not far from the English 
palace. They danced wildly in groups to the sound of the guitar and 
tambour, embraced one another as they talked of the night near at 
hand, when the first appearance of the new moon should announce that 
Ramadan was over, and Reiram was begun. It came at last; on that 
night every minaret of the grand mosques was illumined from top 
to bottonr with innumerable rows of lamps. You could distinguish 
those of Achmed, Sulciraanieh, and St. Sophia; it was a peculiar and 
splendid sight; and the vast city and its people seemed to be husiiod 
in the stillness of midnight, waiting for the signal of festivity. 'I'hc 
Imauns from the tops of the highest minarets eagerly bent their looks 
to catch the first glimpse of the new' moon; the moment it was per¬ 
ceived, loud and joyful shouts, which spread instantly all over the city, 
announced that the hour of indulgence was come, and full compensa¬ 
tion for all their denials. It was really pleasing to observe, the next 
day, the looks of kindness and almost fraternal feeling which they cast 
on each other. The poor man is often seen at this period to take the 
hand, and kiss the cheek of the rich and haughty, who returns the salu¬ 
tation as to his equal, a brother in the glorious faith of their IVojihet, 
a heir alike to the privileges of his Paradise. Delight was pictured in 
every countenance; every one ptU on his finest apparel, and the soiuid 
of music was heard on every side, mingled w'ith songs in honour of 
their religion. We are too apt to divest the 'I'urks of domestic virtues, 
yet one cannot but be struck with their extreme fondness for their chil¬ 
dren; beautiful beings they often are, beyond those of any othei 
country. In Damascus, 1 have many times stoppl'd in the streets to 
gaze at clnldren of six or eight years of age whose extreme loveliness it 
was impossible not to admire;—and afterwards in Tripolitzu, I cannot 
forget how the love of a Turkish lady to her two youngest children, 
risked the murder of herself, her son and daughter, and her most intimate 
friend. The population of Constantinople has been mueh overrated ; 
according to General Sebastiani’s calculation, while lie was amhass.a- 
(lor, it does not exceed four hundred thousand ; and the suburbs of 
J*cra, Galata, Scutari, ike. with the line of villages along the shores of 
the Bosphorus, contain eight hundred thousand more. A considerable 
part of the ground the city covers is taken up with gardens. 'J'he 
areas of the mosques arc generally planted with trees, and a fountain, 
sometimes lichly ornamented, stands at the entrance, for a Turk sel¬ 
dom enters without first washing his feet, and, laying aside his .shoes, 
he treads in his soft slippers. The solemnity of this people at their 
devotions is very striking; whether in the mosque or in the open air, 
they appear entirely abstracted from all around ; and you would think 
from the expression of their features, that the spirit and tlie senses 
were alike devoted to this sacred duty; tliey are generally silent, save 
that tlie sound of Alla, pronounced in a low and humble tone, is often 
heard. 'J'he mosques are in general unadorned, and the aichitecluie 
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quite simple; the name of God and passages from the Koran arc 
inscribed in gold letters on the walls. A lofty corridor goes all round 
the interior of the building; the circular space in the middle, where the 
pulpit of the Imaun stands, is lighted by a dome at the top. The as¬ 
sembly range themsq^es beneath the corridor on mats and carpets; 
the greater part of the time is occupied in prayer. 

The habits of an Oriental are very simple ; the absence of every 
kind of public amusement and dissipation with his rigid adherence to 
all the usages of his fathers, makes one day the picture of every other. 
A Turk of good condition rises with the sun ; and as he sleeps on 
soft cushions, divesting himself but of a small part of his dress, it costs 
him little trouble at the toilet. He offers up his prayer, .and thfin 
breakfasts on a cup of coffee, some* sweetmeats, and the luxury of his 
pipe. Perhaps he will read the Koran, or the glowing poetry of Hafiz 
and Sadi, for a knowledge of the Persian is the frequent accomplish¬ 
ment of the upper ranks of both sexes. He then orders his Arab 
horse, and rides for two or»three hours, or exercises with the jerrid, 
and afterwards dines about mid-day on a highly seasonetl pilaw'. In the 
afternoon, the coffee-houses, where the Eastern story-tellers resort, are 
favourite places of entertainment; or seated in his cool kiosk, on the 
banks of the Bosphorus, he yields to his useless but delightful habit of 
musing. Bef the decline of day brings the Turk’s highest joys: he 
then dines on a variety of seasoned dishes, drinks his iced sherbet, enjoys 
probably a party of his friends ; and afterwards visits the Harem, 
where his beloved children are brought him, and his wife or wives, if 
he has more than one, with her attendants and slaves, exert all their 
powers of fascination for their lord. The Nubian brings him the rich¬ 
est perfumes ; the Circassian, excelling in her loveliness, presents the 
spiced coffee and the rare confection made by her ow-n hands, and 
tunes her guitar or lute, the sounds of which are mingled with the mur¬ 
murs of the fountain on the marble pavement bepeath. 

I'lie utter desolation of the unhrfppy Greeks forces itself on*one’s no¬ 
tice every day. The sp^ious quarter of the Fanal, entirely inhabited 
by them, is now nearly deserted.^ The animating spectacle, which the 
Bosphorus often presented at evening,* of their pleasure-boats filled 
with Greek beauty and gaiety, has quite disappeared. • Two fine 
palaces which stood at the water’s edge were inhabited by two bro¬ 
thers, who held financial situations under tlje government. Being sus¬ 
pected, their heads were cut off on the same day ; and their palaces, as 
we sailed by them, were forsaken. The sweet shaded scenes around 
the hamlets and cottages on the shore, where this once happy people 
delighted to dance in groups to the mandoline, and sing the songs of 
their native land, are now mute. At times, in walking along the Bos¬ 
phorus, you may meet some wretched Greek flying from his pursuers, 
or see some murdered body floating near the shore. I mingled one day 
in a group of the lowest Turks, who were gazing on the corpse of one of 
their victims with an appearance of great satisfaction. • One of them 
took hold of the body with a hook to throw it into the sea; but another 
wretch instantly stepped forwards, and stripped it first of all its 
clothing, when it was cast naked into the water. On visiting a fine 
khan, near the Fanal, which was frequented by the rich Greek mer¬ 
chants, not a being was to be seen save two Persian merchants, seated 
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smoking in the open area, with pale and still features, and their long 
beards dyed black. Much of the elfects of the captive or slain proprie¬ 
tors still remained in the apartments. 

What tales of blood might be told of this war of extermination ! Just 
before our landing at the town of the Dardanelles, a large village on 
the opposite shore was attacked at night by a body of Turkish soldiers, 
and men, women, and children put to the sword, to the amount of 
several hundreds. 

In the cruel evacuation of Parga, when its poor people knew not where 
to find an asylum, and each family l)ad a distress all its own, a father and 
mother—I knew the circumstance well—offered an English officer their 
only and beautiful daughter. “ Take her, signior,” they said, “ from 
the misery around, save her from *Ali I'acha, treat her always with 
kindness, and she shall live with yofl.” The young Greek still resides 
with him, but her parents most probably perished. Here, separations 
like this might be said to be mild, compared to some scenes, where the 
parents wxrc butchered before the eyes of tlieir children, wdio were 
borne away for the pleasures of tlic captor. 

At Smyrna, after the first massacre in the streets, the Greeks shut 
themselves in their houses, but several times they made attempts to es¬ 
cape in boats. Having watched that the shore was clear of the enemy, 
they hurried on board with their families, to gain some neut; a) vessel 
in the harbour. The Turkish soldiers quickly gathered on the beach, 
and kept up a fire of musquetry on them. It was sad to hear the cries 
from the boats, and see the poor fugitives dropping as the bullets struck 
them. 

After I left Smyrna, a singular circumstance occurred to an intimate 
friend and fellow-traveller, who chanced to spend a short time there. 
He was sitting in his apartment in the hotel one day, when a young and 
respectable Greek woman entered, and threw herself at his tect, weep¬ 
ing bitterly. She implored him to save her life, and procure her 
escape. Her friends had been sacsificed, and there was no one she 
could trust in ; and the dread of being every moment discovered by the 
Turks was insupportable. There was no listening tq this in vain. He 
generously sought for her an asylum ftnder English protection, and in 
a few days ^ocured her a passage in a vessel sailing for Greece, where 
.she was sure to find friends, and presented her with a supply of mone 3 ^ 

Among the pleasant rides around the city, is that to the Aqueducts 
of Justinian, and the fores*t of Belgrade, about fourteen miles off*. 
Having procured*horscs, we left Pera early, attended by Mustapha, an 
honest janizary, well known to every traveller, and accustomed to go 
remote journej^s through the empire. At a few miles’ distance is the 
Palace of the Sweet Waters, a favourite summer residence of the Sultan. 
Proceeding through a pleasifig country, we reached the lofty Aqueduct 
of Justinian, and soon after that of Bourgas. The small lakes in the 
heart of the forest, their lofty banks darkly covered to the water’s edge, 
afford some scenes of peculiar beauty. We halted at a village inha¬ 
bited by a few Greeks, and entered a poor coffee-house to get some re¬ 
freshment. They soon produced a dish of mutton and some fruit; and, 
what was' more acceptable, some very good white wirte. In the midst, 
of the meal some Turkish cavalry approached, amusing themselves with 
throwing the jerrid at each other. The affrighted Greeks instantly hid 
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the wine, and brought in its place a vessel of water. We wished the 
Turks at Mecca for spoiling our dinner: they entered, and made some 
very pointed inquiries; but Mustapha soon satisfied them, and, after 
demanding some refreshment, they departed. When the heat had 
abated, we directed our course towards Boioukder6 : the prospect from 
the hills of that village and its valley, with the Turkish camp still 
pitched in it, the Black Sea beyond, and the river beneath, flowing 
between the shores of Europe and Asia, was noble in the extreme. It 
being evening, we turned down to Therapia ; and being kindly pressed 
by Mr. L. to spend a day or two with him again, sent the janizary 
with the horses back to the city. The next day being Sunday, the 
garden of the Frcncii ambassador’s palace, with its long rows of trees 
on the eminences, afforded a cool and retired promenade. Mr. M. a 
merchant, who lived close by, dined with us : we visited his garden in 
the evening, and taking scats on the terrace just over the water, had 
pipes brought. He was an elderly man, and a bachelor, and had left 
Scotland long ago. He talked of his native land with deep pleasure, 
and of the days of his youth. Singular, as the sun was going down on 
the exquisite scenery of the Bosphorus, stretched like fairy-land around 
us, tc think and to talk so of the scenes of “lang syne,” and all their 
dear associations ! A cup of the whiskey, and a song of the Highlands, 
with a sisrht of the kilt, or his “ ain dear lassie,” would have been more 
dear to him than tlie Arabian coffee wc were sipping, the evening-call 
to prayers from the Mosque, or the shrouded and still forms of the 
w'omen stealing along. 

The condition of the women in Turkey has little resemblance to 
slavery, and the pity given to it by Europeans has its source more in 
imagination than reality. From their naturally retired and indolent 
habits, they care less about exercise in the open air than ourselves. 
They are very fond of the bath, where large parties of them frequently 
meet and spend the greater part of the day, displaying their rich 
dresses to each other, conversing, and taking refreshments. F/om this 
practice, and the little exposure to” the sun, the Turkish ladies have 
often an exquisite delicaity of complexion. They often sail in their 
pleasure-boats to various parts of *^116 Bosphorus, or walk veiled to the 
favourite promenades near the cemetery, or in the gardens ^f Dolma 
Batckc, with their attendants; and they sometimes walk disguised 
through the streets of the city, without any observation. The govern¬ 
ment of an English wife over her own household does not equal that of 
the Turkish, which is absolute, the husband scarcely ever interfering 
in the domestic arrangements, and in case of a divorce her portion is 
always given up. 

The practice of eating opium does no* appear to be so general w'ith 
the Turks as is commonly believed. But there is a set of people at 
Constantinople devoted to this drug; and the Theriakis, as they arc 
called, have that hollow and livid aspect, the fixed dulness of the eye 
at one time, or the unnatural brightness at another, w'hich tell too 
plainly of this destructive habit. They seldom live beyond thirty ; 
lose all appetite for food; and as their strength wastes, the craving for 
the vivid excitement of opium increases. It is useless to warn a 
Theriakee that he is hurrying to the grave. He comes in the morning 
to a large coffee-house, a well-known resort for this purpose, close to 
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the superb mosque of Suleimanieh. Having swallowed his pill, he 
seats himself in the portico in front, which is shaded by trees. He 
has no wish to change his position, for motion would disturb his hap¬ 
piness, w'hich he will tell you is indescribable. Then the most wild 
and blissful reveries come crowding on him. His gaze fixed on the 
river beneath, covered with the sails of every nation ; on the majestic 
shores of Asia opposite, or vacantly raised where the gilded minarets 
of Suleimanieh ascend on high : if external objects heighten, as is 
allow'cd, the illusions of opium, the Turk, is privileged. There, till the 
sun sets on the scene, tlie Thcriakee revels in love, in splendour, or 
pride. He secs the beauties of Circassia striving whose charms shaP 
most delight him; the Ottoman fleet sails beneath his flag as the 
Capitan Pacha : or seated in the divan, turbaned heads are bowed be¬ 
fore him, and voices hail the favoured of Alla and the Sultan. But 
evening comes, and he awakes to a sense of wretchedness and lu lpless- 
ness, to a gnawing hunger which is an effect of his vice; and hurries 
home, to suffer till the morning sun calls him to his paradise again. 

In this city you cannot proceed far without remarking the grrat 
number of coffee-houses and sweetmeat-shops. The former are at¬ 
tended from sun-rise till night. Each person brings his small tobacco- 
bag in his pocket, which he is ver;y ready to offer to a stranger who is 
unprovided. Whatever residence a traveller enters, from lltaf of the 
prince to the peasant, the univeisal comjdinicnt is the jiipe and coffee; 
the latter drunk without milk, and tiie former of a very line and mild 
quality. The janizary, a tall fiercc-Iooking fellow, who attended me 
through the streets as a guard, and would talk vei y coolly by the way 
of the different Greeks he had murdered, used to amuse me at seeing 
him stop at a sweetmeat-shop, and purchase what would please a child 
in England, and devour it with as much fondness. 

The situation of the English merchants settled here, is no' an en¬ 
viable one. Reduced to their own contracted circle, and that desti¬ 
tute, wil^i one or two'^exceptions, pf female society ; no pnhlic amuse¬ 
ments, library, or music, there is a sad monotony in their life. Thev 
are very hospitable to strangers, and do not sparg any attentions to 
make a residence there agreeable.’’ The chief resource to a traveller is 
at Lord Syangford’s. At his table, or at <lu; evening parties, were to 
be met individuals of different nations, chiefly Armenians and Franks ; 
but there was a want of vivacity and interest in them, arising from the 
restraint produced by the'bnfortunate state of affairs, and all inter¬ 
change of visitor with the other ambassadors being at an end. At tlie 
palace at this time was Lady G. T., a younger sister of Lady H. Stan¬ 
hope, and possessed of the same spirit of enterprise and courage, 
though less romantic and Oriental. She had just arrived from Persia, 
by way of Georgia, and had travelled great p.'irt of the way on horse¬ 
back. At Tebriz an offer was made her of an introduction to the 
seraglio of the Prince Royal of Persia, but it w'as declined. Such an 
offer occurs but once in a person’s life. The beautiful author of the 
“Letters from Turkey” would have embraced it with delight, for she 
was a favourite with the Oriental women, and no subsequent traveller 
has ever had her opportunities of knowing and describing them, or 
perhaps ever will. What can be more exquisite than her picture of 
Fatima, the Pacha of Adrianople’s bride; endowed with that mild dig- 



281 


Comlantinoph. 

nity and sweetness of carriage so often possessed by the Turkish 
ladies ; and seated amidst her handmaids, directing their tasks of em¬ 
broidery ; each of whom was selected for her beauty, but herself “ so 
gloriously beautiful" as to excel all her visitor had ever beheld ? 

Before leaving Stamboul, it is but justice to say something of the 
singular honesty of the Turks. On landing at Galati, my effects were 
carried by a porter; and proceeding up one of the crowded streets, 
we entirely lost sight of him, and turned towards a coffee-house, as I 
concluded he had made off with them ; but the Swedish captain of the 
vessel, who had been here before, declared such a circumstance was 
never known there. In a short time we observed the poor fellow re¬ 
turning down the street, and looking most anxiously on every side. 
In the bazaars a merchant^^will ofttn go away and leave his shop ahd 
effects exposed, without the least concern. In their dealings it is rare 
to find any attempt to defraud ; and in tin* whole of my journey through 
various parts of the empire, often lodging in the humblest cottages, and 
in the most remote situations, I never suffered the loss of the most 
trilling article among the Turks. An amusing incident befel Mr. R., 
a gentleman attaclicd to the palace, during our stay here. He had lost 
a h'g while in the navy, and, being very desirous of visiting the great 
bazaar, he rode through it on horseback; a privilege used by none but 
Turks, and in these disturbed times ratlier dangerous. A Bostandgi 
Ba.«]iee, an officer of some rank, being emraged on observing tins, came 
up and struck with his sabre at Mr. K.’s wooden leg. The Turk’s as¬ 
tonishment at seeing no blood flow, or wound inflicted, was very groat. 
He lifted his sabre and cut with good will through part of the leg; 
but finding it all useless, he drew back, without uttering a word, and 
gazed intently on the frank. 

The Janizaries, of whom there are fifty thousand at present in and 
around Constantinople, are uncommonly fine men. If these men would 
submif to European discipline and the use of the bayonet, they would 
have little reason to fear a contest with the R,ussians, to whom they 
bear a deadly hatred. 'Hie unfbptunatc Selim’s resolutioif to bring 
Jiesc haughty troops intp discipline, cost him bis throne. About two 
years after bis relative Mahmoud was made emperor, the Janizaries 
began to regret that they had ever deposed him ; for Selim was as eminent 
for his amiable qualities as for his personal beauty. A large body of 
them advanced tumultuously to the foot of the palace walls, and with 
loud cries demanded Selim. The prince, who had been kept a close 
prisoner, heard with the liveliest emotion tlie clamours of the Janiza¬ 
ries. Mahmoud instantly ordered the Ki.slar Aga, the chief of the black 
eunuchs, with two mutes, to despatch him. This man, the instrument 
of the Sultan’s crimes as well as pleasures, is horribly ugly, and supposed 
to have great influence with his master. As they broke into the apart¬ 
ment, Selim instantly knew their purpose; and possessing great strength, 
he struck down the mutes on each side, and was making his way out of 
the door, to throw himself over the wall among the Janizaries, which 
would have given him the empire ^gain, but the Kislar Aga wounded 
him in such a manner, that Selim fainted with the agony of pain, when 
the b^i^'string was instantly placed round his neck, and his body thrown 
over to the soldiers. The Janizaries uttered loud lamentations, and 
knelt round the body, weeping bitterly ; but, dismayed by his death, they 
retired without any further effort. 
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THE C11II.<D OF THE FORESTS. 

Is tiot iliy heart far off amidst the woods 

Where the red Indian lays his father’s dust. 

And, by the rushing of the torrent-floods, 

'I'o the Great S|)iiit bows in silent trust ? 

Doth not thy soul o’ersweep the foaming main, 

'I'o jKiur itself upon the wilds again? 

They are gone forth, the Desert’s warrior-race, 

By stormy lakes to track the elk and roe ; 

But vvl^ere art thou, the swift one in the cliase, 

Witn thy free footstep and unfailing bow ? 

Tlieir singing shafts have reach’d the panther’s lair. 

And where art thou?—thine arrows are not there ! 

'I'hcy rest beside their streams—the*spoil is won— 

They hang their spears upon the cypress-bough. 

The night-lires blaze, the hunter’s work is done— 

They hear the tales of old—and where art thou ? 

The night-hres blaze beneath the giant-pine. 

And there a place is fill’ll, that once was thine. 

For thou art mingling with the City’s throng. 

And thou hast ihrown thine Indian bow aside. 

Child of the forests ! thou art boine along 

K\’n as ourselves, by life’s tempestuous tide! 

But will this be ?—anil canst lht>u /are limi ri'-»i?— 

I'liou hadst ihynuitiire on the Desert’s breast. 

Comes not the sound of torients to thine ear. 

From the Savannah-land, the land of streams ? 

Ucar’sl thou not niurniurs which none else may heai ? 

Is not the forest’s shadow on thy ilreams? 

They call—wild voices call thee o’er the main— 

BacU to thy free and boundless woods again 1 
11 ear them not! hear them not!—thou canst not find 
In the far vvilileniess what once was thine! 

Thou hast qiiafl'd knowledge from the founts of mmd. 
Anti gather'd loftier aiiiKtiiid ho|ies divine. 

Thou kiiow’st the souring thought, thi immortal strain— 
Seek not the deserts and the woods again ! . I' 


“'TOURQlJOl EXISTONS-NOUS —VOLTAIUE. 

Doctors, though skill’d in Nature’s laws. 

Are posed to find a final cause 

W^hy first she breathed upon man’s clay. 

And call’d him forth to light and day. 

To man, they ask, can it be given. 

Poor worm, to glorify high Hcavtn? 

Or can Omnipotence remiire 
The nasal pniise of earthly t^uire ? 

And, more presumptuous siill, they task 
The fountain of their breath, and ask. 

Can Providence its business further 
By wars and famine, lust, and muriher,— 
in tears, in sighs and blood dclightina. 

The equal fruits of love and fighting? 

Such are the knotty points and curious 
Which men, by too much love inatle furious. 
Turn on all sides,—as dogs an urchin,— 

Vet gain no truth by all tlieir searching. 
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Their reasoning, like the treaU-iniirs round. 

Covers the same eternal ground. 

And all their steps repeated o’er 
I^eave them—just where they were before. 

Some hold man born to live alone. 

To fast and pray, to sigh c.nd moan j 
Others as sapicntly suppose 
I.ife’s end is seated on the nose, • 

All virtue and perfection stinting 
Within the narrow bounds of squinting. 

So Western sages make it vicious 
When men grow thinking and suspicious ; 

And deem it not a venial slip. 

To look beyond the nose’s tip. 

Some recommend a Spiritual purging 
Of sin, by means of corporal scourging; 

While some would spend our piime’s best age 
In vagabonding jiilgriinage. 

Of strange opinions there’s no dearth— 

Some think our business here on earth 
Is to consume the night’s still noon 
in closest conference with the moon; 

To lly upon the visual wing 
And jiick up news from Saturn’s ring. 

There irc, and surely these ha\c reason, 

Whe; life with mirth and pleasure season. 

I’heic .ire who hold, most indiscreet, 

Tlial life is one perpetual treat, 

A feast, a mere debauch, a revel. 

Ami in haid driiikiiig seek their level. 

The wiser deem the task of man 
On earth is but himselfto scan. 

To help a brother in distress. 

To the great goal of knowledge press, 

T’ enlarge the narrow hounds ol mimi. 

New remedies for evils find, * 

Firmly to guard his eivintiy’s laws. 

And bravely biccil in Freedom’s cause. 

When tin# great cause of life I'd know, 

'Fo such phiioso|)h«rs 1 'd go: 

With them I’d laugh at all those blockheads 
Who for opinion’s sake would knock heads. 

And limit e\ery Christian brain 
To hold, just what their own contain : 

With them I’d think, with tfiem 1 ’d doubt. 

And hope 1 ’d made the ])u/,/,le out, * 

But, since the Fates decree to twine, 

—i— - thy thread of life with mine, 

The sceptic sinks into th® lover; 

Nor care 1 longer to discover 
A better cause why man should be. 

Than simply to exist with thee. 

Reposing on thy faithful breast, 

All doubts for ever sink to rest. 

On thee I gaze, and the bicss’d sight 
Proves that “ whatever is, is right 
While, pleased, I own, howe’er life tend, 

The means must sanctify the end. M. 


The Indian Fakeers sit for d.iyswith their eyes fixed on the point of their no.se. 




( 284 ) 


HAJJT BABA. 

CoKsiDEEiNu the great intercourse that has of late taken place 
between this country and the East, and the appetite of the age for 
literary novelties, it is remarkable that so few works have appeared 
descriptive of Asiatic manners and customs. Among those English¬ 
men who have visited the different countries of Asia, there surely have 
been many of enterprise and acuteness enough to collect facts and ob¬ 
servations, and of talents to combine them into the fascinating form of 
a tale, that, whi]^^% instructed, might fix the attention by affording 
amusement; andy^t, wide as the field appears, we arc aware of but one 
previous attempt thus to introduce the public to a more intimate ac¬ 
quaintance' with the more private and domestic history of the natives of 
the East. 

The cause of this singular deficiency may, perhaps, be traced to the 
still more extraordinary apathy evinced in this country towards every 
thing in general belonging to Asia, 'fhere is, however, no disputing 
with public taste: it is the tribunal where every literary production 
must be judged ; and he who would have his book generally read must 
make it interesting. The interest attendant on jyn-son.il adventure, 
and the identification of the reader with the narrator, by which ho be¬ 
comes an actor in the scenes described, is what appears to have he<'ii 
chiefly wanting in works relating to Eastern subjects ; and it is by thir> 
interest tlic author of the work before us, whom we understand to be 
Mr. Morier, has endeavoured, and we think with much success, to fix 
the reader’s attention to the description he gives of Persian character 
and manners. 

The author of Hajji Baba has evidently had in his view “ Anasta- 
sius,” the well-known and able work of Mr. Hope; and both (the 
former indeed plainly tells us so) have taken as their model our ad¬ 
mirable old school'jipompanion Gil Bias; and though we cannot pro¬ 
mise the lively imagination, exquisite humour, and extensive acquain- 
taneo with human nature of the one, or the nervous style and power¬ 
ful descriptions of the other, the reader wdl lirul in the adventures of 
Hajji Baba, a succession of well-connected and very'amusing incidents, 
related in an unaffected and easy style, and highly characteristic of the 
countries afld people they describe. 

The aiiilior in the character of Peregrine Persic introduces the per¬ 
son whose adventures he relates, in a manner that has so many touches 
of truth and reothty about it, and the scene is so well described, that 
we cannot help believing the incident and all that belongs to it, with 
the exception of the gift of the manuscript, to be “ founded on fact.” 
On his journey homewards frown Persia, while reposing in the post- 
house at Tocat, he is requested to attend a sick Persian, whom he re¬ 
cognizes fts Mirza Hajji Baba, that ho had seen at the Persian court. 
He administers relief, and the Mirza, in gratitude for his recovered 
health, makes the Englishman a present of a manuscript, which he 
tells him contains an history of his own life, and wliich, having re¬ 
marked the curiosity of Europeans on such subjects, he ventures to 
offer as the most acceptable acknowledgement in liis power. The sub¬ 
stance of part of this forms the story now given to the public, of which 
the following is a short sketch. 
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Hajji Baba, the son of “ the chief Barber in Ispahan,” despising, 
like his prototype Gil Bias, the obscurity of his father's profession, de¬ 
termines to see the world, and makes his debut as attendant upon Os¬ 
man Aga, a merchant of Bagdad, with whom he becomes acquainted 
in a caravanserai near his fathei’s shop at Ispahan, and whom he ac¬ 
companies on a commercial journey to Khorasan. Their caravan is, 
however, attacked and plundered by a party of Turcomans, and Hajji, 
as well as his master, arc made prisoners. Hajji contrives to ingra¬ 
tiate himself so much with his new master, Aslan Sultan, that he en¬ 
joys a great degree of liberty, and after some tint#lji so well thought 
of as to be chosen to accompany a marauding expeifition against Ids 
native city, while his cx-master, Osman Aga, is sent into the Desprt 
to feed camels. • • 

The expedition is partly successful; they carry oft’ some cash and 
three prisoners, supposed to be wealthy merchants, one of whom proves 
to be the king’s poet laureate, and Majji is instrumental in saving the 
life of his old father when in the hands of a Turcometn. lie is much 
disgusted, however, at the unfair distribution of plunder which he was 
so greatly the means of securing, and resolves to make Ids escape, but 
is forced to retreat with the party, who on their return through the 
.salt desert, wliile lying in wait for a caravan near the i*oad from 
Tehran to Mushed, encounter the train of one of the princes proceed¬ 
ing to the latter place as governor of the province. Hajji in an evil 
hour seizes this opportunity, and permits himself to* be overtaken by 
his pursuers, but is maltreated and narrowly escapes being put to death 
as a Turcoman, being at the same time robbed of both his money and 
horse. He makes a fridth'ss attempt at regaining his property, but 
finds that justice in Persia never goes the length of restitution. 

He accompanies the cavalcade to Mushed, and is advised by a 
muleteer, with whom he makes friends upon the road, to seek a main¬ 
tenance as a Saku or watoi-carrier, which he per||veres in, till, being 
injured by his exertions, he is forced to abandotf it, and takes to selling 
adulterated tobacco ; in this calling he succeeds to admiration, till he 
bps 'be misfortune to attract the notice of the chief officer of police, by 
whom lie is discovered and undergoes a severe bastinado on the soles 
of Ills feet, which so disgusts him that he quits Mushed as soon as he 
recovers from his bruises, and returns to Tehran. Upoifthc way he 
puts in practice certain tricks he had learnt at -Mushed from a cele¬ 
brated Dervish ; cheats a courier out of hi« horse and despatches, with 
which he reaches 'Pchran, and is in consequence involved in several 
scrapes; hut at last is taken into the service of the king’s chief physician, 
in whose house pass many curious and amusing scenes, and he falls in 
love with a Ciirdish slave, with whom he enjoys a secret intercourse 
for some time. • 

The king, however, visits the doctor, and, being struck with the 
beauty of llajjl's mistress, accepts of lier m a present from her mastci, 
and sends her, to l>e educated as a dancing-woman, to one of bis palaces, 
in readiness for his return from Sultanieh, to the dismay of her lover, 
who anticipates the most dreadful consequences to her and to himself, 
and, having long in secret detested the service of the chief |>hysician, 
determines on quitting it. VVliile he is at a loss what course to pur- 
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sue, an accident procures him admission into the corps of royal e^tocu- 
tioners, in which capacity ho attends tl)e Sliah to his camp at Sultanieh. 

Here, in a contest of roguery, he foils his friend the sub-lieutenant 
of the executioners, gets himself appointed in his room, and accom¬ 
panies his chief and the Serdar, or general of Erivan, on an expedition 
against the Russians, in which the reader will find a curious detail of 
eertain transactions that took place, and some excellent specimens of 
Persian gasconading. 

Hajji rcturns^^'chran along with the king, and his horror and re¬ 
morse are awal^Mp in the strongest manner, not only by finding that 
his unlmppy mi^ess is condemned to death for the crime of being 
found impure within the king’s harem, of which he is the cause, but 
that it falls to his part ollicially tohl'tend at her execution; the circum¬ 
stances of which are depicted with much force and feeling. Smitten 
with despair and almost weary of life, he flies from Tehran, intending 
to visit his native place and retire from the world; but finding he is 
pursued, lie seeks the sanctuary of Fatimeh at Kom, by the advice of 
a Dervish, who accomjianies him thither, where he assumes the de¬ 
meanour of a saint and recommends himself to the chief Mollahs and 
high priest of the shrine, who advise him, too late, to beware of his 
friend the Dervish;—he finds that he has been robbed by that person of 
the little money he possessed, and is left pcnn 3 'l<.'S 3 . His friend the 
high-priest, however, procures his pardon from tlie Shall, who visits 
Kom; and Hajji departs for and reaches Ispahan, poor as when he 
commenced his career, and just in time to close the eyes of his old 
father the barber, who leaves him his heir. Hajji does not, however, 
find himself much the better for this event; and by this time soured with 
the world, lie renounces tlic more warlike professions, and resolves to 
become a man of letters. He applies to his friend the high-priest at 
Kom, who recommends him as a scliolar to a Mollah learned in the 
law, at Tehran, iniprhom lie finds a mixture of hypocrisy and enthu¬ 
siasm, thpt at last leads him to exQtc a jiopular tumult, which ends in 
his being severely punished and turned out of the city by order of the 
Shah. Hajji participates in his disgrace, but' returning in the dusk to 
look after their property, he enters a bath, to whicli at the same time the 
Mollah Baslii, or head doctor of the law, and his master’s chief enemy, 
repairs, supposing himself in private : the Mollah enters the water, in 
which he is seized with a fit and drowned. Struck with affright at the 
prospect of being taken u|i as the Mollah’s murderer, he meditates 
escape, but is rilistaken in the dusk for the doctor, by his servants, 
who conduct liim to the house of tlie deceased, where he goes through 
a variety of adventures, and then loaves Tehran, intending to escape 
pursuit if possible and take shelter in the Turkish dominions ; he over¬ 
takes his master, Mollah NadAn, who, as a means of mutual safety, 
proposes an exchange of garments, by which indeed Hajji escapes pur¬ 
suit, hut the poor Mollah is taken and executed as the murderer of 
the head of the law. 

Hajji, after many hairbreadth escapes, reaches Bagdad, where he 
meets with his old friend and master, Osman Aga, who receives him 
kindly; and with him after awhile he proceeds to Constantinople as a 
merchant of pipc-sticks, where he prospers, and after some time 
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espousea the widow of a rich Emir, who had seen and taken a fancy to 
him. This good fortune, however, does not continue long; puffed up 
with vanity he shews himself in his borrowed plumes to his countrymen 
in the town, who, smitten with envy, find means to give information 
of his true character and station to his wife’s relations; and the result 
is that he is forced to quit his home and property in a worse condition 
than before his marriage. 

Stung to the quick by this misfortune, Hajji betakes himself to his 
stanch old friend Osman Aga, who advises patie|||^. and shews the 
folly of attempting to recover by law, what he by his own 

falsehood and folly; but he nevertheless has rRraurse to Miraa 
Firouz, his countryman, who had lately arrived as ambassador frgm 
the court of Persia to that of the Porte. Here also htf is disap¬ 
pointed, but succeeds in attaching himself, by his usefulness, to the 
Mirza, who places entire confidence in him, and employs him in 
diplomatic affairs. 

Hajji, now acknowledged as the Mirza’s confidential dependant, 
returns with bis patron to court, laden with news; and they are re¬ 
ceived with honour, just at the time when the English embassy, ap¬ 
pointed to counteract the views of the French government at the 
Persian court, had arrived, having discomfited their rivals. A very 
humorous and just view is here given of the opinions of the Persians, 
on the conduct of the two great European powers on this occasion, and 
the determination of that wily government to turn their disputes and 
competition to its own advantage; which is followed by an amusing 
account of the reception given to the English ambassador, and the 
stricturcr made by the natives upon the deportment and conduct of 
the gentlemen forming his suite. 

In consequence of his intercourse, real and supposed, with Euro¬ 
peans, it is then proposed to Hajji, now Mirza Hajji Baha, to accom¬ 
pany Mirza Firouz, appointed ambassador to tl^p Englisli court, in 
the quality of chief secretary; aqd^with his acceptance of thjs appoint¬ 
ment, the present portion of these adventures concludes. 

Such is the plan of^ the story, which affords sufficient scope for 
every kind of description; without any effort at wit, has an unassu¬ 
ming vein of good-humoured pleasantry; and is in general so inte¬ 
resting, that the attention is well kept up throughout. Every incident 
is founded on, or made to illustrate some usage ; every conversation is 
a specimen of their phraseology ; and thetiuthorhas ingeniously intro¬ 
duced upon the scene, a great variety of classes as w€ll as characters, 
which affords scope for depicting the Persian nation fully and faith¬ 
fully. Some of the humour depending on peculiar phrases or turns of 
speech, and even some of the interest which depends on the knowledge 
of particular customs, will no doubt be lost to a large proportion of 
the public: but we will venture to say, that the author, so far as he has 
gone, has perfectly succeeded in presenting a just and lively picture of 
Persian character as well as manners; and we are disposed to com¬ 
pliment him, not only on the acuteness with which he has observed, 
hut the clearness with which he has described the scenes and people 
that have passed before him, for we feel persuaded, that under feigned 
names and connected by an imaginary story, many of the characters 
and events contained in the work before us, are true ones. 
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The author evidently desires to interest by the light, but surely 
pleasing cliarm of playful humour; but there are scenes that prove 
him able, when he chooses, to touch the higher feelings. His hero is a 
rogue, it is true, like the majority of his countrymen, but he is* not 
officiously held up to the reader in a rogue’s most disgusting attitudes; 
and it is no mean praise to say, that there is not in the whole book a 
single passage to shock the most scrupulous virtue. 

The following passage is in a strain which proves that the author 
possesses power^,flf description far beyond what the lightness of his 
style in general Wiuld lead his readers to expect. “ The Shah had re¬ 
turned from Sultanieh, and still remembering the beauty of Zeenab, 
the Curdish slave and Hajji’s mistress, he commands her to appear, 
along with the other dancing women, to welcome his arrival : her con¬ 
dition incapacitates her, hfir frailty is discovered,'and her death instantly 
determined on. Hajji is in a state of the greatest alarm, when a mes¬ 
senger from the Shah's harem comes up to tell him that he is desired 
to repair to the foot of the high tower at the entrance of that place, 
with five men, to bear away a corpse for interment; he is horror 
struck, but forced, as he conceives, by destiny, nerves himself up for 
his dreadful task. 

“ With these feelings, oppressed as if the mountain of Demawend 
and all its sulphurs were on my licad, I went about rny work doggedly, 
collecting the several men who w'cre to be my colleagues in this 
bloody tragedy ; who, heedless and unconcerned at an event of no 
unfrequent occurrence, were indifferent whether they were to be the 
bearers of a murdered corpse, or themselves the instruments of 
murder. 

“ The night was dark and lowering, and well suited to tlie horrid 
scene about to be acted. The sun, unusual in these climates, had 
set, surrounded by clouds of the colour of blopd, and, as the night 
advanced, they rolled on in unceasing thunders over the sum¬ 
mits of Ahe adjacent Albors*. At* sudden intervals the moon was 
seen through the dense vapour, which covered licr again as suddenly, 
and restored the night to its darkness and Solemnity. I was seat'xl 
lonely in the guard-room of the palaCe, when I hoard the cries of tlie 
sentinels the watch-towers, announcing midnight, and the voices 
of th'e" Muezzins from the Mosques, the wild notes of whose chant, 
floating on the wind, ran through my veins with the chilling creep of 
death, and announced to me that the hour of murder was at hand ! 
They were the harbingers of death to the helpless woman. I started 
up,—I could not bear to hear them more,—I rushed on in desperate 
haste, and, as I came to the appointed spot, I found rny five compa¬ 
nions already arrived sitting iiriConccrned on and about the coffin that 
was to carry my Zeenab to'’her eternal mansion. The only word I had 
power to say to them was, ‘ Sfioinl,’ —Ms it done’? to whicli they 
answered, ‘ Ne s/ioud,’ —‘ It is not done to which ensued an awful 
silence. I had hoped tliat all was over, and that I should have been 
scared every other liorror excepting that of conducting tlie melancholy 
procession to the place of burial; but no, the deed was still to be done, 
and I could not retreat. 


* Or Elburz, the range of mountains behind 'I’chran, that separate the Province 
Ma/.cmderan from that of Isak • 
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“ On the conflnes of the apartments allotted to the women in the 
Shah’s palace, stands a high octagonal tower some thirty gez* in height, 
seen conspicuous from all parts of the city, at the summit of which is 
a ^lamber in which he frequently reposes and takes the air. It is 
surrounded by unappropriated ground, and the principal gate of the 
harem is close at its base. On the top of all is a terrace, (a spot ah! 
by me never to be forgotten !) and it was to this that our whole atten¬ 
tion was now riveted. I had scarcely arrived when, looking up, we 
saw three figures, two men and a female, whosc&rms were lighted 
up by an occasion.al gleam of moonshine, that 1H|pc in a wild and 
uncertain manner upon them. They seemed to draglrcir victim between 
them with much violence, w'hilst she was seen in attitudes of suppli¬ 
cation on her knees, with her hands extended, and in all rfie agony of 
the deepest desperation. When •they were^t the brink of the tower, 
her shrieks were audible, but so wild, so varied by the blasts of wind 
that blew round the building, that they appeared to me like the sounds 
of laughing madness. We all kept a dead silence : even my five ruf¬ 
fians seemed moved : I was transfixed like a lump of lifeless clay, and if 
I am asked what my sensations were at the tiftie, I should be at a loss 
to describe them. I was totally inanimate, and still I knew what was 
going on. At length one loud shrill and searching scream of the bit¬ 
terest woe was heard, which was suddenly lost in an interval of the most 
frightful silence. A heavy fall, which imipediately succeeded, told us 
that all was over. I was then roused, and with my head confused, 
half crazed, and half conscious, I immediately rushed to the spot, 
where my Zeenab and her burthen lay struggling, a mangled mutilated 
corpse. She still breathed, but the convulsions of death were on her, 
and her lips moved as if she would speak although the blood was fast 
flowing from her mouth. I could not catch a word, although she 
uttered sounds that seemed like words. I thought she said, ‘ My 
child ! my child! ’ but perhaps it was an illusion of my brain.” 


cXnZON ETTA .FllOM THE ITALIAN, 

Lady, thy hand ere yet we part— 
Think’bt thou another maid can share 
The love that burns within ray heart? 

Then hear me while I (pwear— 

By those eyes whose sweet expressioi^ 
First taught me the impassion’d sigh ; 
By those eyes whose soft confession 
Reveal'd thy young fidelity; 

The heart i gave is Wholly thine. 

Before thy glance subdued j 
Lady! 1 cannot make it mine— 

I would not if I could. 


• A Gez is somewhat less than a yard. 
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THE CIVIC DINNER. 

Thk guests assembled in Budge-row, 

Sir Peter Pruin mumbles grace. 

The covers are removed—and lo ! 

A terrible attack takes place : 

Knives, spoons, and glasses clitter-clattcr. 

None seem to think of indigestions ; 

But all together stuff and chatter. 

Like gluttons playing at cross-questions. 

What's that on Mrs. Firkin’s head ?— 

Roast hare and sweet sauce—wears a wig— 

So Lady Lump is put to bed,— 

. What has sne got ?—a roasted pig. 

Your little darling, Mrs. Aggs— 

A rein-deer tbngue—begins to chatter.— 

How’s little Tommy ?—boil’d to rags ;— 

And Miss Augusta?—fried in batter.— 

I low well he carves !—he *s named by will 
My Joint executor—the papers 
Say Noblet’s coming to fulfil— 

Some mint-sauce, and a few more capers— 

Lord Byron’s cantos—where’s the salt? 

This trifle makes us lick our lips j 
Angel’s syllabubs some exalt. 

But Birch is surely best for whips.— 

Nice chickens—Mrs. Fry must carry 

A tender heart—but toughish gizzard— 

Oo stick your fork in—little Harw 

Knows all his letters down to Izzard.—— 

Lx-sherifl' Parkins— fine calves head— 

What’s your gown made of?—currant jelly • 

Fat Mrs. Fubbs they say is dead— 

A famous buttock—vermicelli— 

Black puddings—pepper’d—dish’d—Bclzoni j— 

A glass of—Probert’s pAn’d with Thurtcll j— 

Lord Petersham—l^ad macaroni;— 

She’s a most loving wlfe—mock-tiirtle.— '■ 

Yes, Miss-—had caught his eye. 

She loved his—mutton-chops—and so 
'I'hey jumped into—a pigeon-pie. 

Some kissing crust—and off' they go. 

I eat for lunch—srhantlkerchicf— 

A green goose—lost at Charing-cross ; 

I seiz’d the rascal—collared beef— 

And we both roll’d in—lohster-saucc. 

St, Ronan’s Well—Sept’s collops—fetch up 
Another bottle, this is flat.— 

The Princess OlixSj—mushroom ketchup— 

His Royal Highness—lots of fat. 

Poor Miss—red-herring—wc must give her 
Grand Signior—turkey dish’d in grease: 

Hand me the captain’s—lights and liver. 

And just cut open—Mrs. Rees. 

So Fanny Mirt is going to marry— 

A nice W^elsh-rabbil^muflins—mummery— 
Grimaldi—ices—Captain Parry— 

end—cri m-con-—('rim Tartars—f!u ni iuei v. 


H. 
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«niMM*B GHOST.—ALMACk’s ON FttlDAY- 
I-ETTEa XVI. 

pecu]i.ir beauty of the British constitution, Sir, consists in 
tMfs,” said an Opposition member to M. Cottu: “ every man, how¬ 
ever humble his origin, may aspire to the highest honours of the state. 
Thus it is that industry and talents are excited: all men feel an in¬ 
terest in the fabric, and therefore no men league to overthrow it.” 
Tlie Senator might have extended his eulogium. ^This aptitude for 
high places is not confined in England to the Senate, me Pulpit, and the 
Bar. The posts of fashion are as open to attack as the office of Lord 
High Chancellor ; and it is not {j little amusing to observe the straits 
to which people of ton are driven to avoid a contact with /m Bourgeois. 
Bath, in the days of Beau Nash, was a resort for the great: so was 
Tunbridge Wells:—the North Parade and the Pantiles are now deserted. 
“ Tlic Moor is at the gate,” and no Christian can be seen there. 
Ranelagh, the ci-derant “ third heaven” of beauties of high life, is 
levelled with the dust. In vain did the Court make it unfashionable to 
be seen there before eleven. Tlie East outbid the West, and would 
not enter till half-after that hour. Fashion withdrew in disgust, and 
Ranelagh perished. A very few' years ago, an Autumn at Brighton 
was by no means an unfashionable affair. But, alas! in rushed all 
Cheapside, with the addition of Dukc’s-place. Coy Fashion took flight, 
and, when the coast was clear, resettled upon the Steine at Christma.*?, 
This had all the appearance of a decisive victory. But not so : hardly 
were her tents pitched, when the populous East “ poured from her 
frozen loins” an army of brokers, brewers, and broad-cloth venders, to 
shiver for a month upon the East Cliff. Old Dixon, of Savage-gardens, 
was destined to be added to the frost-bitten fraternity. His neighbour 
Culpepper, who must likewise follow the fashion, called upon the 
worthy citizen, and found him in a sorry nankin kind of tenement, on 
the Marine Parade, gazing upon vacancy from out a bftw-window 
wliicli let in the winds from three points of the compass, until they in¬ 
flated his carpet Jbto the shape of a demi-balloon. “Well,” said the 
visitor to his host, “ I never tfiought you, of all people, would have 
chosen to put in to Brighton at this time of the year.”-Wl^Idid not 
choose to put in,” answered Dixon, “ I was driven in by strbjw of 
wife.” I really do not know what people^of distinction are to do next; 
for if turkey, chine, plum-pudding, galanie-show.^and twelfth-cake 
will not keep citizens in town, nothing w'ill. To what Libyan desert, 
what rocky island in the watery waste, is high life now to retreat? 
Saint Helena may do, the distance^is too great to allow' of men of 
business frequenting it; they cannot well run down from Saturday to 
Tuesday : but I decidedly think that nothfng short of it w'ill be effectual. 
The Island of Ascension is too full of turtle: the whole court of alder¬ 
men would be there, to a dead certainty. v 

There is a dancing-establishment in King-street, St. James’s-square, 
called Ahnac/r’s. The proprietor of the mansion is named Willis. Six 
lady patronesses, of the first distinttion, govern the assembly. Their 
fiat is decisive as to admission or rejection : consequently “ their nods 
men and gods keep in awe.” The nights of meeting fall upon every 
Wednesday during the season. This is selectioi^fcth a vengeance: 
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the very quintessence of aristocracy. Three-fourtlis even of the nobi¬ 
lity knock in vain for admission. Into this sanctum simctorum, of 
course, the sons of commerce never think of intruding on tlie sacred 
Wednesday evenings : and yet into tins very “ blue chamber,” in the 
absence of the six necromancers, have the votaries of trade contrivetikto 
intrude themselves. 1 proceed to narrate the particulars. 

At a numerous and re-spectahlc meeting of trade’sraen’s ladies, held 
at the King’s-head Tavern in the Poultry, Lady Simms in the chair, it 
was resolved, in order to mortify the proud flesh of the six occidental 
countesses above alluded to, that a rival Almack’s be forthwith esta¬ 
blished, to meet on every Friday evening; that Mr. Willis be treated 
with as to the hiring of his rooms : that the worthy chairwoman, with 
the addition of Lady Browm, Ladj Roberts, Mrs. Chambers, Mrs. 
Wells, and Miss Jones, be appointed-six lady patronesses to govern the 
establishment: that those ladies be empowered to draw a line of de¬ 
marcation round the most fashionable part of the city, and that no re¬ 
sidents beyond that circle be, on any account, entitled to subscriptions. 
The six lady patronesses, who originated these resolutions, dwell in the 
most fashionable part of the city, viz. I^ady Simms, in Cornhill, Lady 
Brown, in ManSionhouse-street, Lady Roberts, in 13irchin-lane, Mrs. 
Chambers, in Throgmorton-street, Mrs. Wells, in Copthall-court, and 
Miss Jones, in Bucklersbury. It is astonishing with what rapidity the 
subscriptions filled; and the governesses of the establishment have 
acted with great circumspection in confining the amusement to none 
but their upper circles. The chief members arc warehousemen and 
wholesale linen-drapers, with, of course, their wives and daughters. 
The original plan was to exclude all retail trades; but, as this would 
have made the ball rather too select, the scheme was abandoned. 
Grocers dealing both wholesale and retail, silversmiths, glovers, 
packers, dyers, and paper-stainers, are admissible, provided their moral 
characters be unimpeachable and their residences be not too Eastward. 
Some discord has ariserif in consequence of black-balling a very repu¬ 
table pawnbroker in East Smithfield. West Smithfield is within the line 
oFdemarcation, but not East; and the exhibitor of thi;eo blue balls, who 
has been thus rejected, complains loudly that he is thrust aside to make 
room for a set of vulgar innholders and cattle-keepers from Smithfield 
in But to squalls like this the best-regulated establishments 

rffre itabl^. The line of (demarcation includes Bow-lane, Queen-street, 
and Bucklersbury, on the South side of Che.apside; and King-street, the 
Old Jewry, and Soint Martin’.s-le-Grand on the north ; but not a step 
beyond. The consequence is, that in the regions of Fore-street, Cripple- 
gate and Moorfields, northw’ard, and in those of Watling-street, Old 
Fish-street and Tow’er-royal, souchward, a great mass of disaffection 
has been engendered. Warvlmotes have been called, select vestries 
have been summoned, and fpccial meetings have been convened ; but 
Almack's on Friday flourishes notwithstanding. In the delivering out of 
subscriptions, I fiavc heal% it w'hispered that some tokens of partiality 
are discernible.* Undue preferences are alleged to be given, which, if 
done in the way of trade, would force the obliged party to refund In's 
debt fot;^ the equal benefit of himself and the rest of the creditors. 
Lady Simms's husband is a lottery-oflice keeper in Cornhill, and “ they 
do say” that young men have but slender prospects of admission if they 
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A (mack's on Fridaij. 

omit to buy their sixteenths at his shop. Lady Brown’s lord and 
master is a wax-chandler in Mansionhouseostreet; let no man who 
hopes to visit Almack’s on Friday seek his spermaceti in any other 
shop. Sir Ralph Roberts is a wholesale ironmonger in Birchin-lane; 

I Ijiave never heard that he is open to corruption in the way of trade; 
but he and Lady Roberts have six grown-up daughters, and the sub¬ 
scriber who fails to dance with them all in one night, may look in 
vain for a renewal of his subscription. Mrs. Chambers’s helpmate is a 
tailor. A rule has recently crept into the establishment that no gentle¬ 
man shall be attired otherwise than in the old school of inexpressibles 
terminating at the knee. , This regulation (which I believe originated 
with Mrs. Cliambrrs) has been productive of much confusion, '('he 
common attire of most of the young men of the piesent dayns trowsers. 
These are uniformly stopped at the door, and the unhappy wearer is 
forced either to retyrn home to redress, or to ^utfer himself to be 
sewed up by a member of the Merchant Tailors’ Company, who attends 
in a private room for that purpose. This ceremony consi^s in doubling 
up the trowsers under the knee, and stitching them in that position 
with black silk : the culprit is then allowed to enter the ball-room, 
with his lower man strongly re.sembling one of those bimad immoveable 
Dutch captains who ply in the long room at the Custom-house. It 
sometimes happens that the party, thus acted upon by the needle, little 
anticipating such a process, has worn white under-stockings, and a pair 
of half black-silk upper-hose reaching but to the commencement of his 
calf. The metamorphosis, in these cases, is rather ludicrous, inasmuch 
as the subscriber reappears with a pair of black and white magpie legs, 
and looks as if he had by accident stepped ancle-deep into a couple 
of ink-bottles. These poor fellows are necessarily forced, by the 
following Friday, to furnish themselves with a new pair of shorts, I , 
am afraid Mrs. Chambers is at the bottom of all this. I have never 
heard of any corrupt motive having been assigned to Mrs. Wells ; and 
Miss Jones is a maiden lady of forty-four, living upon a genteel inde¬ 
pendence. * " * 

About eight o’clock on every Friday evening, during the season, 
(for I assure you the City has iti$ seasons—“ a Negro has a soul, your 
honour*) a large mass of hackney coaches may be seen plying about 
the purlieus of Cheapsidc, the same having been hired ffT iiimtjji our 
City fashionables to the scone of festi\ ity. ^,Pancing commcnws^i^g^^ 
cisely at nine, and the display of jewels ^oiild not discredit ^e parish 
of Marylebone. The large room with the mirror at the lower end is ■ 
devoted to quadrilles. Waltzes were at first proscribed, as foreign, 
and consequently indecent: but three of the six Miss Robertses dis¬ 
covered accidentally one morning, while two of the other three were 
tormenting poor Mozart into an undulatijig sec-saw on the piano, that 
they waltzed remarkably well. The rule ij^enceforward was less rigidly 
enforced. Yet still the practice is rather pouted by the more sober 
part of the community. Lady Brown biwles, and heartily regrets 
that such filthy doings are not confined to Paris : while Lady Simms 
thanks God that her daughter never danped a single waltz in the who/e 
course of her life. This instance of self-denial ought to be recorded, 
for Miss Simms’s left leg is shorter than her right. Nature evidently 
meant her for a waltzcr ot the first water and magnitude, hut philoso- 
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phy has operated upon her as it did upon Socrates. There is a young 
broker named Carter, who has no very extensive connexion, in Mark 
Lane, but he has notwithstanding contrived to waltz himself into a 
subscription. He regularly takes out Harriet Roberts, and, after swing¬ 
ing with her round the room till the young woman is sick and faint, 
he performs a like feat with Jane Roberts, and successively with Betsy. 
The exhibitor of samples, w'hen this is well over, is as giddy as a goose. 
He therefore retires to take a little breath ; but in about ten minutes 
returns to the large apartment like a giant refreshed, claps his Iiands, 
calls out “ Zitti zitti” to the leader of the band, and starts afresh with 
Lucy, Charlotte, and Jemima Roberts, in three consecutive quadrilles. 
The pertinacity of this young man is indeed prodigious. When the 
most experienced quadrillers arc bow,led out of the ring, he may he seen 
spinning by himself, like an Arabian Dervisc. He is no great beauty, 
his head being several degrees too big for his bodjH but this dispropor • 
tion does not extend lower down, for Lady Robots says there is not 
a better-hearted young man in all Portsoken Ward. According to 
rules of the establishment, nobody is admitted after ten o’clock, except 
gentlemen of the common council: their senatorial duties are para¬ 
mount. About* three Fridays ago an odd incident occurred. One 
Mrs. Ferguson and her daughter alighted at the outer door from a very 
clean hackney coach, delivered licr card to Mr. Willis, and svvejii 
majestically past the grating up-stairs into the ball-room. On a more 
minute inspection of the document, it was discovered to he a forgerj'. 
What was to be done ? The mother was sitting under the mirror, and 
the daughter was dancing for dear lifi^ Lady Siimns, Mrs. Wells, and 
Miss Jones (three make a quorum) laid (lieir heads together, and the 
result was a civil message to Mrs. Ferguson, retjuesting her and Iier 
daughter to abdicate. Mrs. Ferguson at first felt disposed to “ shew 
fight," but, feeling the current too strotig, had recourse to supplication. 
This was equally vain : the rule was imperative ; indeed, according 
to Sir Ralph Roberts, as unalterable as the laws of the Sueali, and 
Stertioiis. *'The difference was at lebgth split. A young stockbroker 
of fashion had just driven up frotn Capcl-court in a hackney cabriolet. 
Afamiea u'as consigned to the pcpper-pnd-salt coated driver o'’ ve¬ 
hicle; and Miss Ferguson was allowed to dance her danc' -.ut, Lady 
BrowiuJiB'’'ftfiking to drop her safe and sound in Friday-street in her 
^jlpay'^fomcward, at the cqpclusion of the festivity. 

I’hc managing committee ^nect monthly, at the King’s flead in the 
Poultry, picking,^heir road on a pavement strcw’ed with live turtle, 
“ with what appetite they may.” Precisely at two o’clock Mr. Willis 
makes his appearance, with a large blue bag full of application cards, 
accompanied by proper ccrtificatqs: these latter consist of the portrait 
of the candidates, a stateipent of their stature, age, &c. Each of 
the female candidates sends also her right shoe, to exhibit the size of 
her foot. I doubt whether the latter custom be any thing more than 
Brutum I'uhuen. For certain it is, that I have seen feet at Almack’s 
on a Friday, that never could have passed the ordeal of criticism. The 
gravity with which claims are here discussed, would not discredit a 
meeting of Privy Councillors to debate on the Recorder’s report. 
Little Miss Fifield was recently debated upon. Her residence in 
Bond-court, Walbrook, just placed her out of the select line, or as 
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Lady Roberts denominated it, on the wrong side of the post: and the 
committee were upon the point of passing to the order of the day, 
when Willis, with tears in his eyes, exclaimed, “ Ladies, have mercy 
upon her: she is but young: and her poor uncle, who is now dead 
and gone, kept the Grasshopper tea-shop, at the corner of Paul’s 
Chain.” The appeal was not to be resisted, and little Miss Filield 
got her subscription. It would be unpardonable to omit mentioning 
an incident, which, in the glorious days of immortal Rome, would have 
entitled our Lady Patronesses to six civic wreaths. The Lord Mayor 
of London, at the third meeting in last June, drove up to the door in his 
gorgeous private carriage, but, nof having brought his ticket with him, 
his Lordship was refused admittance, and was constrained to linish the 
evening at half-price at the 'Tottcoham-street Theatre. I liavc alreMy 
mentioned the generating of a lyass of disaffection in the excluded 
fiiuxbourgs. Lady Pontop, the wife of Sir Peter Pontop, a coal-mer¬ 
chant in Tower Royal, is among the loudest of these malcontents. 
I'nis lady, who has been nicknamed the City Duchess, has been heard 
to utter threats about “ knocking up Almack’s,” and mutters something 
about establishing a rival concern. The Lady Patronesses, however, 
laugh to scorn these symptoms of rebellion, and say that Cheapside has 
not lived to these days in comfort and credit, to be bearded by Tower 
Royal ! A slight accident occurred last Friday sc’nnight, which might 
have been attended with heavy effects. Young Carter, the broker, 
was qiiadrilling with .lemima Roberts : he had passed the ordeal of the 
Mount Ida step, wherein the shepherd is destined to foot it several 
seco'uls with three rival goddesses, and had looked as stiff and as 
sheepish as young nnm usually do at that olfort, when he came sud¬ 
denly and unexpectedly, dos-a-dos, against huge Miss Jones, who, 
though denominated a single w’oman, would make three of the ordinary 
size of the softer part of the creation. The consequences were obvious: 
the lady, weighty and elastic, stood 6rm as a rock, and “ the weakest 
went to the wall,” young Caitcr, the slender bBokcr, being precipitated 
head-foremost against the wainsdof. * 

Jlefore the conclusion of the evening’s diversion, the ladies and their 
partiv'rs walk thJ Polonaise round the room. Last Friday evening the 
order oi ‘arch was suddenly impeded. Miss Donaldson, the grocer’s 
daughter, iiaving insisted upon taking precedence of M*i|i^^kson, 
whose father sells Stiltons, that mock the with the .semma(ta«^(^ 
pine apples, at the corner of St. Swiiliiij’s-lahe. The matter was re^ 
ferred to the Patronesses, who gave it in favour of RJiss Jackson, inas¬ 
much as, at dinner, cheese comes before figs. I am aware that certain 
caustic tradesmen, who dwcll^eastward of the magic circle, are in the 
liabit of throwing out sarcasms upop those who choose to go so far 
West in quest of diversion. “ If you must have a ball,” say these crab¬ 
bed philosophers, “ why not hold it at tlSc London Tavern, ox- at the 
George and Vulture, Lombard-street ?” But surely this is bad reasoning. 
If the pilgrim glows with a warmer devotion from visiting the shrine of 
Loretto, well may a Miss Dawson or a Mr. 'Toms move with a lighter 
heel, when kicking ujj a dust upon the very same boards, which, on the 
Wednesday preceding, were.juraped upon by a Lord John or a Lady 
Arabella. 
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At.FAJMA’s LAMENT.’*^ 

Is a dungeon fit home for a queen, 

Wiiere the tl.iy-spring ne’er pours its light! 

Must she in Grenada oime t.ecn 

In the splendour and pomp of a diadem bright— 

In the purple of power and bathed in delight. 

He c.ipti^ed, forsaken, forlorn. 

An object of pity and scorn I 

Beauty, royally, innocence, now 
Alas 1 ye can scrs'c rue no more j 

To the cruel Boabdil 1 bow, ^ 

To the rage of a husband and tyrant, before 
Youth’s lime is gone by or the minutes arc o’ei. 

When life is all hope, and wc think 
Rich draughts withgui limit to dunk. 

Ye Zegris, perfidious and base. 

Ye slaughter'd iny fiicnds unaware; 

Not enough was the blood of their lacc, 

But with tlichu ye daieil pierce with the sh ifi of despair, 
W nil calumny’s -it row a hcait that must hcai 
To bo viclim, in fulness ol u ocs. 

To the viituc and woith of your foes. 

Ye say I’m not true to the bed 
Of ft monster of joaloiijj ; 

TJ’hat love’s flame ioi another 1 'vo fcti , 

But the love of my honour is first love witii me ; 

And if in the tlepihs of my soul there should be 
One blush of ill pass'on conceal’d, 

It shall ever he kept tiimnud’d. 

O Grenada! O my satl home! 

Do thcie none ol thy wariiors remain ? 

Not one that to save me will come 

And enter the lists lor his queen, and regain 

Her freedom once more ^ A'C tliey all with llie slain ’ 

O Mifya, haste tho^ |.o my aid. 

Lest 1 perish btlitd and bctiay’d! 

My country, my parents, my throne. 

Is the morn, the sweet morn of my days, 

Not its hopes and its wishes alone, 

But its mantle of grandeuf, its incense of praise, 
lb T«I)e trod in the earth ? are its glorious rays 
be snom from my royalty’s brow, 

' an5 darken’d as now ? 

'■ r 

Thb wolf keeps bis haunt and his lair, 

The eagle his mountain-nest free. 

The peasant his home, and irttiir 

The birds soar in sianshinc and liberty— 

But thg, pueev of Grenada Is captii'^e, and she 
Mtisi in sorrow and misery lie. 

Or dare, ’reft of honour, to die. 

O Mahomet! wejik is thy ]>ower 
VVhen ittiioccnce suffers in vain ; 

When evil the good ittay detwir— * 

When thou eanst not the itr^iig from oppression restrain 1 

' I abjure thy religion, 1 own not tby reign, 

1 will W'orship a God I can trust, 

> * To‘avenge me the cause of the just. 


• See the history of the last Moorish king of Grenada. 
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THE SPIRITS OP THE AGE,*—NO. IV. 

Sir Walter Scott. 

♦ 

Sir W \i:.ter Scott is undoubtedly tlie ^liost? writer of the 

age—tho “ lord of the ascendant” for th® time teeing. He iS j« 8 ^ half 
what the human intellect is capubte of b#lng yOur taiip'the'aniTefsey 
and divide it into two parts^ he Itndws all tbiit N ia» tSsrn 3 all '^tH^ i| j 
is to be is nothing to hina. His is a mind ** veflccting s^es ^past’^-s-^ii^ 
scorns “ the present ignorant time.” He is ‘‘JIaudator tcmpoips 
a “ prophesicr of things past.” The old world is to Ijim a otow^lM. ‘ 
map; the new one a dull, hateful blank, fie dotes oA , 

ticated superstitions; he shudders at thet shadow of ihdhvaudn. Htii 
rctentiveness of memory,‘'his adcufoulated wdght of prejudice 0/ Ro¬ 
mantic association, have overlaid his other IhcultieB. Tine cells dt his 
memory aie vast, various, full even to bursting with lifeandmottORjl hjs 
speculative understanding is rather flacd^, and little exercised ' 

jeets for the amelioration of his species. His mind recetvesiond trOi|suri^ 
up e\eiy thing brought to it by tradition or custom—^it 
Itaclf beyond this into the world unknown, but mech#tc||l^ luiVnii^s 
back as fioni (he edge of a picjudice. The lapd of abstlapi; i^ttkfn is 
to his apprehension like Van JJttf.n ii’s La^id, bavtpn^ttR^^bte, distant,^ 
a jilafc of exile, the dreary abode of savages, convicts*illd adventurers,' 
Sir Waltpi would make a bad hand of a descriptioft Oj^tlie mtlientiiuni, 
unless he could lay the scene in Scotland five hundred years ago, and 
(lien he wcMild want facts and worm-eaten parchments to support his 
style. Our liistoucal novelist firmlj thinks that nothing ts but what 
bas hten ; that the moral woild stands still, as the material one.wa% 
supposed to do of old ; and that we can never get beyond the po lpa j| ^ 
wheie we aie without utter destruction, though cveryj/^foMr changli^^ 
and will change, from what it was three hundred years 
now- -from what it is no>v to all dint the bigoted admirer of 
old times” most dreads,and hates. * 

h is long since,we read, and long since we thought of our author’s 
poetry, ft would probably haV& gone out of dal:e with the immediate 
novelty, c\ cn if he himself had not made the world f^ffg^ ■< 

to he denied that it had great merit, b(Mh of Hn 
kind. It abounded m vivid descriptions, tR 
and flowing veisification. ButitWhnt^ cfito^acten 
no mark or likelihood.”* It shd but of the mind, ftsHbon as rend. llW 
a river; and would have been forgotten, hut tUht t|^e j^ubllc tUtfiosity 
was fed with ever-new supplie# from (foe same l^uid source. 

It is not every man that can lyjtite qu^rto^^kmaea hi verse, tlmt 
shall be read with avidity, Oven by fastiftidUV^’^iiges. But whae a 
difihrence between (ieir popularity and that of thd’Sloteh Novl&fef It 
is true, the public read and adnii|cd the ** Lay qf the Latt Jk^Iinstrel,*' . 

“ Marinion,” and so on? and eaqb |odividdal Was contented to wadr^ 


* A’ottf l>t/ (he Editot ,—^Tho writer of {tspeir. and llpt rti^ Btlilor, mnet be cea- 

,«idcretl as hci e pt esumin;i to be the crifical arbiter of Sir ■VVatter’a poetry, A jour- 
n,il sneh ns thit. cannot be hiipnorted without tile nid'of writers of a certain (fej^res 
(if t ilvnt, and it is uol possible to modify aU their opinions So as to SaitvfiVeiv 
I'ods s taste. " ^ 

' Oh. X. NO. XL. 
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and admire because the public did : but with regard to the prose-works 
of the same (supposed) author, it is (\mtc a?iothcr-(>in\s>i sen t of thing. 
Here every one stands forw.ard to applaud on his own ground, would 
be thought to go before tlic public opinion, is eager to extol liis favour¬ 
ite characters louder, to understand them better than every body else, 
and has his own scale of comparative excellence for each work, sup¬ 
ported by nothing but his own enthusiastic and fearless convictions. 
It must be amusing to the duthur of iVoveih ij to hear his readers and 
admirers (and are not these the same thing ?’’) quarrelling which of his 
novels is the best, opposing cliaractcr to character, quoting passage 
against passage, striving to surpass each other in the extravagance of 
their encomiums, and yet unable to settle tlie precedence, or to no the 
authors writings justice—so various, so equal, so transcendant are 
(heir merits! His volumes of poetry were reccivcil as fashionable and 
well-dressed acquaintances: vve arc ready to tear the otbers in pieces 
as old friends. There was something meretricious in wSir Walter’s 
ballad-rhymes; and like those who keej) operaw'c weie 
willing to have our admiration shared, and onr taste confumed by the 
town; but the Novels are like the mistresses of our hearts, bone of our 
bone and flesh .of our llcsb, and we are jealous that any one should hr 
as much dcIigl|tb' l»<o r as thoroughly ac(|uaintcd with ilu'ir hoauties as 
ourselves. For^^^Wcli of his poetical heroines would the reader lircak 
a lance so soon as ibr Jeanie Deans ? \Vhat “ Lady of the Lake” can 
compare witli the beautiful Rebi'cca ? We believe the late Mr. .lohu 
Scott went to his death-bed (though a painful and premature one) u itli 
some degree of satisfaction, inasmuch as be bad ]>enned the most ela¬ 
borate panegyric on the Scotch Novels that had as yet appeared ! 'I'ln- 
Lpics are not poems, so inuoh as metrical romances. 'I’herc is a glit¬ 
tering veil of verse thrown over the featmxs of nature and oi‘ old ro¬ 
mance. The deep incisions into ehaiactcr are “ skinned and lilnu'd 
over”—the details are Jost or shaped into flimsy and insijiid decorum ; 
and the truth of feeling and of ciraumstance is translated into a tink¬ 
ling sound, a tinsel co/io^ion-p'nct. It must he owned, there a power 
in true poetry that lifts tlie mind f- nm tiie ground ofre.ality to a higlu r 
.sphere, that penetrates the inert, scAltored, ineohcient m.itenais pie- 
sented to vt, and by a force and insp?l:ation of its own mefts and mould;: 
th*^’.,! into sublimity and beauty. But Sir Walter (we eorili nd, under 
correction) has not this creative impulse, this ])]astic povv<‘r, tins capa¬ 
city of reacting on his materials. He is a learned, a literal, a nuitti i- 
of-fact expounder of truth or fable :t he does not soar above and look 
down upon his sabjeet, imparting his own lofty views and feelings to 
liis descriptions of nature-—ho relies upon it, is raised by it, is one 
with it, or he is nothing. A p*oet is essentially a tmiko ; that is, he 
must atone for wliat he loses in individuality and local rc.semblance by 

* No ! For we met with a younfj l.uly who kept a circulating library iiiul .a inil- 
liner’s-sliop in a w.iteiing-piaee in the country, uho, when we iiif|iiirc(l for tlie 

.Scotch Novels,” spoke itulitTerently about, them, s.iiil they were “so (trytshc 
coulil hiirdly get thr.nigh them,” and recoinnieiide.l us to rend “Agnes.” VVe 
never thought of it before i but wc wmild venture to lay a u-ager that there aie 
many other young l.idies in the same situation, and who think “ Old MoruUty ir’ 
“ dry.” • 

t Just as Cobbclt is a innKci-oJ -Ja* t iraswin-. 
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the energies and resources of his own mind. The u*ritcr of whom we 
speak IS deficient in these last. lie has either not the faculty, or 
the will, to impregnate his subject by an effort of pure invention. TuW 
execution also is mucli upon a par with the most ordinary effusions of 
the press. It is light, agicoable, effeminate, diffuse. Sir Walter’s 
Muse is a irmkrn-anhq'ue. The smooth, glossy texture of his verse 
contrasts happily with the quaint, uncouth, rugged ntatcrials of which 
it is composed ; and takes away any appearance of heaviness or harsh¬ 
ness from the body of local traditions and obsolete costume. We see 
glim knights and iron armour; but then tliey are woven in silk with a" 
careless, delicate liand, and have tlic softness of flowers. The poet's 
figures might be conijiared to old tapestries copied on the finest velvet; 
tbo\' are not like Kapbaefs Cartovm, but they arc very ]i|je Mr. Wes- 
tiill’s drawings, which accompany, and arc intended to illustrate them. 
This facility and grace of execution is tlie more remarkable, as a story 
goes, that not long before the apjieavancc of the “ Lay of the Ijast 
.Miuhtrel,’’ Sii \Yalter (then Mr.) Scott, having, in the company of .a 
friend, to cross the Fruh of Forth in a ferry-boat, they proposed to 
beguile the time by writing a number of verses on a given subject, and 
at the end of an hour’s hard study, they found tliey bad produced 
only six lines between tlicm. It is plain,” said the unconscious au¬ 
thor to his fellow-labourer, “ that you and I need never think of get¬ 
ting our living by writing poetry !” In a year or so after this, he set 
to work, and poured out quarto upon quarto, as if they had been drops 
of vvattM-. As to tlie rest, and compared with the true and great poets— 
what is he to Spenser, over whose inimorial, ever-amiahle verse Beauty 
liov?rs and trembles, and wlio has slicd the purpleligbt of Fancy, from 
his ambrosial wings, over all nature 1 Wliat is there of the might of 
Milton, whose head is canopied in the blue serene, and who takes us 
to sit with liiin tliere i Sir Walter has no voluntary power of com¬ 
bination : .all bis associations (as we said before) are those of habit or 
of tradition. He i.s a merely narrative and descriptive poet, garrulous 
of the old time. The definition o^his poetry is a pleasing superficiality. 

Not so of his “ Nov’^;ls aud RoMANCts.” There we turn over a new 
le.'U-- another and tlie same—the same in matter, but in form, in power 
bow ditfei ont! The Author ofSWavei ley has got rid of the tagging of 
rliymes, the eking out of syllaoles, the .supplying of the 

coioie.^ of stylo, the grouping of his characters, and the rcgvdair^twil) 
of events, and comes to the point at onejj, and strikes at the heart of^ 
his .subject, wiiliout dismay and without disguise. Jlis poetry was a 
lady’s w;iiting-maid, dressed out in cast-olf finery : bis prose is a beau¬ 
tiful, rustic nymph, tliat, like Dorothea in Don Quixote, when she is 
sur|)riscd with dishevelled tresses batjiing her naked feet in the brook, 
looks round her abasliod at the admiration her charms }i.ivc excited. 
I'he grand secret of the author’s succos.s^ti these latter productions is 
that he has completely got rid of the trammels of authorship ; and torn 
olf at one rent (as Lord Peter got rid of so many yards of lace iu tlie 
“Talc of a Tub”) all the ornaments of fine writing and worn-out 
sdhtimcntality. All is fresh, as from tlie band of nature : by going a 
century or two back and laying the|Scene in a remote and uncultivated 
<listrict, all becomes new and startling in the present advanced period. 
Highland manners, characters, .scenery, superstitions, northern dialect 

X " 
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and costume, the wars, the relioion, and politics of llie sixteenth and 
S^^teenth conturiert,givc a charming and wholesome relief to the fas- 
^l^ious reliiieiiieMt ami “ over-laboured lassitude” of modern readers, 
like the elFect of plunging a nervous valetudinaiian into a cold-l)ath. 
The Scotch Novels, for tliib reason, arc not so much admired in Scot¬ 
land as in Kngland. The contrast, the transition is less stiiking. 
iMom the top of the Calton-Hill, the inhabitants of “ Auld Heckie” can 
descry, or fancy they descry, the peaks of Ben Loinoml and the waving 
outline of Rob Roy’s country *. we who live at the southern extremity 
of the island can only catch a glimpse of the billowy scone in the 
descri))tions oftlie anthoi of Waverley. 'fhe mountain air ismost t)racing 
to our languid nerves, and it is brought us in ship loads from the iieigh- 
boitrhood of Abbot’s-Ford. 'J'liere is another circumstance to lie caken 
into the account. In Edinburgh there is a little opposition, and some¬ 
thing of the spirit of cabal between the partisans of ivoiks jiroceeding 
from Mr. Constable’s and Mr. Blackwood’s shops. Mr. Consi'ihle gives 
the highest prices, but, being the Whig book.seller, it is grudged that lie 
should <lo so. An attempt is therefore made to transfer a certain share 
of popularity to the second-rate Scotch novels, issuing fioui Mr. Black¬ 
wood’s shop. This ojierates a diversion, ■which docs not ali'ect us here. 
The Author of Waverley wears the jialni of legendary lore alone. Sir 
Waller may indeed surfeit us : his imitators make ns siek !—It may he 
asked — it has been asked, “ Have we no materials for romance in Eng¬ 
land ? Must we look to Scotland for a supply of whatever is original and 
striking in this kind ?” And we answer, “ Yes!” Every foot of soil 
is with us worked up ; nearly every movement of the social machine is 
calcuhihle. Wc have no room lett for violent catastrojihes ; for gro- 
tcsipie nuaintnesses ; for wi/.avil spells. Tlie last skirts of ignoraiieo 
and barbarism are seen hovering (in Sir Waltei’s pages) over the Bor- 
<ler. We have, it is true, gijJsu s in this countiy as well as at the Cairn 
of Dcrnch ugh ; but tliey live under clijiped hedges, and repo.se in 
camp-beds, and do not^ jierch on crags, like eagles, or take slicller, 
like sea-mew.s, in basaltic, sabteiran»a^’ cavenus. We have heaths with 
rude heaps of stones upon tliein ; hut no existing sujjerstition eonvi'rta 
them into the Cieese of Micklestaiu'-.Moor, eft- sees- n Black Dwarf 
groping among tliem. Wc had a Parifon Adams, not ipiite 'i Inindred 
years ago .. a Sir Roger de Coverk'^, rather more than a liimdred ! 
E\^'n■^ir'^V;^lter is ordinarily ('bligod to pitch his angle (strong as the 
hook is) a hundred miles to the North of the " Modern Athens,” or a 
century back. His last work indeed is mystical, is romantic in nothing 
but the title-page. Instead of “ a holy-water sprinkle dipped in dew,” 
he has given us a fashionable w'atcring-place ; and wc see what he has 
made of it. He must not come down from his fastnesses in traditional 
barbarism and native rusticity: the level, the littleness, the frippery 
of modern civilisation will iif,do him, as it has undone us ! 

Sir Walter has found out (oh, rare discovery!) that facts are better 
than fiction ; that there is no romance like the romance of Veal life ; 


and that, if we can hut arrive at what men feel, do, and say in striking 
and singular situations, the result will be “ ntwire lively, audible, and 
full of vent” tlian the fine-spun cobwebs of the brain. With reverence 
be it spoken, he is like the man who having to imitate the sgueaking of 
a yiig upon the stage, brought the animal under his cloak with him. 
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Our author has conjured up the actual people he has to deal with, or 
as m\ich as lie could get of them, in “ their habits as they lived.” He 
has ransacked old chrotiicics, and poured the contents upon his page ; 
he lias squeezed out musty records; he has consulted wayfaring pil¬ 
grims, bedrid sibyls; he has invok''d the spirits of the air; he has 
conversed v\ith the living and tlie dead, and let them tell their story 
their own way; and by borrowing of otiiors, has enriched his own 
genius with everlasting variety, truth, and freedom. He has taken 
his materials from tlie original authentic sources, in largo concrete 
masses, and not tampered with or too much frittered them away. He 
is only the amanuensis of truth and history. It is imjiossihle to say 
how hue his writings in consequence arc, unless we could describe hflw 
line nature is. All that portion oF the history of his country that he 
has touched upon (wide as the scope is—the manners, the personages, 
the events, the scenery) lives over again in his volumes. Nothing is 
wanting—the illusion is complete. 'I'hore is a hurtling in ilic air, a 
t/ampling of feel upon the ground, as these perfect representations of 
Junn.iu character or fanciful belief come thronging back upon our 
imaginations Wc will merely recall a few of the subjects of his pencil 
to the rcader’.s recollection ; for nothing we could add by ivay of note 
or commendation could make the impression more vivid. 

There is (first and foremost, hecau.se the earliest of our acquaintance) 
the IJaron of Ib'adwardine, .stat.' ly. kind-hearted, xvliimsical, pedantic, 
—and Flora Macivor (whom even vc forgive for her Jacohitism), 
(ho fierce Vich Jai^jjfFohr, and Evan Dim, Constantin death, and Davie 
IJeilatly roasting his eggs or turning his rhymes with restless volubility, 
and the t’vo .stag-hounds that met Waverley, as fine as ever Titian 
painted, or Paul Veronese:—then there is old Balfour of Burley, 
brandishing his .sword and his Bible with fire-eyed fury, trying a fall 
with the insolent, gigantio ifothvvell at tlie 'Change-house, and van¬ 
quishing him at the noble battle of Loudon-I^ill ; there i.s Bothvvell 
himself, drav.n to the life, proud, er/tel, oclfish, profligate, Imt ivith the 
love-letters of the? gentle Alice (written thirty yea.rs holbie) and his 
verses to her mem(:><ry, found in his pocket after lus death : m the same 
volume of “ Old Mortality” is (hut lone liguve m Serijitupg of the 
woman sitting on the stone at thl) turning to the mouiuain to warn 
Burley that there is a lion in his path ; and the fawning Clavci^iouse, 
beaulliul as a panther, smooth-looking, hlood-.spotted ; and the fanatics, 
Macbriar and Miicklewrath, crazed with zeal .'iiid sufl^nings ; and the 
inflexible Morton, and the faithful Edith, who refused to “ give her 
hand to another while her heart was with her lover in the deep and 
dead sea and in “ The Heart of Mid Lothian” we liaveEffie Doans, 
that sweet, faded flower, and ileanie,*her more than sister, and old 
David Deans, the patriarch of St. Leonardos Crags, and Butler, and 
Dumbiedikes, eloquent in liis silence, and Mr. Bartoline Saddle-tree 
and his prudent help-mate, and Portcoiis swinging in the wind, and 
Madge Wildfire, full of finery and madness, and her ghastly mother— 
again, there is Meg Merrilics, standing on lier rock, stretched on lier 
bier with “ her head to the East,” and Dirk Hatteraick (equal to 
Shakspeare’s Master Barnardiiic) and Glosain, the soul of an attorney, 
and Dandy Dininont with his terrier-pack and his pony Dumple, anil 
the fiery Colonel Mannering, and the modish old Counsellor Pleydcll, 
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and Dominie Sampson*—and Rob Roy (like the eagle in his eyry^ and 
BaillieNicolJarvie, and the inimitable Major Galbraith, and Rashleigh 
Osbaldi&tone and Die Vernon, the best of secret-keepers ; and in “ The 
Antiquary,” the ingenious and abstruse Mr. .Jonathan Oldbuck, and 
the old beadsman, I’.dic Ochiltree, and that preternatural figure of old 
Edith Elspieth, a living shadow, in whom the lamp of life had been long 
extinguished, but that it is fed by remorse and deepening recollections, 
and that striking picture of the effects of feudal tyranny and fiendish 
pride, the unhappy Earl of Glenallan; and the Black Dwarf, and 
his friend Habbie of the Heughfoot, the cheerful hunter, and his 
cousin, Grace Armstrong, fresh and laughing like the morning; and 
the *• Children of the Mist,” and the baying of the hlood-hound that 
tracks their steps at a distance (the hollow <Jchoes are in our ears now,) 
and Amy and her hapless love and the villain Varney, and the deep 
voice of George of Douglas that addressed these words to Mary 
Queen of Scots-—“ Your Alajesty wished for Rosabel to assist you in 
your flight, and Rosabel is here!”—and the immoveable Balafre and 
Master Oliver the Barber, and the quaint humour of “ The Fortunes of 
Nigel,” and tlic comic spirit of “ Pevcril of the Peak,” &c. &c. &c. 
What a host of associations ! What a thing is human life ’ What a 
power is that of genius! What a W'orld of thought and feeling res¬ 
cued (almost) from oblivion ! How many hours of icholcsome heartfelt 
amusement has our author given to the gay and thoughtless ! How 
many sad hearts has he soothed in pain and solitude ! It is no wonder 
that the public repay with lengthened applause aiii| gratitude the plea¬ 
sure they receive. He writes as fast as they can read, and lie does not 
write himself down. He is always in the public eye, and tliey do not 
tire of him. His worst is better than any other person’s best. His 
hackgroitndt, (and his latter works are little else but backgrounds cajii- 
tally made out) are more attractive than the principal figures and most 
complicated actions of other writers. His works, taken together, are 
almost like a new edition of humao nature. This is indeed to be an 
author! 

The political bearing of the Scotch Novels*hae*>been a considerable 
recommendation to them. They ai;.^a relief to the mind, rarified as it 
has been with modern philosophy,! and heated with ultra-radicalism. 
At a time also when we bade fair to revive the principles of the Stuarts, 
it was interesting to bring us acquainted with their persons and misfor¬ 
tunes. The candour of Sir Walter’s historic pen levels our bristling 
prejudices on tliis score, and sees fair play between Roundheads and 
Cavaliers, between Protestant and Papist. He is a writer reconciling 
all the diversities of liuiiian nature to the reader. He does not enter 
into the distinctions of hostile lects or parties, but treats of the strength 
or the infirmity of the haman mind, of the virtues or vices of the 
human breast, as they are to be found blended in the whole race of 
mankind. Nothing can shew more handsomely, or be more gallantly 
executed. There was a talk at one time that our author was about to 
take Guy Faux for the subject of one of bis novels, in order to put a 
more liberal and humane construction on the Gunpowder Plot, than 

* Perhaps the finest scene in all these novels is that where the Dominie meets his 
pupil Miss Lucy the morning after her brother’s arrival. 
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our “ no Popery” prejudices liave hitherto permitted.* Sir Walter is a 
professed durijitr of the age from the vulgar and still lurking old- 
English antipathy to Popery and slavery. Through some odd process 
of servile logic, it should seem that in reviving the claims of the Stuarts 
by the courtesy of romance, the House of Brunswick are more firmly 
established in point of fact, and the Bourbpns, doubtless, become legiti¬ 
mate ! In any odier point of view, we cannot possibly conceive how 
Sir Walter imagines ” he has done something to restore the declining 
spirit of loyalty" by these novels. His loyalty is founded on would-be 
treason : he props the actual throne by the shadow of rebellion. Does 
he really think of making us enamoured of the “ good old times” by 
the faithful and harrowing portraits he has drawn of them ? Would 
he carry us back to the earlv^aacs of barbarism, of clanship, of *the 
feudal system, as “ a consummation devoutly to ■ be w'ished ?” Is he 
infatuated enough, or does he so doat and drivel over his own slothful 
and self-willed prejudices as to believe that he will make a single con¬ 
vert to the beauty of Legitimacy, that is, of lawless power and savage 
bigotry, when he himself is obliged to apologise for the horrors he de¬ 
scribes, and even render his descriptions credible to the modern reader 
by referring to the authentic history of these delectable times ?• He 
is indeed so besotted as to the mojral of his own story, that he has even 
the blindness to go out of his way to have a fling at jiints and dungs 
(the contemptible ingredients, as he would have us believe, of a modern 
rabble) at the very time when he is describing a mob of the twelfth 
century—a mob (one should think) after the writer's own heart, without 
one particle of modern philosophy or revolutionary politics in their 
composition, who were to a man, to a hair, just v\bat priests and kings 
and nobles h i them be, and who were collected to witness (a spectacle 
proper to the times) the burning of the lovely Rebecca at a stake for 
a sorceress, because she was a Jewess, beautiful and innocent, and the 
consequent victim of insane bigotry and unbridled profligacy. And it 
is at this moment, when the heart is kindled and bursting with indig¬ 
nation at the revolting abuses of shlf-constituted power, that Sir Walter 
stops the press tc^ave a sneer at the people, and to put a spoke, as he 
thinks, in the wnpel o't’ upstart innovation! This is what lie "calls 
backing his friends”—it is thus^e administers charms and philtres to 
our love of Legitimacy, makes us conceive a horror of all reform, 
civil, political, or religious, and would fain put down the " Spirit of the 
Age.”' The author of Waverley might jiwt as well get up and make a 
speech at a dinner at Edinburgh, abusing Mr. MatfcAdam for his im¬ 
provements in the roads on the reasoning that they were nearly impassa¬ 
ble in many places " sixty years since or object to Mr. Peel’-s " Police, 
Bill,” by insisting that Hounslow4Heath was formerly a scene of 
greater interest and terror to highwaymen, and travellers, and cut a 
greater figure in the Newgate Calendar, tiian it does at present. Oh ! 
Wickliff, Luther, Flaitipden, Sidney, Somers, mistaken Whigs, and 
thoughtless Reformers in religion and politics 5 and all ye, whether 
poets or philosophers, heroes or sages, inventors of arts or sciences, 
patriots, benefactors of the human race, enlighteners and civilizers of 
the world, who have, so far, reduced opinion to reason and power to 

* “Ami here we e.innut hut ih’nik,” &c. on to “the rcniaiiKter of this deserq)- 
tiou.” See [»p. 154-5, second volume of Ivauhoe, near the cud of Chap. IX. 
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law, who are the cause that wo no longer burn witches and heretics at 
slow fires, that the thumbscrews are no longer applied by ghastly, 
smiling judges, to extort confession of imputed crimes from sufierers 
for conscience sake, that men are no longer strung up like acorns on 
trees without judge or jury, or hunted like wild beasts through thiekets 
and glens, who have abated the cruelty of priests, the pride of nobles, 
the divinity of kings in forrncr times, to whom we owe it that we no 
longer wear round our necks the collar of Gurth the swineherd and 
of Wamba the Jester, that the castles of great lords arc no longer the 
dens of banditti from whence they issue with fire and sword to lay 
waste the land, that we no longer expire in loathsome dungeons with¬ 
out knowing the cause, or have our right hands struck off’ for raising 
theth in sclf:defcnce against wanton ,in^|t, that we can sleep without 
fear of being burnt in our beds, or travel without making our wills, 
that no Amy llobsarts are thrown dowm trap-doors by Uichard-Varneys 
with impunity, that no Red-reiver of Westburn Flat sets fire to peaceful 
cottages, that noClaverhouse signs cold-blooded death-warrants in sport, 
that we have no Tristan the Hermit or Petit-Andri* "rawling near 
us like spiders, and making our flesh creep and our hearts sink within 
us at every moment of our lives ; ye who have produced this change in 
the face of nature and society, return to earth once more and beg par¬ 
don of Sir Walter and his patrons, who sigh at not being able to undo 
all that you have done! Leaving tliis question, there are two other 
remarks which w'e wished to make on the Novels. The one was to 
express our admiration at the good-nature of the mottoes, in which tiic 
author has taken occasion to remember and quote almost every living 
author, whether illustrious or obscure, but himself—an indirect argu¬ 
ment in favour of the general opinion as to the source from which 
they spring ;—and the other w'as to hint our astonishment at the inmi- 
merable and incessant instances of bad and slovenly English m them; 
more, we believe, than in any other works now printed. We should 
think the writer could not possibly read the Manuscript after he has 
once written it, or overlook the press.* 


POETICAI. SCKNvfs.—1^0. H. 

THE ASTROLOGER,' 

o 

Chaml'cr vi Ihr house of CorncUus /If'/ijtjw. | 

Blaise (au old Steward), Andreas (a Servant.) 

BUtise. When I am rich, and pile mine Indian gold 
In warcliouses and cellars till they choke, 

(Dost hear, friend ^Andreas J)—mark me I 
And. O rich lord ! 

Blaise. 1 ’ll have thee for my parasite,—thee. 

And. ^ O rare J 

Blaise. Tlion shalt go arm’d,—arm’d to the heel, and fight— 
A7td. Slay,—slay, your worshiji. 

Blaise. What, knave, canst not fight? 

And. Can 1 ? ask Lappo, else : but shall I shame 
My calling, master ? ’tis to salve, not cut. 
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BUAse. 

And. 

Blaise. 

And. 

Blaise. 


And. 

Blaise. 


Lappa. 

Blaise. 

Ltippv. 

Tilaist 

happo. 

And. 

Blaise. 

And. 

Blaise. 


And. 

Lappa. 


And. 


Blaise, 


V- 

Lappa. 

Blaise. 


Agiip. 

Blaise. 


Afrrip. 

Blaise. 


Ag7ip. 

Blaise. 


The Astrologer. , 

True, marry, true : thou shall bo cook,—perhaps. 

I ’ll lard your sides. Sir; trust me. 

We’ll be kings. 

O’ the pantry ! (tiside. 

Wc’ll be emperors—-stay, /only: 

Thou shall be great, but less. 1 ’ll have no stewards ; 
For all are cheats. 

1 know it. 

They wring poor tenants 
Till they sweat bribes ; they iniilcl the jich : they milk 
All purses, and leave honest Hope to starve : 

1 *11 none.—Who’s here i 


[LaiA’O enters.'j 


• ’Tis 1. 

l.appo, my child. 

Come hither. What want’st thou, jLappo ? 

Sir, I ha’ got 

i^ oinc coin, here,—fifty good—three bad—stay—fifty— 
I’roublc thy brain not, Lappo : what wouhrsl buy ? 

They’ve cost me ten yeais’ |)iuching. D’ye think, your worship. 
Our conjuror here would sell me a piece o’ fortune ? 

Ay, marry, an acre j—if our master bids. 

I’ll ask him, Lappo. 

Ha ! Be joyful, Lajipo. 

Wilt have a piece o’ the hluc ? or cramiu’d with stars ? 

Hush! planets, Andreas, planets.—Iwilldo’t, 

My Lappo : Thou shall have Aquarius’ drops. 

Gold, gold. 

Or a horn o’ the ram. Sir ? 

No, no, no. 

1 'll ncnc V the ram, your worship j none o’ the horns. 

My wife’s a quarrellcr, 

Ha, ha, ha 1 poor Lappo. 

I know her, your worship: ’lis a tyrannous shrew. 

She talks in a gallop,' 

, . Ha 1 we’ll mend thy fortune, 

Poor^app# j thunk the stars ; So—Ha ! he comes. 


\ 

Riyr 


■[AoRlrPA enters."j 

Good morrow to your fortunes. *Sdca(.h i who’s here ? 
'Tis only Lappo. ^ 

(aside) ’I'is a poor sofl creature. , 

H’as saved some fifty coin, and would buy Tuck. 

He ’ll pay thee, Icaru’d Agrippa, like a wit. 

Belter we’ll hope : their coin is stamp’d by air. 

Words, words ; no more. Sir. 


H.|, ha, ha J 'tis good, 
’Tis good, by Venus. Is not Venus mine f 
Thy star, thy planet. 

Listen. This learn’d sage 
Saith, Venus—queen of hearts, queen of blue eyes. 
And rosy cheeks, and dimples, smiles on me. 

And she has a—what ? 


A satellite. 

Ay, ne’er known 

'J'ill I did invade the stars. ’Tis Plutus, Sirs, 

Yoiit god of ducats .and pistoles; which means 
That love and luck (with me) do run together. 
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And. (Sf Lap. O rare ! O rare ! 

IJlfusc. Al), lia! is ’t rare ? Now, Laj>po, 

Open the inoulh o’ ihy bag, and bid it speak. 

Affrij). Now, friend, thy wisli ? 

l,uppo. J—oh !—I’d have —h mill. 

Jilaiic. A—what ? O fool!—^’Fake fortune by the ears. 


Agiip. 


Voice ivithout. 


Room ! roojn ! make room ! 


Pray heaven no spies. 


What’s this ?—quick, stand aside. 


tVifali. 




[Lord Surrey and Sir Thomas Wyatt <«/«•.] 

9 

tVijutt. Now, which is the cunning man ’ 

A^iip. 1 am Agrippa. 

IVijutt. If thy l)caid speak true, 

’T has fed on a world of\vi?uers. Ilaik yc. Sir; 

My friend here, a brave knight, would kill an hour. 

You’ve tricks, Sir? 

Aiiiip. CasicieJ ’'i'i'. Loid Surrey.—Sir, no trick. 

1 bare the future— 

fVi/att. Ay, ay, •thou unliood’at the stars, 

Shew’st their bright eyes, and so forth. 

1 havcaglas-. 

Wherein, as in a dream, jiast days a|)j)ear, 

Ry dint of magic ; and the absent shines 
Like a thing clear before ye : You shall sec ’(. 

Sirs, 1 ’ll return. [P.xii. 

lyi/ulL He quick. Sir. Now, my I.ord, 

Wc’ll mask our face in wonder, lest this quack 
Doubt our belief. 

.V«/)cy. The ki lave has a shiewil lot)k. 

fVyuli. A rich look,cfor he li\cs by’t. 

(yt cur laic is diawn up, a ail a minot appftus ) 

Siiiri'j/. Ila! what’s here? 

A blank !—Is this his magic ? * 

fj'yaft. _ Ay, what else ? 

Si/niy. Slay! stay! a mass of cloijii quits the dull surface. 

■dp^rip. (i ritciuij^) \Vh.rt sec yon. Sir? 

Sinrcy. Rackwards methinks 1 look, (A picluic issi cnin Ihc glass.) 
As on a dream wj^ich once enrich’d my slccju 
’Twijs then, as now, 1 saw two shapes like these. 

Figured in stone, and quaint. A thousand years 
Had Hung its melancholy light upon them : 

Winter had died—and died, and Spring and Autuinu: 

And yet they stood, akvc, young as the dawn. 

Agiip. Look ouce again. What see'st thou now ? 

(The .scnic chu ng Cs.) 

Suiicy. 1 see 

A wilderness of marble, lost in cloud ; 

Pillars, pyramidal heights (over whose heads 
Cioes sw'ceping darkness) and enormous fanes. 

Tombs, and strange buildings, (one which stands alone 
A town of towers,) Osirian aqueducts, 

A ivaste of interminable .sands—’tis gone ; 

'J’hou art too quick. 

H-'yali. (unde) Faith, ’tis a clever knave. 

(Vloicnrc is seen ) 


Saucy. 
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O 


Sumy. 

IVyutt. 


Surrey, 

JFijatt. 


Surrey, 


iFi/fitl, 

Sinrey. 

JFyull. 

Siiney. 


ff'yatt. 

Surrey, 

IFyatt. 

Wyatt, 

Surrey. 

Wyatt. 


Ha! Florence! 

By Jove, Vw Florence, as thou say’st. 

There’s the blue river with its striding bridge ; 

Look ! look i there’s Piero’s house—and there Giraldo’s— 
And that’s the Abati’s—look ! and there’s a statue 
Of gloomy Dante in the sunny street:— 

’Tis plain as day. (A room is seen.) 

^^’hat’s here — /ler chand>er 1 

Now, by Mercury, 

Thou hast some brains, Agrippa. Albeit thy trade 
Re but a juggle, thou dost juggle well. 

Your friend thinks better. Sir. 

Thine art unfolds 
The gates of doom, and I see all my hopes. * 

Look ! wlicrc she lie*. Was sleep e’er fed like this ? 

Upon her warm white breast and amorous lip 
Sleep preys, yet not consumes. The painted rose 
Shrinks in compare, hiding its crimson heart. 

And the pale queen of flowers forsakes her throne. 

Look' she breathes incense, and the Persian silks 

Flush’d M a thousand dyes, catch love—and live ! ' 

See where her sandall’d foot comes pcej)ing forth, 

And her full breast swells from the goltfen zone. 

Into whose whiLciiess (a soft heaven) descend 
The serpent-ringlets, black as night,—look 1 look ! 

(> Geraldine! fair dream ! not fairer wast thou 
When I ran tilting at the Florence ring, 

And bore upon my spear the fame o’ the day. 

Crown’d with thy rose-red favours. 

Sec, she moves. 

Rare li. ib- ! How airily motion stirs! She wakes. 

Now look upon the light, thou infidel. 

Look on her, and be great:—’Tis Geraldine. 

If thou dost shoot thine arrowy wit again. 

Never hope Heaven, but die. Is #he not fair ? 

A pretty girl, for certain. 

What, Sir?—’Sdeath! 

If yiptby’jvorld of witches thou hast one. 

Rut ofie —whose swarthy brow shall stand the sun 
Near her—an iustai(|t—^look ! 1 give her to thee. 

O ihou transcendanPone! Wisdom grows mad 
To look on thee. What lives there, Fast or West, 

In fable or history, which is now not poor 
Reside thy wealth of beauty? O thou paragon 
Of Surrey’s heart, mistress—and crown’d*dcsirc 
Of all his dreams! Star of his hope,—set not! 

She fades,—she fades. 

Slay, sirrah : 1 ’ll enrich thee. 

Stay!-There is nothing. Have I dreamt to-day ? 

’Tis plain, we have smelt poppies. Here, Agrippa. 

We pay thee for thy pictures. 

Noble knight! 

If thou wilt bring thy friend again, at dusk. 

He wpill see things shall touch him. 

We may try thee. 

Now, my Lord, let us go: the day is dead, 

Agrippa, wc will face thy glass again. 

Sliall I still doubt him ? 

No; he juggles well. 
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Is tliv mind gone, or dost thou worship shadows 
Awake I— 

Surrey. On nights like these,—^less calm perhaps. 

Sea-girls and fashions from the deep (unlike 
Us of this world, yet fair) come np, with locks 
Bedabbled in the ooze, and round their necks 
Wearing green stones and shells and ocean flowers. 

And then they weave strange songs, and while they sing 
The sailor trembles in his tossing home, 

And winds awaken, and the West grows dark 
Before their incantations. Some (men say) 

Will haunt near vessels sleeping on the seas. 

And load the night-air with sad human tones. 

Until the soul is taken by jnty. Ay— 

Smile, Sir. O fetter not your rebel mirth. 

You were, of old, a riotous infidel. 

Beauty and Love, Death and the Poet’s dreams 
Are all beyond thee. 

IVyatt. Sparc me.—Let us go. 

Surrey. Be it as you will. Farewell, most learn’d Agrippa, 

I’ll look upon thy wondrous glass again. 

Take this— (f(ivesgold) —Keej) Suircyin thy ineimny 

Agiip. Farewell, sir knight I Farewell, piiuccly Surrey! 

[ZiaeM/i^. j 


STATE OF PARTIES IN DUBLIN.^ 

In a Third Tetter to <i Friend. 

I coNCLUDEB my last letter with the achievements of Lord Wellesley 
at the Beef-steak Club, and turn from the noble Marquis to a person 
who not long since enjoyed much more substantial power than the pre¬ 
sent Lord Lieutenant of Iificland. Mr. Saurin, who for more than fif¬ 
teen years had exercised an authority little short of absolute dominion, 
had been removed from office with such pereinjitory haste, as almost 
amounted to disgrace. The support given by Mr. PTttnket to the Six 
Acts'inadc the cabinet over-willing to accede to the stipulations of the 
Grenville party, that he should be restored to the situation lor which 
he had displayed so many unequivocal requisites. Saurin was promptly 
sacrificed. Few men are mor^ sensitive than this virulent politician, 
■ . .. —---- 

• I have been informed that, not Mr. Murphy himself, hut some of his friends 
have greatly complained of the allusion contained in my last letter to one of the 
political incidents in that gentleman's life. If my motives in making that allusion 
were even as uncharitable as it appears tltfey have been charged to be, 1 might still 
reply that Mr. Murphy has made hiinsclf conspicuous in public life, and that occa¬ 
sional animadversion is the inevitable price which public men must consent to pay 
for their notoriety;—but 1 have too much respect for the individual in question, and 
for those who I understand have complained on his behalf, to re.sort to tlii.s hack¬ 
neyed justification. It is easier and fairer to declare at once, that if offence has been 
taken, none was intended. The political sentiments and conduct attributed to Mr. 
M. at a period of great danger and distraction, would equally apply to many emi¬ 
nent Irishmen, with whose principles it cannot be matter of reproach to say of any 
man that he was associated ;—and if the subject was glanced at in a tone of incaii- 
tious levity, it was because the writer was little conscious of putting forward an 
accusation, imagining that the party concerned, from his known urbanity and 
good sense, would be among the nrst to join in the smile which the allusion might 
provoke. 
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who carried into his retirement those deep and d^rk emotions which, 
however hidden by a superficial congelation in characters so externally 
cold as his, do not boil and fret with the less vehemence from being 
secret and unheard. Even in prosperity his mind had manifested its 
vindictive tendencies. All the long sunshine of fortune could not 
make it completely bright, or divest it of its gloomy and monastic hue. 
When placed upon the top of provincial power, and virtually the Procon¬ 
sul of Ireland, he exhibited a strange inveteracy of dislike to all those 
who attempted to thwart his measures. If this spirit could not refrain 
from shew'ing itself, when every circumstance contributed to allay it, 
his political disasters impelled it into new activity and force. Few in¬ 
deed will deny that the ignominy, and I may add the wrong, which he 
had sustained at the hands of llfose to whom he had made the ill-re- 
ouited sacrifice of his old repuUican opinions, was calculated to gall 
apathetic nature. He had been discharged, like a menial, 
without no’ -ce, to make room for the man towards whom he had long 
entertained a political and almost personal aversion. Yet he endea¬ 
voured to carry a sort of dignity into his retreat, and, w’rapping himself 
in cue cloak of principle, exclaimed “ Mefi virtute me involve.” The 
mantle w-.s a little tarnished, nor was it difficult to discern the 
writliings of the wounded politician underneath. Even this thin and 
threadbare covering was soon after torn away. His famous epistle to 
Lord Norbury was discovered. There is in Ireland a kind of Spartan 
notion of criminality. It is not so much the perpetration that consti¬ 
tutes the ofibnee, as the discovery, d’he detection of this document, 
in which an Attorney-general had taken upon himself to exhort a Chief 
Justice to employ his judicial influence in the promotion of a political 
purpose, created universal surprise. Few could persuade themselves 
that a man so conspicuous for his wily caution, could have thus com- 
nn’tted himself with the facetious Chief Justice of the Common Pleas. 
When the letter was first spoken of, the partisans of Mr. Saurin ex¬ 
claimed that it was a rank forgeyy; but when it was actually produced, 
and it became evident that it was written in the official autograph, they 
stood amazed. Xkis ^jpfortunate disclosure of the system upon which 
his government had been carrieij on, tended not a little to augmenUhe 
gall which so ^any circumstance had conspired to accumulate; and 
when the vx-officio proceedings were instituted by his successor, no 
man was more vehement than Mr. Saurin in his reprobation of the high 
prerogative proceeding. He protested (find he is in the habit of en¬ 
forcing his asseverations by appeals to the highest luitliority, and by 
the most solemn adjurations) that in his opinion the conduct of Mr. 
Plunket was the most flagrant violation of constitutional principle 
which had ever been attempted. H6 seemed to think that the genius 
of Jeffries had by a kind of political metempsychosis been restored in 
the person of William Cunningham Plunket. He became so clamorous 
in his invocations to liberty, that he almost verified the parable in the 
Scriptures. The demon of Whiggism, after a long expulsion, seemed 
to have effected a re-entry into his spirit, and to have brought a seven¬ 
fold power along with it. He was much more rancorously liberal than 
he had ever been, even at the period of his hottest opposition to the 
Union. Little did he think, in this sudden but not unaccountable 
paroxysm of constitutional emotion, that his own authority would be 
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speedily produced iis a precedent, and that his great rival would find a 
shelter under the shadow of so eminent a name. It was not, however, 
to convivial declamations that his invectives were confined. The press 
was resorted to, and a pamphlet entitled “ A Year of Lord Wellesley’s 
Administration” appeared. It was written with skill, but without 
power. It was destitute of real eloquence, but exhibited that species 
of dexterity which a veteran practitioner in Chancery might be ex¬ 
pected to display. It was believed that if not actually written by 
Saurin, he supplied the materials. The poison was compounded by 
other hands. Tins book was a good deal read, but owed its circula 
tion rather to the opinions which it inculcated, than to the language i i 
which they were conveyed. Having succeeded in exciting the publu 
mind to an adequate tone of irritation, Mr. Saurin resolved to push iiis 
attack into his enemy’s territory, and to invade him in the House of 
Commons. The selection which he made of one of hi.s instruments for 
this purpose was a little singular. His oratory illustrates a phrase of 
the satirist, “tenero supplantat verba palato.” The spirit of Sau’-m, 
however, breathed some of its masculine nature into his soul, and he 
exhibited a sort of Amazon intrepidity in his encounter with Mr. 
Plunket. His coadjutor was more appropriately chosen, and a certain 
noble Lictor was felicitously selected for the scourging of the Attorney- 
general. That the latter was guilty of some indiscretion in revenging 
the alfront which was offered to the viceregal dignity, his firmest advo¬ 
cates do not now dispute. lie was jirohubly actuated by an honest 
desire to pierce into and disclose the penetralia of Orangeism, but this 
object he might perliaps have attained without committing the rioters 
for high treason against the representative majesty of the noble Mar¬ 
quis. He lent himself not a little to the personal exasperation of that 
distinguished nobleman. Lord Wellesley regarded the Bottle affair not 
only as a violation of his honour, but as an attempt upon his life. It 
has been happily observed in a very excellent pamjddet, written by 
Mr. Aineas M'Donncl (the author c^f the Letters of Hibernicus, in 
the Courier), that in the year 1817 Lord Wellcsioy had, in a speech in 
the House of Lords, expressed a hope that ttie Ministers would not 
alWw themselves to be frightened with glass hottJes. He now looked 
with no ordinary awe upon these yitreous engines of destruction. 
Death appeared to have been uncorked, and like Asmodeus in Le Sage’s 
novel, who rises in smoke from the mysterious phial of a conjurer, the 
king of terrors ascended updh the imagination of his lordship in the 
foam of porter altd the exspuitions of ginger-beer. The illustrious 
statesman beheld the Parcaj seated in the front row of the upper gal¬ 
lery. Nor was this conviction of treasonable intent confined to the 
viceregal bosom. The whole Prhvy-conncil, with one exception, parti¬ 
cipated in his apprehensionsfwith a courteous feeling of sympathetic 
complaisance. It is said, indeed, that a single person. Doctor llad- 
clifte, the Judge of the Prerogative Court, and who as such holds a 
place in the Irish cabinet, remonstrated against the committal for high 
treason. Ilis voice was however too still and small to be attended to; 
and mere ruffianism was exaggerated into formidable guilt. Mr. 
Plunket accordingly undertook a task, to -which, with all his talents, 
the event proved him to be unequal. He had not only to contend with 
a certain rashness that constitutes a predominant feature in his cliarac- 
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ter, but with a previous indisposition, which was fulK^'as much personal 
as political, that was created against himself. He has no party in the 
country. He lias not the talent of attaching men to his interests by 
the strong ties of individual regard. Saurin is in this particular essen¬ 
tially his superior. The unaffected affability of the latter, which is 
wholly free from “ enforced ceremony,” has secured to him tlie strict 
adhesion of his political partisans, and tended in some degree to miti¬ 
gate the hostility of his opponents. The manners of Mr. Plunket are 
peculiarly impolitic and unhappy. It is said that the authoritadve fri¬ 
gidity of his demeanour is the result of mere hccdlcssness. But what 
business has a statesman to be heedless? The austerity of his occa- 
"'onal recognition is not a little annoying to the self-respect of the in- 
d;viduals who chance to fall within the scope of his unobservant vision. 
It may be figuratively as well as.literally said, that he is short-sighted. 
It was the sagacious Alva, 1 think, who said that he could purchase a 
man with a touch of his bonnet. Mr. Plunket seems generally indis¬ 
posed to pay even this low price for a commodity which is at once so 
valuable and so cheap. Yet upon occasion, and when he has some 
immediate object in view, he assumes a sort of clumsy condescension. 
His temporary politeness is like a new gfrrment that sits uneasily upon 
him. At the approach of a college election the film is gradually re¬ 
moved from his cyec. He kens a voter at a mile’s distance, and ac¬ 
quires a telescopic vision. He is no Coriolanus in his candidateship. 
It was quite pleasant to see him during the last election standing upon 
a wet and drizzling day on the steps of the college examination-hall, 
with his hat in his liand, and while the rain fell upon his broad and 
haughty forehead, soliciting the glance of every scholar that happened 
to pass Inm by, and congratulating the students upon the premiums 
which they had obtained, and for which tliey were no doubt indebted 
to the estimable instructions of their tutors, who united to their great 
talents the no less valuable faculty of having a vote. I am far from 
meaning to say that at an election the very e^itravagances of courtesy 
are not almost legitimate, It is the subsequent and almost instanta¬ 
neous contrast that i-t;nders these caprices of demeanour so ridiculous. 
A week or two after his return, the sight of Mr. Plunket becomes im¬ 
paired. The diiuiiess increases in a month, and in a year he is sTonc- 
blind. This infelicity of maiinir is a great drawback upon his many 
excellent qualities, and has produced no little alien.ntion. His advo¬ 
cates are influenced in their supjiort, rather by a sense of duty than by 
any individual partiality. It should bo added, thauho lias been guilty 
of a grievous mistake in the distribution of his patronage. In place of 
endeavouring to extend his influence among those who had already 
rendered and who were still able to»confcr upon him political services, 
he gave places to his sons. This was an error (for it deserves no 
stronger designation) wliich Saurin did not commit. The latter com¬ 
manded all the patronage of the government at the Bar. Ilis spirit 
was felt in every appointment. Me sat in the centre of the system 
which he had himself elaborated, and “ lived in every line.” But 
Plunket, alter having indulged in his parental partialities, allowed the 
Solicitor-general to supersede him at the Castle. The latter who, al¬ 
though a recruit from the Saurin faction, often casts “ a lingering look 
behind,” has made good use of the official nonchalance of his confede- 
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rate, and snatched the horn of plenty from his hands. It was matter 
of universal surprise, that when recent vacancies in the situation of 
assistant barrister had occurred, Mr. Plunket had not exercised his in¬ 
fluence in the nomination of some members of the liberal party. His 
friends apologized for liim by alleging that he was relaxing from his 
political labours at Old Connaught (his country residence), and listen¬ 
ing to the cawing of the rooks in the lofty avenues of that magnifleent 
villa, while Mr. Joy was busily employed in feathering the nests of 
his partisans, and turning the reveries of his absent friend into political 
account. I mention these circumstances because they afford an insight 
into the character of this very able man; and although they do not 
fall into the natural order of events, explain the absence of sympathy, 
ill the great fcipergency into which he was suddenly thrown. Me had, 
indeed, a few old and staunch supporters, the friends of his youth, and 
to whom he is most honourably and immutably attached; boc they 
were lost amidst the crowd of railers wlio triumphed in the anticipation 
of his fall ; and that he would have fallen is most likely, but for a dis¬ 
covery which produced an immediate and powerful revulsion in the 
public mind. It occurred to a professional gentleman, Mr. holey, 
whose recollection was less evanescent than the memory of Mr. Scaly 
Townsend (the gentleman who had actually drawn the cx-officic in¬ 
formations for Mr. Saurin as well as for his successor), that a precedent 
might be found for this stretch of the prerogative even in the constitu¬ 
tional dictatorship of the Ex-Attorney-general, it is indeed a matter 
of surprise that Mr. Sealy Townsend should not have reraernbered so 
important a fact. In no less than two instances liad Mr. Saurin re¬ 
sorted to the exercise of this formidable authority, and employed upon 
both occasions the professional l.abonrs of Mr. Townsend, who is what 
is generally called “ Devil to the Attorney-general.” Considering the 
tenacity of his memory, of which he is peculiarly boastful, it is not a 
little singular that all trace of his official lucubrations should have been 
erased from “ the book and volume of his brahi.” So distinguished 
is Mr. Townsend for the permanence of his recoliections, that there are 
those w'lio insinuate that even its failings lean .to niemory^s side, and 
th^)iis very oblivion is the result of renunisccncc. Whether he re¬ 
membered to forget I shall not venture to decide, but certain it is, that 
in this important conjuncture the integrity of his recollection was like 
the chastity of Haydee, and 

He forgot 

Jusl in the very moment he should not.” 

Mr. Foley, having ascertained by an inspection of the records that Mr. 
Saurin had fulminated two of the prerogative bolts, where the bills of 
indictment had been ignored, hastened to communicate the discovery 
to Mr. Plunket, who is said to' have been overjoyed at tlie intelligence. 
He felt like a man who bad been fighting without arms, and in the 
very crisis of the combat was supplied with weapons of irresistible 
pow'er. I'he effect produced in the House of Commons is well known. 
The disclosure struck the ascendancy faction in Ireland like a p.alsy. 
The hopes of the liberals rose in proportion to the declination of the 
opposite party ; and when soon after Sir Abraham Bradley King was 
produced at the bar of the House of Commons, it was expected that 
Orangeism would be at length unmasked, and that its sanguinary tur- 
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pitude would be left without a veil. The examination of the “ Pro 
PatriA” baronet (this person liad been originally e stationer) was 
watched with the most intense anxiety. lie had been hailed by Lord 
Sidmouth as tlie chief conciliator of Ireland, w'as created a baronet by 
his Majesty for the getting up of a convivial amnesty, and immediately 
after the departure of the King poured out a libation to “ the glorious 
memory,” and, as he elegantly expressed it, “ threw off his surtout.” It 
was now anticipated that he would be obliged to divest himself of his 
inner Orange garment, and disclose all the loathsome rags that were 
concealed beneath. But these expectations were blasted in the bud. 
Sir \braham, who had received a wholesome hint, made a mock tender 
of martyrdom, and furnished, in the impunity of his defiance, matter of 
astonishment to the empire, and of indignation to Ireland. lie returned 
in trinmpli to Dublin, with Mr. Plunkct bound at his cba*riot-wheels. 
I saw the Attorney-general in the Four Courts shortly after his arrival. 
His face was full of care, and haggard with disappointment and self- 
reproach, Tliere was a lividness in his eyelids, and a wanness in his 
cljcek which denoted a spirit ])ining under the sense of an unmerited 
humiliation, wliich he vainly struggled to conceal. How unlike he 
looked to the distinguished person, wlio, a little while before, unpen¬ 
sioned and unplaced, was in the full enjoyment of that high renown, 
for the diminuti in of which no emoluments can compensate, and who, 
instead of being dn; provincial utensil of the British cabinet, was almost 
the foremost mui. in the first assembly in the w'orld. 

The next ])ubjic event of suflicient importance to take a place in 
these epistolary aimal.s, was the first of that series of alleged miraculous 
interpositions, of wffich England as well as Ireland has heard so much. 
You will scarcely expect that I should enter upon a discussion of their 
authenticity. The subject is too sacred to be lightly treated ; and for 
a grave and detailed discussion what limits would suffice ? I shall 
therefino pass on at once to the notice of a person, certainly of no ordi¬ 
nary kind, whom they have been the means of calling forth to public 
view, and who has in consequence acquired a degree of general noto¬ 
riety, jyid of importance among lii.s own persuasion, unenjoyed by any 
Catholic priest or prc’l?ifc of Ireland since the days of the celebrated 
O’Leary. You anticipate that I must be alluding to Doctor Do yle , 
the titular bishop of Leiglilin and Kildare. This gentleman is deseeml- 
ed from one ol‘ those respectableVamilics in tliis country that liave, as 
to the worldly attribute of wcaltli, been ii retrievably ruined by the 
politics of Ireland. So recently a.s in the lifetime of hi.s father, the penal 
code laid its vulture-grasp ujion the patrimonial inheritance, and wrested 
it for ever. Upon approaching to man’s estate he found himself in 
education and alliances a gentleman—in prospects and resources an 
Irish Catholic. To a person so circumstanced exile had its cliarms ; 
so, shaking the dust of his natal soil from^his feet, he passed into Por¬ 
tugal, where he perfected his citneation in one of the universities of 
that country, and became an ccclc.siastic. He returned to Ireland 

about-years ago. His learning and talents, both of which are 

great, procured his nomination to the Professorship of Logic in the 
Catholic college of Carlow, and subsequently to the titular bishoprick 
which he now enjoys. In this country, where the deepest and most 
frequent crimes of the peasantry have a State-origin, a Catholic pastor, 
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who regards his flock, cannot abstain from intermingling political allit- 
sions in his publi^: exhortations ; and however resolutely it may be de¬ 
nied, it is an unquestionable fact that many an insurgent congregation 
is tamed into submission to their destiny by the voice of peace and 
warning that issues from the altar. In this part of his religious duties 
Dr. Doyle was long remarkable for his moderation. Upon the last 
general commotion in the South, about sixteen months ago, he pub¬ 
lished a pastoral address, so adapted to its object by the spirit of 
Christian eloquence and charity which it breathed, that Mr. Plunket 
did not hesitate to pronounce it a masterpiece worthy of the meek ar.tl 
virtuous Fenelon. It was calculated to be of equal service to the go¬ 
vernment and the established church ; but a hierarch of the doniinant 
faith was untouched by its merits, and in one of his addresses, or as it 
was more correctly entitled, liis charge, responded by a jmerile and 
blundering insult upon the religion* of a man whom lie should have 
embraced as a brother, and might in many points have studied as a 
model. This unprovoked anathema, combined with the various ex¬ 
citing events that followed in r.ipid succession, roused Dr. Doyle 
to a vindication of his creed, and (a still more popular theme) to 
some qlaborate and cutting retorts upon the most precious and vulne¬ 
rable attribute of Irish orthodoxy—its temporalities. Ho has boldly 
denied the divinity of tithes, and has brought to bear a most ptovoking 
array of learning and logic upon their Noii-mc-tangcn pretensions. A 
deadly controversy has ensued, and still rages. I. K. i.., the signainre 
which Dr. Doyle has adopted, has been answered and ih'noune. d by 
sundry beneficed alphabetical characters, and tithe-loving anagrams, 
for these champions of the church seem reluctant to commit iboii 
names, and deep and wide-spreading is the interest with which the 
combat is observed. Upon the merits of questions so entirely Inside 
my pursuits I cannot venture to jironounco; but as far as the more 
exhibition of wit and knowledge and controversial shill is eoncerned, 
it seems to me that I. K. L. has hitherto continued master of the Held. 
“ You are a Jacobin and a Catholic,’’ cries the llev. F. W.—“ You are 
too fond of gold and silver,’’ retorts I. K. •».—“ Would you plunder 
the established church of its vested conifort.s. yoai Papist ?'* exclaims 
Xit.Y. X.—“ Would you drive a coaoli and six along the narrow path 
that leads to Heaven V' rejoins the pertinacious I, K. L.—“ Where are 
your authorities for your monstrous positions ?” demands a third adver¬ 
sary, mufllcd up in an aboriginal Irish name turned inside out.—“ I 
refer you (replies I. K. L. hete evidently quite ftt home) to the F.-ithers, 
whom you clearly have never road, and in particular to St. Augustine, 
who wrote the book Dc Doctnnn Chnsfiana, whidi you liave blunder¬ 
ingly attributed to Pope Gelasiu.s, and whicli hook contains no such 
passage as you have cited from‘it, the said pass.agc being in another 
book, to wit, that against the, Eutycliianheresy, which in the opinion of 
Baronius and M. Cano was never written by Pope Gelasius ; and for 
further illustrations of my views, vide piissm, Erric, Prosper, D’Marea, 
Cardinal Lupus, Cervantes and Fijo, if you know anything of Spanish ; 
Iliiricus, Vincent ofLorins, Pallivicitii, Vigilantius, Oilcolampadius.and 
the Fudge-family.” Here is a gootl six months’ course of reading for 
I.K. L.’s biliteral and triliteral opponents; and the happy results will, 
no doubt, be communicated in duo season to the public. 
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The profusion of erudition and contempt with wl/ich Dr. Doyle plies 
his adversaries, led me to imasine before I saw him that he must be a 
man of a pompous and somewhat overbearing carriage, but Ins appear¬ 
ance and his manners (which I am told are courteous and playful) have 
quite a different character. He is not more, I understand, than forty 
years of age, and does not seem so much. He is indeed the most juve¬ 
nile-looking prelate I ever saw. His smooth round face and ruddy com¬ 
plexion, and liis slender andpliantform, seem to belong rather to a young 
recruit of the church than to one of its established dignitaries. His face 
has a very peculiar expression —Intelligence throughout, strength and an 
honest scorn about the mouth and lips, and in the eyes a mingled character 
of caution and slyness, produced by their downcast look and the over¬ 
hanging of thick and shadj^ lashesi, as if he made it a point of prudence 
to screen from hostile observatifui the light and indignation, and per¬ 
haps now and then the triumph, that glow within. The remark may be 
fanciful, but it struck me that I could discover in his controlled and 
measured gait the same secret consciousness of strength and the same 
reliKiancc to display it. Perhaps f might extend the observation to 
the entire of the ('atholic hierarchy. How different their air and 
movenu'iits from those of corj^esponding rank in the more favoured 
sect! See in the streets a prclatical sample of ascendancy, and with 
what a buoyant and lordly swing, like a vessel laden with worldly 
vvedlth and w.ifted before a prosperous trade-wind, he rolls along! 
With what prule and energy, anddeep-deated reliance upon the eternity 
of tithes, he thrusts out one holy and pampered leg before the other ! 
He tramples upon Irish ground with the familiar superiority of one 
who feels that an ample portion of its fertile soil i.s irrevocably dedi¬ 
cated, bj' divine conveyance, collaterally secured by common and statute 
law, to llic uses of bis sacred corporation. But tbe bishop of the peo¬ 
ple—bow dissimilar liis attitude and gesture! He picks bis cautious 
steps as if the way wine lined witli penal traps, and checks the na¬ 
tural impulse of liumaiiity to apjiear abroad with tbe firm air and car¬ 
riage of a man, lest a jiassing alderman, or tutored parrot from an 
Orange window, sLofilii salute his cars with some vituperative cant 
against his politics and erecd. I would suggest, hovicver, (oj^r. 
Doyle that he need not fear to throw out his limbs as he has done bis 
mind. The enemies of bis coiSitry have already tendered him the 
homage of their hatred ; that of their fear and respect will inevitably 
follow. ^ • 

Soon after the publication of Doctor Doyle’s pam^ilet, a tract upon 
tbe Miracles appeared, which is known to have been written by Baron 
Smith, and which is distinguished by the metaphysical eloquence and 
the refined astuteness of that enlightetied and bigbly-gifted Judge. Of 
this and of other writings of that ciniiient^erson it was my intention to 
give some account, as well as of tbe author himself, who is among the 
most remarkable men in Ireland; but this letter has already ex¬ 
ceeded its legitimate bounds, and I must postpone my delineation of 
the Baron, and my purposed criticism upon bis writings, until niy next 
communication. 
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THE SUUVRISE OF AEHAMA. 

Boabdil wanders, sad and slow. 

Alone and in tlie garb of woe. 

Sighing where’er Ids footstciJS go, 

“ Ah, where is iny Albania I” 

He liears with rage the city’s fate. 

And slays the courier at the gate. 

Then prostrate falls, but cries too late, 

“ Ah, where is iny Alhaina!” 

At length he nionnts his favourite steed. 
And to the Alhaiu’ora bends his speed. 
Still groaning in his hitter need— 

“ Ah, where is my Alhaina !” 

lie enters in his palace wall. 

He bids his trumpets sound the call ; 

Yet grieving at the city’s fall, 

“ Ah, where is rny Alhatna !” 

He wakes the drum’s soul-stiiring charm. 
That tells his valiantMoors to arm ■, 

Still crying 'mid the loud alarm, 

“ Ah, where is my Alhaina 

His soldiers range in battle form ; 

He views them ripe for war’s red storm. 
Crying with grief and anger warm, 

“ Ah, where is my Alhaina!” 

An ancient eliief ap|iroaches nigh— 

“ Wherefore, O king, the battle cry J” 
The monarch answers with a sigh, 

“ Ah, where is my Albania I” 

“ friends, my soldiers, true and bold. 
The'Cdiristians’ hated cross behold 
O’er my Alhaina hrftely sold,— 

‘ Ah, where is my xAlliania !’ ” 

An Alfaquin with hoary heard 
His prince addresses—not a woul 
He litters till the <yy is heard, 

“ Ah, where is Alharna!” 

“ Wc marvel not at that, O king:”— 
Again the words of sulfering 
Fresh cause of iiiterruplioii bring— 

“ Ah, where is iny Albania!” 

The sage resumed —“ Thou treacherously 
Oidst slay our" bravest chivalry. 

Or ilidst <;xi)cl—thou well may’st cry, 

‘ All, where is my Alliuma !’ 

*' For this thou meritest disgrace. 

Nay, death itself, with all thy race”—■ 
The king but groan’d in piteous case, 

" Ah, n here is my Albania I” 


L 
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THE MONTHS.-NO. IV. 

April. 

“ No joyless forms shall regulate 
Out living Cai.F.ndar : 

We from to-day, iny friend, will date 
The opening of the year. 

Love, now an universal birth, 

From heart to heart is stealing. 

From earth to man, from man to earth.” 

Words wo inn. 

Ai'Ril is come—“ proud—pi(;d April"—and “ hath put a spirit of 
youtli in every thing.” Shall our jiortrait of her, then,•alone lack that 
spirit?—No—not if words can‘speak the feelings from which they 
spring. “Spring!" See how the name comes uncalled for—as if to 
hint that it should have stood in tlic place of “ April!”—But April is 
Spring—the only spring month that we possess in this egregious cli¬ 
mate of ours. Let us, then, make the most of it. 

Ap-il is at once the most juvenile of all the months, and the most 
fenn.dne—never knowing her own mind for a day together. Fickle 
as 1 tom! m.iiden with her first lover;—coying it with the young 
sun liil he v.'thdraws his beams from her—and then weeping till she 
g”ti. them jack again. High-fantastical as the seething wit of a poet, 
iha; sees a world of beauty growing beneath his hand, and fancies 
tliat he has created it; wluacas, it is if has created him a poet: for 
it IS nature that makes April, not April nature.—April is, doubtless, 
tlie sweetest month of all the year; partly because it ushers in the 
May, and partly for its own sake—so fjir as any thing can be va- 
hiabie without reference to any thing else. It is, to May and June, 
what “sweet fifteen,” in the age of w'oman, is to passion-stricken 
eighteen, and perfect two and twenty. It is, jto the confirmed Summer, 
wliat the previous hope of joy*is to the full fruition—what the boyish 
dream of love is ti^love itself. It is, indeed, the month of promises ; 
and what are twenty performances compared with one promise? When 
a promise of delight is fulfilled, it is over and done with ; but Mihije it 
remains a promise, it remains^a hope : and what is all good, but the 
hope of good? what is^very to-ilaii of our life, ))ut the hope (or the 
fear) of to-morrow ?—April, then, is worth two Mays, because it tells 
talcs of May in every sigh that it breathes, and every tear that it lets 
fall. It is the harbinger, the herald, the promise, the prophecy, the 
foretaste of all the beauties that are to follow it—of all, and more—of 
all the delights of Summer, and all the “ pride, pomp, and circumstance 
of glorious” Autumn. It is frauglit with beauties itself that no other 
month can bring before us, and • 

“It hears a gi.iss which shews us many more.” 

As for April herself, her life is one sweet alternation of smiles, and 
sighs, and tears—and tears, and sighs, and smiles—till it is consumma¬ 
ted at last in the open laughter of May. It is like—in short, it is like 
nothing in the world but “an April day.” i^nd her charms—but 
really I must cease to look upon the face of this fair month generally, 
lest, like a painter in the presence of liis mistress. I grow too ena- 
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mourcJ to give a carrect resemblance. I must gaze upon lier sweet 
beauties one by one, or I shall never be able to think and treat of her 
in any^ther light than that of (he Spring: which is a more abstraction 
—delightful to think of, but, like all other abstractions, not to be de¬ 
picted or described. 

Before 1 proceed to do this, however, let me inform the reader, that 
what I have hitherto said of April, and may yet have to say, is intend¬ 
ed to apply, not to this or that April in particular—not to April 
eighteen hundred and twenty-four, or fourteen, or thirty-four; but to 
AruiL pur (•.tc<llrnci '—that is to say, what April (“not to speak it pro- 
fanely”) oiig/it to In'. In sliort, I liave no intention of being personal in 
iny remarks; ,and if the April whicli l.am describing should happen to 
difler, in any essential particulars, from the one in whose presence 1 
am describing it, neither the montli nor tiie reader must regard tliis as 
a covert libel or satire. The truth is, that, for what reason I know 
not—whether to put lo shame the pre dictions of the (iuarterly Review¬ 
ers—or to punish us islanders for our manifold follies and iniquities-— 
or from any ipiarrel, a-, of old, between Oberon and Tit.mia—but cer¬ 
tain it is that, ol late 

“The scjson-i alter- iioai\-iieatlc(I loet- 
h'al! in tin; Ircsli la[) of the (■riIll^')M rose , 

^Aiid on old Hyems’ thin and ic) cioviii 
An c>d(iioii'. ch.iplct of sw eet -.oiiiniei l)ud-, 

K, as in inockciy, set • tlie Spriiiii, t!ie Sinmnoi 
'J'lie chilling Autnuin, angry W uit<-i, rtuiitgc 
Then wonted li\ciic[,; and lb’ .mia/.ed woild, 

B) ibeii ineiease, now I-nous not wliicli is whieh.” 

It is of April, then, as sh ” is when Nature is in her happiest mood, 
that 1 am now to speak; and we will take her in the prime of her hte, 
and our first place of rendezvous shall be the open fields. 

What a sweet flush of jiew greet, has startt d up to tlu' face of this 
meadow!—And the new-born daisies tliat stud it iiere tuid tliere, give 
it the look of tin emerald sky powdered with snowy stars. In making 
our way between them, to yonder hedge-row, that divides the meadow 
frou'-tlic little cojiso that lines one side of it, let us not take tlio sliortiest 
way, hut keep religiously to the little foofpath—for the young grass i.s as 
yet too tender to bear being trod upon. I have been liitlierto viny eliary 
of ajipealing to the poets in these ])leasant pajrers; beeauso tliey are 
people (iiat, if you^ give tliem an inch, even in a span-long esnay of 
this kind, always endeavour to lay bands on the whole of it. I'liey 
arc like tin* young cuekoos, that if once they get hatched within a nest, 
always contrive to oust the natural iidiabitants. But when the daisy— 
“ la douce Marguerite”—is in (pieslion, how can I refrain from pro¬ 
nouncing a blessing on the ban.', who has, by bis sweet praise of this 
“ unassuming common-place of nature,” revived that general love for 
it, which, until lately, was confined to the hearts of “ the old poets,” 
and of those young poets of all limes, the little children ?—But I need 
not do this ; for he has his reward already, in the fulfilment of that 
pro])hccy v^itll which he closes his address to his darling flower; 

“ Thy long-lost praise thou shall regain; 

Hear shall thou be lo future iiicii, 

\b in old time.” 
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Does the reader,—now that I have brought before hj^i, in company with 
each other, this “ child of the year,” and the gentlest and most eloquent 
of all her lovers,—desire to hear a few more of the compliments that Im 
has paid to her, without the trouble of leaving the fields, and offering 
a book ? I can afford but a few ; for beneath yonder hedge-row, and 
within the twilight of the copse behind it, there are flocks of other sweet 
flowers, waiting for their praise. 

“ VVlicn soot lied awhile by iiiilcler airs, 

Thee Winter in the garland weais 
'riiat lliinly shades lits few gray haivs ; 

Spriit^ tannol shun thcf; 

And Autumn, iiielancholy wight! 

Doth in tliy crimson head delight 
When rains aje on thee.” 

^^By the by, 1 cannot let pass this epithet, “ melancholy,” without 
protesting most strenuously against the above application of it. Sel¬ 
dom indeed is it that the poet liefofe us falls into an error of this kind ; 
and i* is tlicrejore that 1 point it out.) 

“ In shoals and bands, a morrico train, 

Tlum greet’st the Iraieller in tlie lane 
« * # # 

And ofl alone in nooks remote 
W e meet I lire, like a pleasant thought 
V\'ht II such arc wanted. 

Ml rlolels, in their secret me^vs, 

'file tlowers t!ie wanton Zephyrs choosu , 

Pioud be the rose, with rams and dew. 

Jlei head impearhng; 

' Pt If n 

'I'htni ait tlie jjoet’o darf mg. 

I r to a lock from r.ims ho tiy, 

( h some bright day Ajiril sk^, 
liiijiiisoird l)v yot sunshine lie 
Near the ;'.recn holly, 

/WiK. u ,-an(yai length should lare, 
lie need hut look about, and there 
Thou an ’—a IVicnd at hand, to scaie 
11 IS melaiK^oly. 

ft stately passions m me bum 

And one cbaiicc look to liiee, sbould loin, 

I drink out of an humbler urn 
A lowlier pleasure ; 
riie homely sjmpalh), vhal heeds 
The common hie our nature breeds, 

A wisdom titled to ihe needs 
Of hearts at leisure.” 

What poetry is here! It “dallies wifli the innocence" of the poet 
and of the flower, till we know not wliich to love best.—But wo must 
turn at oiico from the fascination of both, and not allow them again to 
seduce us from our duty to the rest of those sweet “ children of the 
year” that are courting our attention.—See, upon the sloping sides of 
this bank bimeatb the liedgc-row, wliat companies of primroses are de¬ 
dicating their pale beauties to the pleasant breeze that blows over them, 
and looking as faint withal ;is if they bad senses that could “ache’ at 
the licit sweetness of the hidden violets tli.il are growing here and there 
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among tliom. Tlla intermediate spots of the hank are now nearly 
covered from sight hy the various green weeds that sprout up every¬ 
where, and begin to (ill the interstices between the lower stems of the 
hazel, the hawthorn, the sloe, the eglantine, and the woodbine, that 
unite their friendly arms together above, to form the natural inclo- 
surc—that prettiest feature in our English scenery—or at least that 
which communicates a picturcstpic beauty to all the rest. Of the 
above-named shrubs, the hazel, you see, is scarcely as yet in leaf; tlv. 
scattered leaves of the woodbine—of a dull purjtlish green—are fully 
spread ; the sloe is in blossom, offering a pretty but scentless imita¬ 
tion of the sweet hawthorn-bloom that is to come next tnonth i this 
latter is now. vigorously putting forth its crisp and delicate filllgree' 
work of tender" green, tipped with red ; and the eglantine, or wild rose, 
in all its innocent varieties, is opening its green hands as if to welcome 
the sun. Entering the little copse which this inclosm c separates from 
the meadow, we shall Hnd, on the ground, all the low :md creeping 
plants pushing forth their varions-shapeil leaves—stars, fans, blades, 
fingers, fringes, ami a score of other fanciful forms; and some of them 
bearing (lowers ; among these are the wood-anemone, the \voo'*-.sov- 
rel, and the star of Bethlehem ; also the jirimrose is to be (on;..! line 
—but not so rich and full-blown as on the open sunny bank ; >v( r- 
head, and level with onr hands and eyes, we (ind all the youn„ ; lest 
trees (except the oak) in a kind of half-dress—like so many village 
maidens, in their trim bodices, andv\ifh their hair in papers. Among 
these arc conspicuous the graceful birch—hanging its head like a hall- 
shamefaced, half-affected damsel ; the trim beech—spi iiee as a village- 
gallant diessed for the i’air ; the rough-rlndcd elm—giave and si.d.ile- 
looking, even in its youth, -•■uid aln ady hesjuiaking the future “green- 
robed senator of mighty woods -these, with the white-sti'inmed ash, 
tlie alder, tlie«/7;//(7«/-looking hornbeam, and tiu; as yet bare oak, make 
up this silent Imt happy company,' who are to stand here on the same 
spot all their lives, looking upw’ard t(f the clouds and the stars, and 
downward to the star-like (lowers, till we ami our.ypsterity (wluf pride 
ourselves on our superiority over them) are laid in that earth of which 
th&, ahone are the true inheritors. But who ever heard of choosing a 
warm April morning, to moralize in?,f Let ns wait till winter for that 
—and in the mean time pass out of this pleasant little copse, and make 
our way windingly towards the,phonic garden. 

If the garden, Ifke the year, is not now absolutely at its licst, it is 
perhaps better ; inasniueh as a pleasant promise but bulf ]»ci forim'd 
partakes of the best parts o4’ both promise and perfonnanee. Now all 
is neatness and (Ini'-:!!—or ought to be; for the weeds have not yet 
begun to make liead- the annual flower seeds are all sown—the divi¬ 
sions and changes among (he perennials, and the removings and plant¬ 
ings of the shrubs, have all taken place. 'I'he walks, too, have all 
been turneid and freshened, and the turf has begun to receive its regu- 
lar rollings and mowmigs. Among the bulbous-rooted perennials, all 
that were not in flower during the last two inontlis, are so now; and 
though in March we (somewhat prematurely) took a final leave of the 
tulip, the hyacinth, the dallbdil, the various kinds of Narcissus, &c. 
yet if the season, up to tlie cormncncemeiit of this month, has been 
seaniiialilc, wa; may (iicouiiter them still, if due care has been taken in 
the planting and tending of them. Indeed the riciicst and rare.st kimls 
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of tulip are scarcely yet in blow. But wliat we are cUiefly to look for 
now are the fibrous-rooted and herbaceous perennia/s. There is not 
one of these that has not awoke from its winter dreams, and put on at 
least the half of its beauty. A few of them venture to display all their 
attractions at this time, from a wise fear of that dangerous rivalry 
which they must be content to encounter if tliey were to wait for a 
month longer: for a pretty villager might as well hope to gain hearts 
at Mmark’s, as a demure daisy ora modest polyanthus think to secure 
its due attention in the presence of the glaring peonies, flaunting roses, 
and towering lilies of May and Midsummer. Among the shrubs that 
form tlic enclosing belt of the Hower-garden, the lilac is in full loaf, 
and loaded with its heavy branches of bloom-buds; th^ common 
laurel, if it has reached its flowering age, is hanging o\\t its meek 
modest flowers, jireparatory to putting forth its vigorous .summer 
shoots ; ihe larch has on its hairy tufts of pink, stuck here and there 
among its delicate threads of green. But the great charm of this 
month, both in the open country and the garden, is undoubtedly the 
infinife green which pervades it everyvvliere, and which we had best 
gaz<' oio- fill at while we may—as it lasts but a little while—changing 
in a few ’,v''eks into an endless variety of shades and tihts, that are equi¬ 
valent 1(1 .IS many different colours. It is this, and the budding forth 
of ever, ! nig nu'mbcr of the vegetable w'orld after its long winter 
deatli, that m fact constitutes the S}jniii> ; and the sight of which affects 
ns in tin manner it does, from variyii.s causes—chiefly moral and asso¬ 
ciated ones —hut one of which is unquestionably physical: I mean the 
sight of so much tender green, after the eye has been condemned to 
look for niontlis and months on the mere negation of all colour, which 
prevails in winter iii our climate. I'hc eyc/fecls cheered, cherished, 
and regaled by this colour, a>. the tongiu^ does by a quick and pleasant 
tasti', af ter Inn ing long palated noihingbiit tasteless and insipid things. 
'I'liis IS the prinei[ial charm of Sjiriu!^ no doidit. But anotlier, and 
one that i'l se.arcely second to tlns,«is, the bright Hush of blossoms that 
prevails «v<>r and .ilin o^j t hiih's every thing else, in the fruit-garden and 
orchard. What exquisite diHereuees, and distinctions, and resemblances, 
ibcre arc between all Uie various blossoms of the fruit-trees; and no iesr-x 
in tlu'iv general etlecl than in tlndr ^epaiate details. 'I'lu; almond-blos¬ 
som, which comes while the tree is quite bare of leaves, is of a bright 
bln.sli-ro.se colour; and when they are fnljy blown, the tree, if it lias 
been kept to a eonipaet licad instead of being permitted to straggle, 
looks like one huge rose, magnified by some fairy magic, to deck 
the bosom of some fair giantess. The various kinds of plum follow 
—the blossoms of wliicli are snow-while, and as full and clustoriini’ 
as those of the almond. —'I he ])eaeh and neetariiic, which are now in 
full bloom, are unlike either of the above;«aiid tlieir sweet efleet, as 
if growing out of the hard bare wall, or the rough wooden paling, is 
peculiarly pretty. I'hey are of a deep blush colour, and of a delicate 
bell shape—and their divisions open or shut, as the eheiishing sun 
reaches or recrdes from them —But perhaps the bloom that is richest 
and most proi/iisiiig in its general appearance, is that of the cherry— 
clasping its white honours all rouml the long straight branches, from 
heel to point, and not letting a leaf or bit of stem he seen, except the 
three or four leaies that come as. a green finish at the cxtreniitv of each 
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branch.—'I’he pear blossom is also very rich and full; but the apple 
(loveliest of all !)Us scarcely as yet open. 

I am afraid we must now turn away, however reluctantly, from the 
rest of those sweet sif^hts that April presents to us in the country, or 
we shall leave ourselves neither si)ace tmr inclination to glance at its 
other claims clsewliere. But we must first listen for a moment to the 
spring melody that now breaks involuntarily from the love-inspired 
hearts of the happy birds. And first let us hearken to the cuckoo, 
shooting out its soft and mellow, yet iiowerful voice, till it seems to fill 
the whole concave of the heavens with its tuo my'.tcrious notes—the 
most primitive of musical melodies. Who can listen to those notes for 
the first time in Spring, and not feel his schooldays come back to him? 

-and not, as he did then, 

-look a tliouSvituI ways 

In bush, and tree, and sky?”— 

But he will look in vain ; for lucky—(or rather w//lncky, to my think¬ 
ing) is he who has ever .set;/ a cuckoo—for they are tlie shyest of all 
birds. I saw one once, for the first time, last May. fiutter heavily out 
of an old hawthorn bush, and fiurr awkwardly away across 'iie mea¬ 
dow, as I was listening in rapt attention to its lonely voice u'd I fe.'ir 
that the siglit will, for the future, take away all the mystery of the 
sound, and with it the best half of its beauty. 

If we happen to be wandering forth on a waini still evening, during 
the last week in this month, and passing neai a roadside orehard, or 
skirting a little copse in returning from our twilight ramble, or sitting 
listlessly on a lawn near some thick jilanlation, waiting for bed-time, 
wc may chance to be startled Irorn our meditations (of whatever kind 
they may be) by a soitud, issuing from among the distant leaves. 
That is the nightingale’s voice. The cold spells of winter, that liad 
kept him so long tongue-tiei^, and I’ro/m d'o deep fountains of his 
heart, yield before the'anild lirebth of Spiing, and he is voluble once 
more. It is as if the liood of song had been swilling within bis breast 
ever since it last ceased to How, niiil was norv^^eiisliing forflv iincon- 
trollablyg and as if be bad no wdl to coniroi it: liir wlirn it does stop for 
-u ?))ace, it is suddenly—as if for want of brcatli. In our climate the 
nigbtingali'seldom sings above six,>weel\H; beginning usually the last 
week ill April. I mention tins because few are aware of it ; and many 
who would be delighted t(\ liear him, do not think of going to listen 
for bis song tilltafter it has ceased. 1 believe it is never to be heard 
ai’ter the young are hatched. 

There are several other singei'.s that make their thOiif in tlie bird-con¬ 
certs this month. But as their,song is not jiccuhar to this period, and 
we have still many things to attend to th.at are, we must pass them by 
for the present. In fact, must (piit the country altogether, as the 
country ;—first, however, mentioning that now begins that most exe¬ 
crable of ail practices, Angling. Now man,—“lordly man”—first 
begins to set bis wit to a simple fish ; and having succeeded in attract¬ 
ing it to bis lure, watches it for a space lloundering about in its crystal 
w'aters, iii the agonies of death; and when he is tired of this sport, 
drags it to the green bank, among the grass and moss and wild flowers, 
and stains them all with its blood!* - -The “ gentle’’ reader may be sure 

* “ An<l vvcItiTinfr, flics flic iMiiiirosc iviih Ins blond,’’— Clruhniv. 
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that I would willingly have refrained altogether from forcing upon his 
attention this hateful subject—especially amid such scenes and objects 
as wc have just been contemplating: but I was afraid that my silence 
might have seemed to give consent to it. 

We must now transport ourselves to the environs of London, and 
cee what this happy season is producing there : for to leave the very 
heart of the conntiy, and cast ourselves at once into the very heart of 
the town, would be likely to put us into a temper not suited to the 
time. Now, on Palm Sunday, boys and girls (youths and maidens 
have now-a-day.s got above so childish a practice,) may be met early in 
the morning, in blithe, but breakfastloss torapanies, sallying forth to¬ 
wards the pretty outlets about riamjjstead and llighgate, oy the one 
side the water, and Cambervicll and (dapham on tlie oilier—all of 
which they innocently imagine to lie “ the country’"—there to sport 
away the pleasant hours till dinner-time, and then return home with 
joy in their hearts, endless apjietitcs in their stomachs, and bunches of 
tlic sallow willow with its silken bloom-buds in their bands, as trophies 
of their travels. 

Now, at last, the Easter week is arrived, and the poor have for once 
in the year the best of it—sotting all things, hut their own sovereign 
will, at a wise defiance. The journeyman who works on Easter Mon¬ 
day, even though he were a tailor itself, should lose his caste, and be 
sent to ilic Coventry of mechanics—wherever that may be. In fact, it 
cannot happen. On Easter Monday ranks change places—Jobson is 
as good as Sir .John—the *• rude mecliaiiical” is “ monarch of all he 
surveys” from the summit of C!recnwicb-hill—and wlien ho thinks fit 
to say “ It is our royal pleasure to be drunk!”—who shall dispute the 
proposition ? Not i, for one. When our English mechanics accuse 
their betters of oppressing them, the sdd bptfers should reverse the old 
appeal, and refer IVom Phili)) sober to Plyhp drunk; and then nothing 
more could he said, liui now, they haft no betters, even in their own 
notion of the matter. And, 'u lhc«am(’ of all that is tratisiloiy, envy 
them not ♦heir brief sujucmacy ! It v\ill be over before the end of the 
week, and they will be as eager to return to their labour as they now 
aio to escape from it: for the only thing that an Englishman, whelker » 
high or low, cannot endure patiently, for a week together, is, nnmingled 
anuisenient. At this lime, however, he is determined to try. Accord¬ 
ingly, on Easter Monday all the narrow lanes and l)lind alleys of our 
metropolis pour forth their dingy denizens into the subuj'han fields and 
villages, in search of the said amuscment-~-which is plentifully pro¬ 
vided for tliem by another class, even less enviable than the one on 
whose patronage they depend:—for of^all callings, the most melan¬ 
choly is that of purveyor of pleasure to the poor. During the Mon¬ 
day our determined holiday-mJtkor, as in duly hound, contrives, by the 
aid of a little or not a little artificial stimulus, to be happy in a tolerably 
exemplary manner. On the Tuesday, he fancies himself happy to¬ 
day, because be felt liimself so yesterday. On the \Vedncsday he can¬ 
not tell what lias come to liiin—but every ten minutes he wishes him¬ 
self at home—where he never goes hut to sleep. On Tlmrsday he 
finds out the secret that he is heartily sick of doing nothing, but is 
ashamed to confess it: ami then what is the use of going to work 
before bis money is spent ? On Priday be swears that he is a fool for 
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throwing away the greater part of his quarter’s savings without having 
any thing to sh\»w for it—and gets gloriously drunk with the rest, to 
prove his words : passing the pleasantest night of all the week in a 
watch-house. And on Saturday, after thanking “ his worship” for his 
good advice, of which he does not remember a word, he comes to the 
wise determination that, after all, there is nothing like working all day 
long in silence, and at night spending his earnings and his breath in 
beer and politics!—So much for the Easter week of a London holiday¬ 
maker. 

But there is a sport belonging to Easter Monday, which is not con¬ 
fined to the lower classes, and which, fun forbid that I should pass over 
silently.—If the reader has not, during his boyhood, performed the ex¬ 
ploit of rising to the turn-out of tlTc stag on Eppiiig Forest;—following 
the hounds all day long,—at a respectful distance;—returning home in 
the evening with the loss of nothing but his hat, his hunting whip, and 
his horse—not to mention a portion of his nether person;—and linishing 
the day by joining the Lady Mayoress’s ball at the Mansion-iiouse;—■ 
if the reader has not done all this when a boy, I will not tantJize him 
by expatiating on the superiority of those who have. And he has 
done It, I need not tell him that he lias no cause to envy l-is friend 
who escaped with a flesh-wound from the fight of Waterh/o -for there 
is not a pin to choose between them! 

I have little to tell the reader in regard to London exclusively, 
this month: which is lucky, because 1 have left myself h'^ss than 
no space at all to tell it in. I must mention, however, that now is 
heard in her streets, tlie ^irettiest of all the cries vs'hich are peculiar to 
them—“ Comebuymy primroses!”—and but for which, the Londoners 
would have no idea tha^ Spring was at hand. Now, spoiled children 
make “fools” of their meyias and papas;—which is but fair, seeing 
that the said mamas and piimis return the compliment during all the 
rest of the year.—Now, not\ven u sceptical apprentice but is reli¬ 
giously persuaded of the merits of 6'oo(/-Fridfiy. and the propriety of 
its being so called—since it procures him ino Sundays in tli^ week in¬ 
stead of one.—Finally,—Now', exhibitions of ^ntings court the public 
attention, and obtain it, in every quarter ;—on the principle, I suppose, 
that the eye has, at this season of the year, a natural hungering and 
thirsting after the colours of the Spring leaves and flowers, and rather 
than not meet with them at all, it is content to find them on painted 
canvass! * 


JllK RITTEB BANN. A BAl.BAI). 

r 

BY T. CAMPBELL. 

r 

Thk Hitler Bann from Hungary 
Came back, renovvn’d in arms', 

But scorning jousLs of chivalry 
And love and ladies’ charms. 

While other knights held revels, he 
Was wrapt in thoughts of gloom. 

And in Vienna’s hostclric 
Slow paced his lonely room. 
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There enter’d one whose face he knew,— 
Whose voice, he was aware. 

He oft at mass had listen’d to. 

In the holy house of prayer. ' 

’Xwas the Abbot of St. James’s monks, 

A fresh and fair old man : 

His reverend air arrested even 
The gloomy Riiter Hann. 

But seeing with him an ancient dame 
Come clad in Scotch attire. 

The Hitter’s colour went and came. 

And loud he spoke in ire. 

“ Ha ! nurse of her that was my bane, 
Name not her natne to me ; 

1 wish it blotted from my brain: 

Art poor ?—take 'aims, and flee.” 

“ Sir Knight,” the abbot interposed. 

This case your ear demands 
And the crone cried, with a cross enclosed 
In both her trembling hands : 

” Remember, each his sentence waits ; 

And he that shall rebut 
Sweet Mercy’s suit, on him the gates 
Of Mercy shall be shut. 

You wedded undispensed by Church, 

Your cousin Jane in Spring ;— 

In Autumn, when you went to search 
Tor churchmen’s pardoning. 

Her h ouse rlenounccd your marriage-haud. 
Betrothed her to l)e Orey, 

And the ring you jnit tipotj^er hand 
Was wrench’d by foro^away. 

Then wejit your Jane^poh my neck. 
Crying, * Help me,^nurse, to itee 
To my Ilovvel BTinn’s Clamorgan hills 
'L word arrived—ah me 1— 

Yon were not there ; and ’twas their threat. 
By foul means or by fair. 

To-morrow morning was to set 
The seal on her despair. 

1 had a son, a sea-boy in^ . 

A ship at llurtland bay. 

By his aid from her cruel kin 
I bore my bird away. 

To Scotland from the Devon',s 
Oreen myrtle shorbs we fled j 
And the Hand that sent the ravens 
To Klijah, gave us btcifd. 

She wrote you by my son, hut he 
From Knglaiiu sent us word 
You had gone into some far countric. 

In grief and gloom he heard. 

For they that wrong’d you, to elude 
Your wrath, defamed my child ; 

And you—ay, blush Sir, as you shouM— 
lichevcd, iind were beguiled. 
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To die but at your feet, hhe vow’d 
a To roam the world ; and we 
Would both have sped and begg’d our bread. 

But so it might not be. 

For when the snow-storm beat our roof. 

She bore a boy. Sir Bann, 

Who grew as fair your likeness proof 
As child e’er gt;ew like man. 

’Twas smiling on that babe one morn 
While heath bloom’d on the moor, 

Her beauty struck young Lord Kinghoru 
As he hunted past our door. 

She slmnnM him, but he raved of Jane, 

And roused his •mother’s pride ; 

Who came to us in high disdain,— 

‘ And where’s the face,’ she cried, 

‘ Has witch’d my hoy to wish for one 
So wretcht^ for liis wife ?— 

Dost love thy husband ? Know, ray son 
Has sworn to seek his life.’ 

Her anger sore rii'.may’d us, 

For our mile was wearing scant. 

And, unless that dame would aid u.s. 

There was none to aid our want. 

lao 1 told hei, weeping bitterly, 
all our woes bad been ■, 

And, though she wa? a stern ladie, 

The tears stood in her ecu. 

And she housed us both, when, cheerfully. 

My child to her had sworn. 

That cv^n if made a widow, she 
Would'iivvcr wed Kirighorn.”- 

Here paused tK^ nurse, and then began 
The abbot, sl\.n(iing by : 

“ I'hrce montlis agO^a ivoumled man 
To our abbey came to dir. 

He heard me long, with ghastly eyes 
And hand obdurate clench’d. 

Speak of the worm that never dies. 

And the hre that is not quench’d. 

At last by what this scroll attests 
He left atonement brief, 

■ For years of anguish to the breasts 
Ills guilt had wrung with grief. 

' There lived,’ he said, ‘ a fair young dame 
Beneath my toother’s roof, 

I loved her, nut against my Hamc 
Her purity was proof. 

I feign’d repentance, friendship pure; 

I’hat mood she did not check. 

But let her husbapd’s miniature 
Be copied from her neck. 

As means to search him, my deceit 
Took care to him was borne 
Nought but his picture’s counterfeit, 

And Jane’s reported scorn. 
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The'tredclicry took : she waited wild ; 

My slave came hack and lied 
Whate’er 1 wish’d j she clas|i’d her ch'ld, 

■ And swoon’d, and all hut died, J 

I felt her tears for years and years 
Quench not my flame, but stirj 
The very hate 1 bore her mate 
Increased my love for her. 

Fame told us of his glory, while 
Joy flush’d the face of Jane ; 

And whilst she bless’d his name, her smile 
Struck fire into my brain. 

No fears could damp ; 1 reach’rl the camp, 
Sought-out its champion ; 

And if my broad-sword fail’d at last, . * 

'Twas long and well laid on. 

This wound’s my meed, my name’s Kinghorn, 

My foe’s the llitter Bann.’- 

’J’lic wafer to his lips wai>borne. 

And we shrived the dying man. 

He died not till you went to fight 
'rhe Turks at Wanadein 

But 1 see my tale has changed you pale.”- 

The abbot went for wine 5 

And brought a little page who pour’d 
It out, and knelt and smiled;— 

The stunn’d knight saw himself restored 
T’o chddhood In his child. 

And stoop’d and caught him to his breast, 

I.augh’il loutl and wept anon. 

And with a shower of kisses nrcss’d 
Tiie darling little one. 

“ And where went Jaiy^”-—“ To a nunnery. Sir— 
Took not again so yple— ^ 

Kinghorn’s bid dj^ne grew harsh to Ium'.”— 

And has she ta’en the veil I ”— 

“ dgwn. Sir,” said the priest, “ 1 bar 
Rash words.”—^Tfhey sat all three. 

And the boy play’d with the knight’s broad stai. 

As he kept him on his knee. 

Think ere you ask her dwelling^lace,” 

The abbot further said 
“ Time draws a veil o’er beauty’s face * 

More deep than cloister’s shade. 

Grief may have made her what you can 
Scarce love perhaps^for life.”-— 

“ Hush, abbot,” cried the Ritter Bann, 

“ Or tell me where’s tnj^wife.” 

The priest undid two doors that hid 
The inn’s adjacent room. 

And there a lovely’"woman stood. 

Tears bathed her tteauty’s bloom. 

One moment may with, bliss repay 
Unnumber’d hours of pain ; 

Such was the throb and mutual sob 
Of the Knight embracing .Tanc. 
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ON THK MODERN SPANISH T11E A tR E,* NO. I. 

Decline of the Ancient Theatre. 

However paiLful it may be to acknowledge, men of great genius, 
and capable of adding fresh glory to literature, have been the first 
to desert the patli wliich reason and philosophy suggest, and to per¬ 
vert the taste of the multitude, ever prompt to follow in the train of 
novelty. 

We shall see presently how this applies in the case before us. 'file 
most eminent Spanish writers (since Boscan and Garcilaso improved 
the national ichyme by the happy introduction of Italian metre) were 
not only distinguished for (he delicacy and sublimity of thcir concep¬ 
tions, but at the same time created a new poetical language, easy, ex¬ 
pressive, and harmonious. Solicitous alone of expressing clearly 
what they conceived strongly, and abundant in their resources, they 
disdainetl the ordinary mode of giving vigour to a conception, which 
generally has no other effect than to obscure and enfeeble it. Their 
poetry did not consist in the mechanical arrangement of words, nor in 
the symmetrical distribution of cadences ; it was to be found in . their 
ideas, recollections, and sensations, in the affections and passions which 
they sought to create, and which they did create. All the} oinp. splen¬ 
dour, and music of their versification were the mere couri -dress which 
they put on after the essential part of their por-try was coinjileted, as 
the artist makes smoothness and polish the last part of ’-is labour. 
To obtain so great a result, Imwever, requires a genius raorf’ creative 
than frugal nature concedes to many. 

The juvenile compositions of Don Luis dc Gongorat, and above all 
his romances, excited, high expectations ; and though they did not 
indicate any ei&raordinary inveniiveness, yet they discovered an cntluir 
siasm which augured In'gitjy for their a'^thor. ■ All that was necessary, 
was a diligent study of th^;.cla.ssics to refinq his taste, and the lapse 
of years to correct his inexpen^nce. He was ^markable for the happy 
choice of his subjects, the facility and grace, with which he treated 
them, and the flexibility of his verse, which mroclaimed l^^n as the 
per.son destined to raise it to ]?t;rfecticm. ^yl)W would have supposed 
tli^t this promising writer would have been the founder of that jx r- 
verted school which first adulterated the poetry, and ultimately occa-' 

* The present artiefe has been sent us by one of the nio.st distinguished modern 
Spani.sh writers on the stage, Vfuo has sought in England an asj lum against the 
tender mercies of the most “ absoliiite king.” 

t Don Lui’! de Gon/^ora y Argvse^ was born in Cordova, July 11th, UjCiH, and 
died there May 2<ith, 1627. His family was illustrious, and his father was long 
one of ihe governors of itis native city. After jpompletii^- his studies at Salamanca 
with great distinction, he resided at'lMadriil many ye>iTs, in the best .society, under 
the patronage of the Duke of Lerma and the l^arqucss dc Sietc-Vglcsias—both la- 
vourites of I’hilip IV. In his ft/rty-fiftb year he embraced the profession of an eccle¬ 
siastic, and was made chaplain to the Duke, his patron, who also made him .-i pre¬ 
bendary in the cathedral of Cordova. Fatigued with the gaiety and dissipation of 
the capital, he retired thither. .. GoUgora is regarded in Spain as the founder of 
the school of puTisis (cultevunism»}, and in this respect posse.sscs a fatal celebrity. 
Amongst his most distinguished dis^les arc Villamediana, Rosas, Paravicino, and 
Tamayo. It should be observed that the romances and some of the lighter pieces 
which Gongora wrote in bis youth, are far from deserving the anathema which is 
commonly launched against his other compositions. 
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sioned tbe decadence of Spanish literature ? Gon^ora, to a vivacity the 
most excessive, united a self-love great without^example. The first 
applauses intoxicated him; he thought that he 'stood alone amongst 
poets, and freely abandoned himself to all the perils of such a convic¬ 
tion. He wrote without measure and without correction ; and instead 


of improving he manifestly retrograded. As the applause he had re¬ 
ceived arose from other motives than he had conceived; as they were 
iess the rewards for what he had done, than incentives to higher perfor¬ 
mances,—So, when the hopes he had excited were dissipated by the 
negligence of his manner and the degradation of his*taste, they were 
changed into criticisms and censures- Other writers, less vain and self- 
attached than Gongora, would hjve opened their eyes at this change in 
the public sentiment, and-would have felt that toil an^ perseverance 
were the only means of reconqueVing a lost reputation; but in Gongora 
it produced no other effect than to exasperate him against a sentence 
which his presumption denounced as unjust'. But great as his blind¬ 
ness was, ic could not prevent his ditScerning the dangerous shoals on 
which his false taste w'as continually throwing him. The lyric poetry 
of Sjialn boasted at that time of productions so perfect in form and so 
exquisite in taste, that they might be regarded as finished models and 
standards by M'iiich to estimate tlie character of any new writer: such were 
the ociogiics of Garcilaso and Balbucra, the canzons and epistles of 
Rioja, the elegies of Herrera, the Sonnets of Arguljo, the satires of the 
Argcnsola, the ballads of Villegas, the epigrams of Baltasar del Alcazar, 
and a great many other eontributors to the national poetical wealth. 
Every candidate for the laurel in these respective paths, was called 
upon to run tlie same race, and attain at leaSt to tl^same goal. 

flow few are capable of such an exQtion! dongora wanted the 
power, and in the end his frequent-i^piwes undeceived him. Ha dis¬ 
covered the inutility of any longerwing a path which would not 
carry him more than half way on/nis carecs, and that it was easier to 
find out a short cut than to StaOggle on to the end. On a sudden he 
abandoned his fori^r style, and adopted another, which was entirely his 
ow'n,-—if indeed tfle name of style can be applied to an unintelligible 
gibbcrisli, a mere idle accumulation of sounding words, dcvoiiof 
rational meaning. The most extravagant sentiments—the most absurd 
metaphors—the most violent inversions, were not how'ever entirely able 
to destroy the fluency and smoothness^ of his verses, in consequence of 
the natural flexibility of the .language Wwhich he ijrotc. A true Cag- 
lioslro in poetry, he bent all his eftbrts, and wasted all the best years of 
his life, to pass off for gold of the finest quality, that which he, better 
than any one else, kne# to be despicable alchymy. 

Vulgar readers adttiiri^ cn^traiastically this poetical apostasy of 
Gongora; and the very excess of hi^boldn^S they ascribed to the 
greatness of his genius. At that tinib the mania of rhyming vias pre¬ 
valent in Spain: noble's and plebeians wejre infected with it, and every 
thing like judicious and tastefulcoihiwsitipn was despised. 'I’o the eyes 
of a careful observer, Ddadrid presented a singular appearance, not a 
little increased by the recollection of die- stale of tlie Spanish court 
during the two preceding reigns. Ulldcr Philip II. it was sombre 
and terrific ; under his imbecile successor it was tranquil and regular. 
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Philip IV. on the contrary, made it the seat of gallantry and pleasure; 
or more correctly spj^aking, the ministers who governed in his name, 
kept him immersed in dissipation, in order that he might never devote 
himself to the interests of the public. But the young prince, though 
indolent and unfitted for political pursuits, was nevertheless not without 
understanding. With a gentle disposition—affable in his intercourse 
—fond of the arts, and not without a talent for poetry—it was so evi¬ 
dent from an early age that his inclinations were in favour of a private 
life, that they removed from him every subject which required any 
severe application or any strong mental exertion. What more could 
these ambitious and powerful persons desire ? It was easy for them to 
please him and to please themselves* The national cheerfulness was' 
revived, tlie public spectacles were increased, and all the motives of 
popular admiration greatly multiplied. The deadened genius of the 
country w^as quickened again to life by academies and controversies. All 
who had any distinction in the literary world W'cre summom'd to the 
palace, and were placed at their raonarcli’s side, graced with Ijononrs and 
rewards. In the jmlace, likewise, was erected a splendid theatre, whore 
were represented the most famous comeilies in the Spanish drama, and 
others wx're written and acted tliere for the delight of the monarch poet 
and his friends. There w'cre also given in .succession ,t s})lt'ndid series 
of balls, to which were invited all the gaiety and beauty of the restless 
capital. The chivalrous courtesy of past times was revived, and tlie fair 
sex once more assumed their supremacy in all its plenitude. 

Having already said that Philip sometimes indulged in verse-making, 
it is almost idle to add that his courtiers did the same, anti that tlic con¬ 
tagion extended ev^n to the followers of the court. Wliat at first was 
adulation, soon became a fajfWon, and afterwards a necessity. Hardly 
a simple squire was to be foimi^n Madrid whose mornings w'cre not 
occupied in penning “ Sonnets to^iis mistress’^eyebrovv,” lo be recited 
at the Tcrtullia in the ev(?ning. Alt this diminished the difficulties of 
the art, or rather of the trade of rhymirf^, to the infinite tribe of versi¬ 
fiers—invita Minerva; and nothing could be more^easonablc tiffin the 
theory of Gongora, whose single rulewa»to disregard all rules. Hence 
tlitr marvellous rapidity with timich the contagion spread, and the inuti¬ 
lity of all the eft'orts made by sensible men to stay its dissemination. 
Amongst these, the most istrenuqijs defender of the cause of taste was 
tlie mysterious Torae de BurgtuHos, who attacked the purists with the 
arms of ridicule. tThis was the tiaitic by which, according to some, 
Lope dc Vega disguised himself when he gave loose to his merry 
humours. But nei^cr Burguillos, nor Quevedo, nor any of the anta¬ 
gonists of innovation, dbfnineft their^jtids; and the contest ended in com¬ 
municating not a little of the Oontagidn to themselves. 

'I'his complete victory ’over /^ood taste and reason .mimated the 
gorists so highly, that they immediately invaded and made themselves 
masters of the wliole literary reffuBlie. - Poets and prose-writers were all 
equally aftected ; all werc'tohchdd with the evil; and he whose style was 
the most inflated, was regarded as the most sublime,—sublime and 
obscure being synonimous terms in the dialect of that age. 

'riie drama was unable to escape from the epidemic, especially as 
from its very nature it is, more than any other art, brought into close 
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contact with the aberrations of public tasfe. The stage is not only a 
mirror which reflects our features, but it is an^echo which repeats our 
accents. Comic dialogue must always be fashi 9 ncd from the society 
whicli it represents. If the coxcombs of Paris had not affected in their 
language a squeami.sh delicacy, it is certain that Marivaux would not 
have written in so mannered a‘style, and that his proselytes would not 
have so long continued to debase the inheritance of Moliere witli their 
wretched affecUitions. 

At this time was expelled from Spanish dramatic literature, that natu¬ 
ral ease with which Lope dc Vega, Solis, and Moreto, treated even the 
most difficult subjects, without diminishing the delicacy of their concep¬ 
tions, or the inimitable harmony of their rhyme ; and.iu their stead were 
substituted the most elaborate aflectation, the most puerile metaphysics, 
and the most inexcusable extravagance. Even the plots of the drama, 
or the ArgimaiUis, felt the eftects of^diis miserable coxcombry. 
Facts the least probable, and the jiroduction of which, on the stage, was 
wholly unprofitable to the community, obtained the preference over all 
others. Whenever they were deficient in wildness and extravagance, 
the defect was supplied by die introduction of sundry improbable and 
exaggerated episodes. There wtis a kind of fatalism or irresistible im¬ 
pulse, which hurried the unhappy authors to the summit of extravagance. 
They were obliged to look about for personages to deliver the follies 
they wrote, and were driven (at least those who wished to be consistent 
in their extravagance) to construct fables capable of admitting the intro¬ 
duction of such 2)ersonagc3. 'I'his is the chief cause of the greater 
pait of the irregularities which jircvailed, and the reason why history 
was falsified in its leading facts, and well-known occurrences ; why the 
customs and manners or widcly-separ^d people were confounded to¬ 
gether ; and why the grossest fai 4 t^» geography and chronology were 
committed without number. The €nly object of the writers seemed to 
be, to give free current to the pen#, mid to scribble over a certain quan¬ 
tity of paper. One poet wentso far as to produce in the same comedy 
tlirdfe mythologi<;§l divinities, a Cajiuchin friar, a duchess of Cyprus, and 
a number of mittens' from the Sierra de Francia. At ihc sie^ of Troy 
one author introduces artillery, and another makes Charlemagne Hhink 
chocolate. The licentiousness at Jast reached so far, that even words 
themselvc.s were not safe from violence; and tvheuever they did not 
suit the rhyme or the metre, they wcfi® mutilated sd as to fit it, or else 
others were invented so stmnge, that have nof even at tlie present 
day discovered their signification: 

F.ntiendes Fabio lo que voi dcqieudo ?— 

' Toma si lo cnten‘dio>«^Mieutcs Fabio ; 

Que yo 8oi.quien lo digo,,yjio lo entiendo. 

^aneto dc Tome de Buri’nil/os. 

(“ Do you understand wh^t 1 am tidying tO you, Fabius —“ Yes, 
Thomas, I understand it.”—“ You lie, lor even I, who :mi tell¬ 

ing it to you, do not understand it mysfelf.”) 

Thus it may be seen, that the Castilian.language was not the least 
sufferer in this invasion of literary Vandalism. Let it not be sup- 
[losed, however, that there were not amortgst the dramatists, as well 
as the lyrists, writers who endeavoured to neutralize the fatal effect 
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of tins contaf^ion. T^iore wort- sonic wlio nitemptrd it, and siiC” 
ceeded, as far as regari^ed themselves. It may be observed of Calde¬ 
ron, that whilst he derided, in nearly all his familiar comedies, the 
whole system of pvt ism, and put into the mouths of his clowns the 
most cutting sarcasms on Gongora and his followers, yet he himself 
fell into equal extravagance, when he sought to elevate his style. In 
his heroic comedies still greater opportunity was afforded for this bad 
taste; and accordingly there is in them more negligent expressions and 
pompous hyperboles, than in all the productions of his contemporaries 
put togetlier. It seems almost impossible that the author of the 
Duende, a model of gra<“e, taste, and probability, should have written 
ha jicra, cl la piedra 6 el Vastillo de Jundahridis; and should 

have addressed a horse in one of his raosU: cckibrated plays, thu.s :— 

"-llippogrifo violento 

Que iia rorrido parrjaj con rl viento j” 

and Hhonld have thus described one of his characters— Lan<^vaxe dr 
Tvringia en Asia !” 

Whatever he the nature of poetical licence, it certainly ought not 
to extend to the conversion of yEolus mjo a dray-horse, or to the 
Ibrcihlo transportation of a harmless district of Germa'iy to the farther 
shores of the Mediterranean. 13ut what shall we say of ins Saria- 
tiietifa/es, in which, returning to the infancy of the Spauis-h drama, and 
prodticing on the stage the viysferics of the earlier poets, he presents to 
the Spaniards of the 17th century, the same rhapsodies wliieh were 
scarcely tolerated liy their predecessors of tlie l.jtli? In these arc 
personified all the virtues and the vices: real dis])utes are kept up on the 
most abstract questions ; moral entities arc conloe'uled with real beings, 
made to converse with them aim" *0 employ all the j recisc and affecteil 
terms of the new dialect; and in (^lev that nothing nn ,,ht’ - wanting to 
complete these dramatic monsters, the poet took care to introduce some 
one to act the part ofthe/;Y/j/(;eandanmhej-thatofthc(7o:w/. The first was 
intended to represent (nance, the other, falsehood or drunkcmH’ss !liCt 
italic here observed as some evidence of the state df corrupted ,t*aste, 
tha*^ these Autos Sacratncnfalcs of Calderon, and his heroic comedies, wen* 
the only pieces wh'ch had the honour of being acted before the royal 
family in the court theatre, whilst his beautiful comedies de Capa ?/ E.s- 
pada (of ordinary life) remained in the obscurity of his desk, or seemed 
only as aliment to vplgar curiosity. In aftertimes, Calderon disjilayi'd 
qualities so brilliant, and merit so intrinsic, that tlie severest eriticism 
overlooked these faults in its admiration of his numerous and surpassing 
beauties. There is a level in the literar}’’, as ivell as in the political 
balance. It is enougli that the sum of excellence sliould weigh down 
that of defect. But how are jve to excuse, the defects of those who 
have only a spark of excellence to oppose against the frequent and se¬ 
vere censure of criticism?—such an injudicious lenity, instead of contri¬ 
buting to the advancement of the arts, would only tend to perpetuate 
their degradation. 

With the death of Calderon, the decline and ruin of the ancient 
Spanish drama was completed. He was the only writer who maintained 
it in its old splendour. From that event to the death of Charles II., we 
rarely find a single production which is worth being mentioned. The 
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dcKcrted stage was left to the fatal mercy of the blindest ignorance ; and 
without decency or restraint, without enthusiasm or j\ulgment, tlie wildest 
and most disgusting abortions were engendered, ■ so tliat sooner or later 
it would have sickened tlie very public which hid corrupted it, had not 
the vs'ar of the Succession intervened, and with it the termination ol the 
Austrian dynasty in Spain, to tlie relief of the people and the restoration 
of the stage. 

During the long tract of this memorable struggle, whilst so many grave 
interests were discussed, the theatres wcie closed or deserted. The 
Muses are too timid to encounter the perils of battle, and too feeble to 
be heard amidst the din of civil dissension. The ])eace, which fixed tlie 
crown of Spain on the brow of Philip V., was not very serviceable to the 
national arts. 'I'his foreign pryice, whom the bayonet alone was able to 
naturiilize, had exactly developed himself during thedatter years of his 
grandfather's reign, when a crafty female thought it necessary to cover 
with the veil of systematic hypocrisy, the scandal of a fresh concubinage. 
Neither by education nor inclination did Philip belong to the famous 
age of Louis XIV.: indolent, scnsu.al, ignorant, and .superstitious; the 
blind instrument of his rivals, the pupjietofhis ministers, and the slave 
of his confessors he was, of all monarchs, the one least fitted to supply 
the necessities or regenerate the literature of Sjiain. He was a gift 
from Prance, which brought with it a terrible lesson, that might have 
benefited Spain in more recent times. 

Ferdinand VI., tiiough not possessing any greater talent or less pre¬ 
judice than his fatlier, contributed, no doubt, in some degree, to revive 
his drooping country, tlianks to the long peace which marked his reign. 
The beneficent impulse which was given to the arts and belles lettres, 
dill not, how ever, extend to the national drama. The exclusive affec¬ 
tion of the king fo‘ tiltramontant music, spread amongst the people of 
MaOrid, and al) nocd all their attemisJ^. Immense sums were lavished 
in the re .dil.eation of the tlicatrjjTOf Ihton Retiro, for the representa¬ 
tion of the most celebrated oj^r.as of tl^y day, by the most expensive 
foreign singers, and with an ^paralleled magnificence. The jiublic 
t^^Kares were left to their unhappy fate, and the dramatic productions of 
tnls' reign wer “ confined to a few historical farces, with the sumw-un- 
pleasant miack which belonged to their predecessors, and to few trans¬ 
lations from tlie most wretched Italian jiieces. Of these, the only ones 
which are at all tolerable, were the production of an author called Tcr- 
min del Iley, a native of Saragoza. 

It was reserved for the reign of Cliarles III., to witness tlie revival of 
the Spanish theatre, but w'ith an increased splendour, and a distinct 
nature and form from tliose of the other branches of our national litera¬ 
ture. To consider carefully the obstacles which were overcome, and to 
appreciate the value of the exertfons necessary to complete success, both 
on the part of authors and rulers, wil^ be the subject of another article. 
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WRITTEN IN EGVPT- 

PAREiinr-of nations ! Arts’ proud sire! 

Upon \’hy pyramid 1 stand. 

While the sun flings his beams of fire 
Over thy desolated land. 

Now, far as the strain’d eye can scan, 

A santly ocean sleeps around. 

Nothing speaks ont’of living man 

Save me and mine-there is no sound 

Of auy;ht amid this solitude 
'Po break the silence of the waste. 

And fancy paints in mournful iiiood^ 

W lid visions of th’ ideal ]>ast. 

•Vor now the mind is left \o guess, 
flow fair was once this wilderness ; 

As death upon some lovely frarne 

Tells life once breathed in beauty there, 
'I’hat th’ extinguish’d taper’s flame 

Oi>ce flash’d its radiance on the air j 
Thus sliadowing forth from their decay 
The glories of a peiish’d day. 

'I’lie crown that gemni’d tliy .iwfiil brow, 
'I’hinc arts, thy power-where are they now 

No wandering Arab can be seen 
Wiibin the horizon’s sweep. 

And I am living ’mid the scene 

Where the tiar’d Pharaohs sleej>~ 

Ami I am trampling o’er the dead. 

Full fifty ages vanished :- 

Those vanish’d dead—but who were they ? 
They pass’d and left no name : 
ilaply ambition their day 
Had never slicwii toiling Wity 

To cheat po-^terity wiilt'Wame. 

V\’hat ruin’d cities may be bid 
Arounrl this lofty pyramiti^ « 

Whelm’d in the desert sand ; 

In whose long streets the gazer’s eye 
Once saw niiiid antiquity 
This wonder of his land. 

Vet knew not who had rear’d il high. 

Hut guess’d as crriiigly as I. 

Yet the same heaven look’d out in light 
ffpon. the toiling bAsy sight, 

Uprearirfg then its glorious brow. 

At morning’s dawn as it does now. 

O Izand of that famed sound which hung' 
Round IVIemnon’s mystic shrine! 

I gaze upon tViy ruins flung 

Hike wrecks upon Che brine. ^ 

1 think of IVIompiiiaii chivalry 
Amid thy Red-Sea lost, 

OfNccho and his swarthy host, 

Th’ avengers of their destiny 
In a long after-age. 

Of giant Thcl >es that now defies 

The waste of years ami human rage 
Heneath these burning skies : 
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Her very wrecks are mighty still; 

They scorn our strength and mock our skill. 

Here, in the light of beauty’s eye 
That charm’d him with, its witchery, ^ 

The Roman lost a world. 

Here Caesar’s mighty rival died. 

And, one poor foot of earth denied. 

With scorn was headless hurl’d j 
And he w'h(» captived king and throne, 

Had not a grave to call his own. 

Mark, ye who sail ainbil ion’s tide. 

The bitter sum of human pride ! 

J3ut wherefore call up ancient years ? 

Enonah within my view appears 
To minister to thought; 

The desolation reigning here 
Speaks to the mind in accents clear 
Things schoolmen never taught. 

Hchold, the horizon’s self is clad 
In a strange hue and livery sad. 

Like th’ impressive calm that reigns 
Mournful o’er earthquake-riven plains. 

That the “ mind's eye” can see full well, 

Jiut language hath no skill to tell ; 

Seeming to grieve the mighty day 
Of its pass’d glories rent dway j 
Kven tneirvery record flown. 

Unwrit, unregister’d, imknotvn. 

The camel waits his lord below ; 

The turban’d guides my musings break; 

I must away—yet ere I go 

One parting glance around me take. 

Then bury ’mid a Moslem'crew 
This pyramid’s majestijjF'view— 

Fane, tomb, whate’er^hou art—adieu! L. 

OUR TRAVELLING MANNERS, PAST AND PRESENT.^ 

» Genevi^ 1823. 

Mb. Editor, —I have a word or two to say on what M. Simond has 
recorded of nuifs autns Anohtis at Geneva, 'i'hc picture which he has 
thought proper to give of us, is, ihroiighout, a forced caricature—false, 
in many places, in fact, and, in nearly all, in argyment. If I recollect 
right, the Ed'uburgh Review notices this passage, but only to make one 
part of it the text of a spirited and tranchanl diatribe against that sullen 
and sulky reserve wliich has of Jate beep so distinguished in English 
manners. But tir Editor of the Edinburgh Review has made the notice 
of Mr. S.’s workTat-s&iore agreeable tian the hook reviewed, by throw¬ 
ing his own proverbial brilliancy over M. Siraond’s style and matter. 
Tlie Edinburgli editor, 1 say, has gone ofl’at a tangent to the attack ol this 
crying sin of our society, and has^ken no further notice of the very 
undeserved charge which served as a hint to give it rise, hor my own 
jiart, in the remarks I am about to make, 1 feel myself free from na¬ 
tional prejudice. My leaning has always been the other way ; my great 
horror of exclusiveness and John Buliisni has driven me perhaps too 
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much into the opposite feeling. But I always give “ the devil liis due,” 
and will not deny it to my countrymen. 

M. Siinond says tJiat the Genevese were always favourably inclined 
to the Bnglish, from the connexion which existed between them before 
the Revolution, occasioned by so many Englishmen receiving a consider¬ 
able part of their education at Geneva, and thus forming friendships 
which continued through life, and were renewed, as occasion offered, 
fiom time to time. The separation necossitiitcd by the subsequent poli¬ 
tical events was, he says, strongly felt. The Genevese always retained 
their former predilections, and were disliked hy Napoleon on that very 
account. He is recorded to have saitl ‘‘ Z/.s parlc/it trap Oien Anf^lali 
pour moi." vit 

M. Simond then continues thus: [I (ptote from the English coJ|r, fls 
it is not a translation, but a counterpart of the French by tlie aitthor 
liimself. There ar*e considerable vaiumecs in the following passage be¬ 
tween the two,—the English expression Iteiug througliour much soften¬ 
ed, and in one or two places differing materially from the French.] 

Who would not have supposed that when, after a separation of twenty 
or twenty-five years, the English again appealed among the (/cnc\.ins, they 
would have been the best friends in the woild ? Yet it is not so. 'Kiiglish 
iruvellers svvaim here as everywhere else; but they do not mix with the 
•■ociety of the country more than they do elsewhere, .uid seciu to like it even 
less. The people of Gcne\a, on the other hand, say, tlicir founer friends ilie 
I'inglish arc so changed they scarcely know them again, Tliey useil to he a 
plain downright race, in whotd, 4 i certain degree of saurageru- oi \ served to 
set otiThc advantiigcs of a highly-cultivated understanding, of a ij'cra! mind, 
and generous temper, which cliaractcrizcd them in general: their young men 
were often rather wild, but soon reformed, and became like ihetr fathers. 
Instead of this we sec, they say, a mixed assemblage, of whomJiy|ientably 
few possess any of those qualities we were wont to admire in their predeces¬ 
sors ; their former shyness and rescue changed to disdain and ludcucss. 
If you seek these modern English, they keep aloof, do not mix in conversa¬ 
tion, and seem to laugh at ybu ; their ot^duct, still more strange and unac¬ 
countable in regard to each other, i.s indicative of contempt and suspicion : 
studiously avoiding to exchange a word, one would suppose they expect to 
find an adventurer in every individual of their owui country not particularly 
introduced, or at best a person beneath them. You cannot vex or displease 
them more than by inviting others to meet them whom they may he com¬ 
pelled to acknowledge afterwards. If they do not find a crowd, they are 
tired; if you speak of the old English you formerly kticw, that was before 
the Flood ; if you talk of books, it,is pedantry, and they yawn ; of politics, 
they lun wild about ^onaparte! Dancing is the only thing which is sure to 
please them; at the sound of the fiddle, the thinking nation starts up at 
once; their young people artf adepts in the art, and lake Mins to become so, 
spending half their time with their dancing-master. iTou may know the 
houses where they live by the scraping *of,the fiddle, and shaking of the floor, 
which disturb their neighbours. Few bring letters; jbiey complain they arc 
neglected by the good company, aiftl cheated by the wmaceiiers. The latter, 
accustomed to the Milorrk jiuglais of former times, or at least having heard 
of them, think they may charge accordingly, but only find des Anglais pour 
riip, who bargain at the door, before Uiey venture to come in, for the leg of 
mutton and bottle of wine on which they mean to dine. Placed as I am be¬ 
tween the two parties, 1 hear young Englishmen repeat what they have 
heard in France,—that the Genevans arc cold, selfish, atul interested, and their 
women desprericuses ridicules ,—the very milliners and muniua-makers giving 
themselves airs of modesty and deep reading!—that there is noopera nor Theatre 
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des Fariilcs ;* in short, that Geneva is the dullest place in the world. Some 
say it is but a bad copy of England, a sham republic, and a scientific, no less 
than a political counterfeit. In short, the iViencls of Geneva, among our 
modern English travellers, are not numerous, but they are select. These last* 
distinguished themselves during the late hard winter by their bounty to the 
poor—not the poor of Geneva, who were sufficiently assisted by their richer 
countrymen, but those of Savoy, who were literally starving. If English 
travellers no longer appear in the same light as formerly, it is because they are 
not the same class of people who go abroad, but all classes, and not the best 
of all classes either. They know it, and say it themselves ; they feel the ridi¬ 
cule of their multitude, and of their conduct; they are ashamed and pro¬ 
voked ; describe it with the most pointed irony, and tell many a humorous 
stoiy against themselves. Eormeily the travelling class was composed of 
young men of good family and fortune, just of age, who after leaving the Uni¬ 
versity went the tour of the (’ontinent, under the guidance of*a1earned tutor, 
oUena very distinguished man—or ofijien oflhesame class, at a more advanced 
age, witiv their families, who, after many years spent in professional duties at 
liomc.t come to visit again the countries they had seen in their youth, and 
tlic friends they had known there. When an Englishman left his country 
either to seek his foriune, to save money, oi*to hide himself; when travellers 
of that nation were all very rich or very learned,J of high birth yet liberal 
principles (Cclaires et iibdraux), unbounded in their generosity, and with 
means cfptal to the inclination ; their high standing in the world might well 
be accounted for, and it i.s a great pity that they .should have lost it. Were 
I an Englishman, 1 would not set out on iny travels until the fashion were 
tiver,”— Hiii'vtui’s Switzerland, vol. I, pp. 350—y. 

This is the subsiance of what jVI. Siinond says concerning English 
travellers iibiuad. If it liad been written by a returned French cmig/c, 
saturated vvitlt the miserable prejudices of the ancien regime, I could 
perfectly have understood and accotmted for it. But from a man pro- 
iessing liberal and ])liilosophical ojiinions—a man laying claim to en¬ 
lightened experience and knowledge—tihove all, a man who made 
America the country of his adoption, arifi who formed his dearest con¬ 
nexion in that country—fiotn such a jaian I cot»le.ss I am strongly sur¬ 
prised to meet w'ith these sentinieMST I am as much alive as it is pos¬ 
sible fo» any foreigner to be to the worse than ridicule of that sullen 
self-concentration which of late has marked fashionable manners in Eng^ 
land; but I do aver, without fear of contradiction, that this stupidly silly, 
and vain characteristic originated wholly with, if it be not engro.ssed by, 
those very classes to which M. Simond regrets that the monopoly of tra¬ 
velling is not still confined. The truth is, that the English are, beyond 
all calculation, a more intellectual nation tnan they weje five-and-twenty 
years ago. The circumstances of the times have thrown them forward 


• In the French, it is added as part of tjie coinplaiut of the young Eoglishiiicn 
HI des /dies. Why M. Siinond suppresses it in tlie English copy 1 know not, un- 
lt‘.ss it be that he supposes iOur rountrymen who have been at Geneva wiJ] read 
his work, and know the ii'Cter fallacy of the sfateuient. Nothing can be more 
Hinusiug and absurd than t.iie airs vvlticb Geneva gives itself on this point. Tlie 
strictness of its r/oiucn is the rty/ftia of all descriptions of its society,—a niqst 
groundless assumption indeed. In proportion to the size, there is no sort of dif- 
fcrcnce in this respect from Paris or London. Even in the Italian towns, which 
hear so loose a name, there is not half so much apparent vice as in proper and 
prijdiiih Gepeva. 

'h M. Siinond seems not to have understood his own meaning—“ tes devoirs de 
itnr position," w very dilierent from “ pvufc.ssiouul duties.” 
t There is no luontion of the *• very learned" in the French edition. 
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more than a century of common existence would have done. There lias 
been more advancement of every kind in England since the year 1790, 
than from the rei{|‘n of King William up to that time. And what is 
*the conscipience ? Why, precisely what has been pointed out by the 
writer in the Edinburgh Review, in the admirable critique of which ! have 
made mention—that the sell-privileged, finding their kibes closely trod¬ 
den on by the clouted shoe, intrench theinsclves behind the barrier, or 
rather the stagnant moat of sulkiness and silence, and affect to dis¬ 
dain that talent and aerjuirement at which they find it easy to sneer, 
but lioyond their powers to attain. To use a very happy expression 
which I have somewhere seen, “ they are silent because they have 
nothing to say, and look stupid because they are so.” Now I ctinnot in 
any way }ierv(^ive how English travellers arc less pleasing and intellec¬ 
tual from their being no longer exclusively confined to a class which was 
the first to lead the way, and is still distinguished by this identicid sin 
of manners, against which M. Siimond with justice exclaims. But, in 
point of fact, the main accusation which he brings against them is, that 
poorer and Ifcss noble men travel than heretofore. As to their lack of 
nobility, it is, I hope, at this time of day, unnecessary to speak. The 
times, I thank Heaven, are long past when a man’s merit is judged by 
the number of Jus cpiarterings. The aristocracy of mind is the only one 
which now gains respect in England. A man need no longer, like Gil 
Bias, pull liis patent of nobility from bis bureau, as a ]ire)i)nhiary to at¬ 
tention. A stupid j)eer and a clever plebeian will soon see which at¬ 
tracts, as which deserves^ the most notice and esteem. No man of 
rank in England, with a common understanding, r( sts his j)retensions 
now-a-days on that claim. He would be ashamed to do so. He 
knows and feels that it is the “ gowd,” not the “ guinea-stamp” which is 
of value.* He piques himself on bt'ing a gentleman of cultivated mind, 
not on his fifty descents. But_M. Siinond talks of men under the rank 
of 10,000/. a-year travclh'ng, in a tone much more conformable to the 
ideas and calibre of M.^Dejeans, t^whose house I am writing, than of 
a man who pretends to reasoning ahd liberal feeling. Forsooth, tlie 
English will no longer submit to be plundered, to be robbed in laet; and 
therefore they are ks A/iglais pour rire ! When our countrymen on the 
Continent consisted solely of raw lads from college, with a large allow¬ 
ance from the old lord, .md of priggish tutors, who thought their im-i 
portance was proportionate with the quantity of money spent by their 
cleves, it was quite natural that the English should acquire a character 
of being rich antk lavish, mother words, of being cheated through the 
nose. But when other classes of men came to travel, who could not 
afford to pay for the privilege of being laughed at, they made a stout 
battle against the doctrine of Engh’shinen being charged double for every 
thing, which has partly, and partly only, succeeded. 'I'liis, of course, 
i.s by no means relished by iimkeej)er3, couriers, and postilions; but 
even with them I question strongly whether it has in any degree lessened 
tlieir respect for our country. No one ever rosj)ects the man he has 
cheated ; on die contrary, he is inclined to Iiold him in contempt. 
Formerly when a French or Italian shoj)keepcr asked one of his country- 

* The rahk is but the guinca-btfiinp, 

The men's the gowj, for a’ that.— BniiNs. 
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men an extravagant price, the answer was, “ Do you take me for an 
Englishman ?” tliat is, “ Do you take me for a purse-proud fool, who is 
weak enough to be pleased with the miserable consideration that is 
gained by paying twice as much for a thing as it is wt>rth?” But, as an 
Italian courier said the other day to a friend of mine, “ Quello non si dice 
pill.'’ Now, for the life of me, I cannot sec the ridicule of no longer 
submitting to knavery and extortion. 

But there is another question besides that of our being changed, 
namely that of the Genevans not having changed at all. If, as I think, 

I may undeniably lay down, we arc advanced and improved, it is quite 
natiiru that'W'D should no longer be very strongly delighted with the 
company of people who still remain at our forsaken point. Two children 
of ten years’ old are v('ry good C(/inpany for each othei^-r-but, if one 
Were to remain at ten years old, wlnle the other continued to grow up, 

I think at twenty he would find his’ former associate, in a considerable 
degree, insipid. Tn the first place, tlie Genevans do not do that for 
which M. Simond blames us,—they do not travel—and consequently 
their ideas ronain as strictly confined as their town, shut in as it is by 
gates closed scrupulously at eleven o’clock every night. 1 am far from 
saying that it is incumbent on every man to travel; but if none do, 
there will be no influx of enlarged opinions to carry off tlie stagnation 
of a confined state of existence. Tlie Genevans are weddc*d Closely to 
their old customs, and arc content to repose under the shade of tJieir 
former intellectual laurels. They rest upon their oars, confiding in the 
force of their jirevioiis strokes, forgetting, tliat, if tliey remain 'linre- 
newed, the !io;.t uill soon cease to have way through the water. 7'hc 
Genevans of old times v\ere, perhaps, much on a par with the English— 
the Genevans of the present day are far and farjiehind them, and are 
consequently voied bores —Can any thing be more simple ? 

As lor the little slaji at tlie English,^for being “ grown gentlemen 
taught to dance,” it is, as a generality,'^ not a- caricature but a^/?ctiow. 
'That there may he some hcavy-heai^l, light-libeled blockheads, who 
cause the kit to squeak and the flCor to shake, is very possible ; but I 
fear, thaf the great majority of our countrymen retain the ‘ bad emi- ^ 
nence’ of. being the worst dancers in Eurojie. 

With reference to our niunhovs, I again sec any thing but the irtdicu- 
lous in tliat. They are a.jirooir not only of our teeming population and 
national wealth'*, hut of tlte thirst of knowledge and instruction which 
pervade all ranks of the people. Th<!y afe a proof, moreover, of the 
immense body, even in what'are calletl the middling oiasses of society, 
who have gained tliat instruction, or rather perhaps that degourdissement 
and expansion of idea wliich-are to be acquired only by going abroad. 

It is said that cvefy attorney’s clerks during the long vacation—that 
every city apprentice during the dead months of the year,—runs over to 
Paris, if not to Switzerland. I answer, at once, so much the liettcr. 

If they do not acquiri; muchf actual knowledge, they at all events shake 
olf that contraction and excllisiveness which arc the necessary results of 
living only ia one sewe and among one set of people. They discover 
that the world is not bounded by Westminster Bridge, or the Straits of 


* It is surely uiinecessary for me to point out the disiiuction of the credit to be 
assumed fur personal aud nuliuaal ricbos. 
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Dover—tliat there are more things than were “ dreamt of in tlicir phi¬ 
losophy.” And will it be denied, that this custom gives as its result a 
vast addition of enlightenment and expansion to the national mind ?— 
Ought we not to encourage, rather than to repress, that which lessens 
the intensity of ielf with which English judgments and conclusions are 
so justly reproached ? I'he liigher, and consetjucntly the idler, classes 
ol’ all countries, will always have a due degree of ft)reign intercourse ; 
but, for the middling ranks—ever the most important body of society 
—to acquire knowledge, or at least freedom and liberality of opinion by 
these means, is a thing which is, perhaps, now for the first time, begin¬ 
ning to exist in the instance of our countrymen—and which, I again and 
again repeat, ought in every way to be i)romotcd and fostered, instead 
of impeded and sneered down, 

I am very well aware, tliat among a body like this, there must be if 
great number of very ridiculous persons, whose ignorance of foreign 
habits, and even languages, will lead them into scrapes sufficiently 
absurd. It is very well to laugh at these things when they occur, 
but why record them as the characteristics of the race, and attempt to 
deter otliers by insinuating, if not asserting, that this must infallibly bc^ 
their lot also ? Now, that these tilings are not frequent and usual, is 
evident from their being so caught up and repeated when they do hap¬ 
pen; and at all events, if one or two such circumstances were to 
befall each traveller at first, his rapidly increasing familiarity \Vith the 
Continent would soon prevent their reeurrence. And, at th<‘ worst, 
what feathere are they in the scale against the sterling advantages by 
which they are repaid! 

INI. Siinond has been in England, and has written oi'•*’ the fullest 
accounts of it ever published. But I am greatly surprised at its author 
seeming to regret the days when la vnlurds AngUtv> Mere the only 
English travellers in Europe*^ He has the reputation—of doubtful 
justice as it seems to me—of holding liberal sentiments, and possessing 
feelings of political gerjerosity. J^annot at all reconcile this with the 
passages of liis w'ork which I h.a^ transcribed. The rapid ad^'ance 
(and 1 again say it cannot be denied) which England has mad? during 
the last thirty years, has been mainly, if not entirely, owning to the in¬ 
crease of popular knov\ ledge and exertion. There has been, not a poli- 
ticjd, but a moral revolution in England during that jreriod; we are 
essentially less aristocratic in society, both in its broad and its conlined 
sense, if we are not in institutions. At the time of which M. Simond 
writes, our lordsj though nobles, were neither ecliurcs nor Uberaitx; at 
least, there di<l not exist then, as now, a sort of necessity for them to 
be, to a certain extent, the one, and a good proportion of them to he, at 
least, in some degree, the other.^ It is true, that among some of the 
higher orders in England, the aristocratic spirit was never so strong, I 
may say so virulent, as it i.S(jat this moment, and that exactly for the 
reason that it is less generally of force. They feel that the prestige of 
their rank is slipping, like an eel, from their hold, and they conse¬ 
quently grasp it the tighter. But the mere circumstance of a man being 
milord, will not now, as it almost alw.-iys did then, suffice for his wel- 


* 1 have since rr;ul this l«)()k, iuiil much of my siir|)ri.sii ,'it the passage on which 
1 have been conimciiliti;:, lu":, in conscipicncc, evuporaU'-’ 
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come reception in society. Society is now a pic-nie^ and tlie man wlio 
does not bring his share of the feast will not he admitted as a membei', 
whether noble or plebeian. How is it then that M^. Simond regi-ets tlic 
exclusiveness, the prejudice, the reliance upon mere rank and wealth, 
which distinguished the days to which he reverts with such fondness? 
I cannot but rejoice, on iny country's account, as well as on every other, 
that they no longer exist. As in otlier cases. “ the good old times” is 
a most complete misnomer. 


BRING FLOW'EUS. ' 

IIring (lowers, young (lowers, for the festal board, 

To wreatlie the cup ere the wine is pour’d : 

Bring (lowers ! tliey arc sprin 2 :ing in wood and vale, 

'I'beir breath floats out on the soulhern gale. 

And the touch of the sunbeam hath waked the rose, 

To deck the hall where the bright wine flows. 

Bring flowers to strew in the Conqueror’s path— 

He hath shaken thrones with his stormy wrath ! 

He comes with the sjjoils of nations hkek, 

'I'lie vines lie crush’d in his chariot’s track. 

The turf looks red where he won the da)'— 

Bring flowers to die in the Conqueror’s way! 

I g flowers to the Captive’s lonely cell, 

1 hey have tales of the joyous woods to tell ; 

’ y (lie tree blue streams, and the glowing sky. 

And the bright world shut from his languid eye; 

They will bear him a thought of the sunny hours, 

And a tlreum of his youth—Bring him flowers, wild flowers. 

Bring flowers, frCsh (Io^jm^, for the Bride to wear! 

7'lu'y were horn to blush in her shining hair. 

She is leaving the home of her childish mirth. 

She hath hid farewell to her father’s hearth. 

Her place is now by another’s side— 

Bring flowers for the locks of the fair young Bride ! 

Bring flowers, paleflowen, o’er the bier to shed, 

A crown for the brow of the aarly Dead ! 

l'\)r this through its leaves hath the whitc-rn^e burst, 

Tor this ill the woods was the violet nurst. 

Though they smile in vain for what once was onrs, 

Tliey are Love’s last gift—Bring ye flowers, pale flowcis! 

Bring flowers to the shrine where we kneel in prayer, 

'Fhey are Nature’s offering, thei# place is ilirre ! 

They sjieak of hope to the fainting heart, 

Wiiii a voice ol promise they cpme and part, 

They sleep in dust through the wintry hours, 

They break forth in glory—Bring flowers, bright flowers! 

F.H. 
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An endless band 

Pours forth, and leaves unpeopled half the land— 

Glory and gain th’ industrious tribe provoke." Poj'E. 

Nothinu is more common than an inclination to over-rate the im¬ 
portance of the age which i.s honoured by our presence, and of the 
events which are passing under our own eyes. When we observe, in 
tlie writings of the centuries that are gone, the tone of exaggerated ad¬ 
miration in which contem2iorary transactions and discoveries are allu¬ 
ded to, we cannot refrain from a smile, and bestow on our forefathers 
the self-complacent “ Poor things! they knew no better,” which we 
give tij'the shrewd but puny contrivances of children, who do 
the best they cart with the blunted tools and coarse instrument.s with 
which we trust them. We find it, however, difficult to believe that 
posterity will glance over otir achievements and improvements with the 
same contemjrtuous pity ; and we fancy, in opposition to both reason 
and experience, that the light of our fame can never wax dim, and that 
“our study’s godlike recompense" w'ill be the marvelling admiration 
of all succeeding ages, even though man should continue to be born 
and to die for the thousand million of years which the Persians attri¬ 
bute to their ly-anian dynasty. Yet we ourselves outlive our own 
wonder, stare no longer at gas-lights or Waterloo-bridge, forget our 
danger from. Bonaparte, and our safety from Davy’s lamp ; balloons 
surprise us as little as umbrellas ; were it not for repeated broad hints 
we should cease to remember the efficacy of Macassar oil; and we 
can sometimes scarcely believe that shoes were ever made ii'.t right and 
left, or shirts with plaited frills; that fires had once no guards, and 
Westminster Abbey no garden ; that country dances were ever patro¬ 
nized by the fashionable, or waltzing ever objected to by the modest. 
Still less will our descendants, (Jazzled in their turn by their own 
merits and improvements, keep a emtstant and steady gaze upon ours : 
forgotten, suomr or later, will be the Breakwater and the Pavilion, 
“Sbotch novels and English hexameters, Congreve’s rockets and Gill’s 
coppers:ups, the splendour of our military fame and the brightness of 
Warren’s blacking. The generations to come will wonder at our mis¬ 
takes in the ologies, pity our ignorance of the Niger and the North 
Pole, and kindly commiserate |hose for not living later, who are them¬ 
selves glorying tUat they live just when they do. But there is one 
point on which the Englishman of to-day may proudly take his stand, 
almost as secure of equality with the future, as he is certain of pre¬ 
eminence over the past. Our posterity may, indeed, apply the powers 
of steam to paying the national defctthey may light and watch Dart¬ 
moor, and Macadamize roads5_jn4h?B,Moon; they may excel us in every 
various science and every art npe . —in that of making and multi¬ 
plying books we must ever hold our superiority, here we must still ex¬ 
ceed belief, and put competition at dprfiance. In the land of literature 
we are like locusts ; wc seem resdivtid to gather every ^ig of laurel 
from Parnassus, and to drain the fountains of the Muses dry; and we 
labour with selfish eagerness to prevent, any author of a future age 
from boasting, like Ariosto, that his book contains, “ Cosa non detta 
in prosa mai ne in rima,” or, as Milton translates it, “ ThMgs unat- 
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tempted yet in prose and rhirae.” The brains of one half of the world 
are labouring to give out, what the brains of the rest are trying to take 
in; the eyes of both parties suffer in the contest; and who can wonder 
at the prevalence of Ophthalmia, and of determination of blood to the 
head ? Johnson’s wise advice to authors that “ they should keep out 
of each other’s way,” has become impracticable ; they form no longer a 
small and distinct species whose marks are easily recognised, and 
whose habitat may be guessed with tolerable accuracy : the author who 
now w'ished to' avoid his kind, must condemn himself to perpetual se¬ 
clusion ; he must fly from a pastrycook’s shop, and a panorama, as from 
Rivingtons and the British Institution; suspect peers’ robes and red 
coats, satin slips and smock frocks; roses in the hair would inspire no 
confidence; even in the recesses of the nursery bay leaves migffat be 
mingled with toys, and danger be' lurking under pianofortes; and a 
lounge in Bond-street would be scarcely less alarming tlian a visit to 
the Lakes. Fortunate it is, that as the numbers of the genus irritubile 
have increased, their mutual animosity has diminished, and that at the 
sight of a feJlow-candidate for literary fame no longer “ Fervens difli- 
cili bile tumet jeeur.” In fact, authors arc tired of laying the founda¬ 
tion of a liver-complaint every time they look out of their window; and 
they are aware that if a rencontre with a rival scribbler “ possessed a 
man with yellow'ness,” it would be impossible to take a walk without 
coming home in the jaundice. BtU alas! with their jealousy of each 
other has vanislied alsf) the awe and interest with which those who had 
written a hook once inspired the rest of the world. Since poets, histo¬ 
rians, and philosoj'liors, are to be seen in all directions, they attract 
little attentio’; with tlicir rarity has expired their consequence; they 
no longer conic' distinction on the party where they are guests, nor 
atone for its otiicr defects by their presence. A bevy of them is less 
rare and less valuable at a dinner, than a haunch of venison well 
dressed; and one of each sort will s^rcely be accepted as an equiva¬ 
lent for ice at the conversazione oMIm indigent blue-stocking. Fami¬ 
liarity htfS produced its usual effect: authors arc chatted with as uncere¬ 
moniously as if they had ttever been in print; nobody stares at them' 
unless they are as tall as Bejzoni, nor whispers about them unlesrthey 
have written something treasonable or licentious; and there is scarcely 
a poet in the kingdom, a description of whom a young lady out of her 
teens w'ould deem worthy of an insertion ijj her journal, unless he went 
without a neckcloth, or had written about kissing. Eveniiuthoresses,ywcc 
considered as extraordinary as Amazons, once as much avoided as if, 
like the girl in the fairy-tale, every time they opened their mouths 
came out toads and frogs, once supposed to be a race* “ che di lavarsi 
non ebbe mai diletto,” arc now clean, comfortable, common-place crea¬ 
tures, who figure in quadrilles, cut their fiails, dress fashionably, and 
will flirt and talk nonsense with any man old enough to have discarded 
those nursery fears which made him fancy a blue-stocking and an 
ogress synonymous terms. For my own part, I have so completely 
conquered these childish alarms, that I am fond of entering into argu¬ 
ments with young ladies on politics and metaphysics, till, as Milton ej^^ 
presses it,* “ wisdom in discourse with them, loses discountenanced, and 
like folly shews;” a female mathematician excites in me no horror, 


* Who took no ple.a!>iirt‘ in w.isliing themselves. 
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unless her nose is inoxcusabh' red; and I have little doubt that in a short 
time I shall scarcely start, if my partner at a ball tells me she had been 
detained at homc'till a late hour by the necessity of correcting proofs, 
and that, when I am told I have been dancing with the authoress of two 
or three epic poems, I shall only reply by giving a slight shudder, and 
uttering a cold “ Indeed!’’ 

But not only is there a formidable increase in the numbers of author'^ 
of every sex, age, and degree—the physical and mental powers of each 
individual has, or outfit to /lorc received a most extraordinary ac¬ 
cession of strength. Not only do more write, but each writes more. 
The proverb of “Presto e bene, non si conviene,” is either unbelieved, 
or unheeded ; the works of each yvriter fill three or four shelves of a 
library ; arid'while new ones start daily into life and activity, their pre¬ 
decessors seem to think that Lady Shrewsbury’s fate is upon them, and 
that on their continued labours their very existence depends. The life 
of the noble builder of Chatsworih, Worksop, 8 ic. fell a sacriiico to a 
severe frost, which stopped the progress of her workmen, and accom¬ 
plished the predictions concerning her death; but what degree of cold 
can benumb the fingers, or “ cool the raging motions” of a modern 
author ? 

“llien nc pent arr^tcr sa vigilante aiirlacc: 

L’<$le n’a point dc fen, I’hivcr n’a point de glare.” 

Sucl), indeed, is the marvellous rapidity with which authors nur' 
compose, that wc arc sometimes induced to suspect that recent disco¬ 
veries in science and mechanics, the steam-engine, the galvaniiijjattery, 
and the hydrostatic press, have been in some man>'cr applied, not only 
to facilitate manufacttires formerly executed by the hand, but those 
also which we liave been accustomed (occasionally from courtesy) to 
attribute to the labours of the brain. Mr. Babbage has given the pub¬ 
lic a bint of this kind by his de.scription of a machine for solving etpia- 
tions ; and we confess'that we sty^o other satisfactory way of account¬ 
ing for the mysteriously rapid pfbduction of hundreds of quartos. 
Even the great unknown magician, forsaking those occult art?by which 
‘he formerly bound spirits to do his pleasure, and to astonish the world 
by the" rapidity of their perfonnauccs while they enchanted it by their 
beauty, lias, we fancy, availed himself of more material and mechanical 
agents in his last production. “ St. Roiian's Well” appears to owe half 
its bulk to some such expedient as Mr. lUibbage’.s wheel, and the mas¬ 
ter-mechanic seoms only to have employed his pers^al and superna¬ 
tural powers on particular passages. ' 

It is recorded of Toslafus, the Spaniard, that he wrote three times 
as many leaves as he lived dayf!; and Jjope de Vega is said to have 
covered paper in a yet greater proportion; hut in our glorious px- 
ertions of this kind arc t§o frequent to deserve or to obta’in notice. 
Horace’s maxims arc neglected, Boileau speaks in vain, and idle or in¬ 
capable would that writer be considered who should keep the printer's 
devils waiting for copy while he was practising the latter’s advice : 

“ Travaillez a loisir, quclque ordre nui vous presse, 

Et ne voiis niquez jioiiit cl’uiie fnlle vitesse. 

HAtez vous lentcmcin, cl s>ans perdre courage 
Vingt fois sur Ic metier, remettez votre ouvrage, 

Poli!,.';cz-lo .sans rt‘.s.sc, ctic repolissez ; 

Ajoiitcz qiudqucfois, cl soiivciit cHavez.” 
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Yet we have gained more in swiftness than in strength; xhere are 
now few giants in the land of literature. Alas 1 we are rather like pig¬ 
mies with seven-leagued boots, who, as it were, hop ar^ skip over 
those regions through which our mightier predeccssirs manihed slowly 
and majestically. We bring forth often, the pains of parturition seem 
removed, the time of gestation is short (sometimes, indeed, the news¬ 
papers will announce the birth of twins two or three times in one year 
to the same parent); but Nature observes her usual laws, and our issue 
are, for the most part, sickly and short-lived. Few of them survive a 
twelvemonth; and those who arc not, after that period, reduced to 
ashes, are closely imprisoned, and a sacred silence maintained as to 
their existence. We act as if it were our ambition to resemble the 
wonderful lady who had three hundred and sixty-fivg shildren at a 
birth, and saw all her puny bantliijgs die before her ; rather than the 
less prolific mother who bears one stout and healthy child to honour her 
while she lives, and speak her praises when she is no more. “ Unum 
sane, sed Leonem.” 

Production necessarily implies and encourages consumption. Hun¬ 
dreds would not write if thousands did not read. Every body must 
see by the state of our literary markets that a great deal of something 
is eaten ; and it is now more the quality than the quantity that distin- 

dishes the carnivorous blue-stocking from the silly girl who eats no- 
■ ing but trash ; the student with the digestion of an ostrich who swal- 
tow'-' rusty tomes of law or divinity, from the delicate coxcomb whose 
stomi refuses any thing heavier than the sonnets, newspapers, and 


reviews. King, the poet, is said to have perused above twenty-two 
thousand books ar : manuscripts in eight years—every young lady now 
does as much, if you will only allow her to count each volume of a 
novel, every magazine and afterpiece, and to reckon the crossed letters 
which she receives from her female friends in lieu of the manuscripts. 
King’s were probably not much longer, and far less difficult to decypher 
and to corn[>rehend. 

We ^1 seem to be running rea^g-races with our neighbours; and 
when “ we ply the memory and load the brain,” it is often only to shej^ 
that we can gallop faster, and carry more weight than other people. 
To remember is troublesome, to understand is scarcely necessary, but 
to read is indispensable; and those who know nothing of Milton or 
Pope would blush to be behindhand in the literature of the day. 
Scholars study, ladies skim, ploughmen spell, and all the world re¬ 
semble La Foji^ine’s library-rats— •r 

Jh ’ ^ 

“-qui, Ics Iivres rongeans, 

Se font savdns jusqu’aux dents.” 

%o consequence of this rage for reading, this craving thirst for 
“ something new” of which it may truly said, “ crescit indulgens sibi 
dirus hydrops,” the race of book-makers and book-sellers has under¬ 
gone a complete alteration as to character, temper, and appearance. 
The latter are no longer rough, extortionate, and austere; the former 
no longer thin, shabby, and melancholy. Publishers arc enabled to 
give encouraging prices for new works, and authors to wear good coats 
and look like gentlemen. Liberal bargains are made over liberal din¬ 
ners, care and anxiety are banished from the countenance of each con- 
VOL. X. NO. XL. 2 a 
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traeting ,)arly, one knows lie skull have no diilicnlty in selling what the 
other feels he had no trouble in writing, and a work in two thick 
quarto volumes, price three or four guineas, will issue from the press 
without havihg added one wrinkle of care to the face of either author or 
publisher. The title, indeed, may now be considered the only impor¬ 
tant and only troublesome part of a work ; for books are not like roses, 
and it cannot be said of many of our most popular productions that 
they “ wdth any other name would sell as well.” Here, therefore, an 
author bestows all of genius and of fancy with which Nature has 
blessed him : to this he sacrifices his yet unbitten nails ; for t/tis alone 
“ the poet's eye in a fine frenzy” rolls ; this is the only part of modern 
composition injurious to personal a^ipcarance, the only part 

■’ “ Qui lido Ic front, allonge Ic visage.’' 

It is in this respect that writers of tours and travels have great ad¬ 
vantages ; for it is scarcely possible very much to vary their titles. 
When a man crosses the water to Calais, and comes home by Dieppe, 
he of course immediately piibli.shes a moderately sized octavo, and it is 
a great comfort to him that the name must Inciitabh/ be, either “A 
Tour in France,” or “ An Excursion through Normandy and Picardy,” 
with the date of the year annexed to distinguish it from a hundred 
other works of the same nature. No wonder that travelling is so fa¬ 
shionable when it is so easy to get the expenses paid by Mr. Colburn 
or Mr. Murrajf. The process is most simple. A description of Dover 
begins the book, then follow sea-sickness and custom -house delays, a 
French post-boy and a table-d’hote, a Roman Catholic procession with 
a dozen pages on superstition, and a conversation with an old soldier 
about Bonaparte, with a dozen pages on politics. I'ho work is com¬ 
plete, and tlie traveller prints and sells information, which he would 
consider too trifling and too generally known to dispense gratuitously 
in company. So it is with more extended lours : Switzerland and Italy 
are inexhaustible subjects; and tbb^^h half the world has seen them, 
and half the other half has described them, succeeding travclliys con- 
jjinue to publish tlieir note-books and journals, and, if they did not 
luckily contradict each other, would leave tljose who follow them 
nothing to learn. Going abroad is indeed now so cornmon and so vul¬ 
gar that it is almost more genteel to stay at home; and a person who 
has travelled the five hundred miles out of England, which constitute 
capability for the Travellers’ Club, is much less of a curiosity tlian one 
who has travelledxhe same distance in it. The cataract.s of the Nile 
are bettor known than the Falls of the Clyde ; those rave about St. 
Peter’s who never saw St. Paul’s ; and like the Scotchman who hurried 
home from Italy to see a magrificent view on his own estate, of 
which he had first received intelligence from a foreigner—.so English¬ 
men will be put to the bluslnat Versailles and St. Denis by puzzling 
questions about Wind.sor and Westminster Abbey. A book in praise 
of our own country is perhaps the only sort of book that would not pay 
the expenses of publication; it would have the dulness of a sonnet to 
one’s wife, and the insipidity of English wines ; it would be as little pur¬ 
chased as British lace, and as little regarded as an appeal in behalf of 
British manufacturers. Not till war again closes the Continent, and 
tourists and travellers are thrown out of foreign employ, will they 
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condescend to visit or to describe our own lovely sceneiry. Then 
Devonshire and Derbyshire, Wales and Westmoreland, must per force 
excite ecstasies and employ pens; then exaggeration wiU>^ucceed indif¬ 
ference, Mont Blanc bow to Ben Nevis, and Milan Cathedral shrink 
before York Minster. Rather than not add his mite to the mountain 
of books that is overwhelming our land, a predestined author w'ould 
accomplish his fate by publishing “ First Impressions on Box-hill,” or 
“ Reminiscences of Clapham Common.” 

Wide, indeed, deep, full, and strong now flows the stream of book- 
making; and while the public continue to keep up its source by their 
vealth and encouragement, there seems little chance that the traffic 
upon it will diminish. It is covered with vessels of all ,sizcs and all 
descriptions, “ each songster, riddler, every nameless Tl'ame” launches 
gaily liis little funny, * 

“ Millions and millions on the banks wc view, 
rhick as the stars of night, or morning dew;” 

everjr one watching an opportunity to push froin the shore; and the 
pilot of a cock-boat embarks as fearlessly, and hoists his sail as proudly, 
as he who has to steer one of those noble first-rates which are Eng¬ 
land’s glory, and the world’s admiration. In vjxin some cautious 
friend exclaims ere an inexperienced youth leaps into his crazy vessel, 

“ quid agis ? fortitcr ocupa 
Fortum—Tu, nisi venlia 
Debes ludibrium, cave!” 

Off every one pushes in careless, proud security ; and let the voyage 
end in honour or disaster, still when they disembark they cry 
” Cras ingeiis iterabimus sequor.” 

W. E. 


THli GRAVE. FROM THE Ga:RMAJS. 
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IIow deep and quWl is the tomb—■ 

Its brink how dark and dread! 

Veiling in an impervious gloom 
Tlie country of the dead. 

The nightingale’s sweet melody 
Is never w'arblcd there. 

And friendship’s votive roses lie 
Wither’d upon the bier.* 

There widow’d brides forsaken wring 
Their hands in wild despair. 

Vain in its depths their moans they fling. 
With the young oryhan’s prayer. 

Yet where for happiness beside 
Shall wretched mortals fly. 

When that dark gate alone may liide 
Their hoped tranquillity! 

There hearts arc driven storm-tost by woes, 
That ne’er knew rest before,— 

Wb ere else shall they obtain repose, 

But where they beat no more ? E. 


? * 2 
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I.ETTKRS FROM THE EAST.-NO. III. 

* ylkxandria. 

We left tlie “ Pride of the East” at last, at sight of which, the Prophet 
might have smiled with much greater reason than he did at that of 
Grand Cairo. We sailed from Constantinople on hoard an English ves¬ 
sel bound to Smyrna. Having cast anchor near the town of the Dar¬ 
danelles on the following morning, w’e went on shore to visit the site of 
the ancient Abydos, about tw'o miles distant. A lofty tumulus, with 
some remains of w’alls on the side towards the sea, mark the spot. 'I'he 
distance across the strait to where Sestos is supposed to have stood, is 
scarcely a mflot and any strong and practised sw'imincr might pass it 
without much difficulty. I was little .aware then, that this passage was 
destined to be a fatal one a few' weeks afterwards, to a young and very 
abiiable traveller; who perished, in consequence of attempting to imitate 
Leander and Lord B., of a violent fever, brought on by over-exertion, and 
the being so long in the water. It was a lovely moonlight night when we 
lost sight of the shores of the Dartlanelles ; and a fine wiitd bore us to¬ 
wards Scio. On board weic two natives of the northern part of England, 
who had gone to Persia with the hope of getting rich by engaging in a 
cotton-manufactory, set on at Tebriz by a young English merchant. 'I'he 
latter had lost all his little property in the attempt, having been deluded, 
he said, by false representations; and at last, after a long and difficult 
journey over land with the tw'o natives of Lancashire, had succeeiled in 
reaching Constantinople. To hear the latter, in their broad provincial 
dialect, relate their adventures in Persia; their passage over mountains 
covered with snow and plains parched with heat, half starved at one 
time and abused or pursued at another, was very amusing. Amidst the 
tumults and massacres of Stamboul, a piece of pcciUiar good fortune 
befel me, in the engaging my romantic and invaluable servant, Michelle 
Milovich, a Sclavonian: had I btejt ^ Moslemin, I would ever alter 
have blessed the Prophet for causing that day to shine on qje. He 
-j^poke seven languages, had read a great deal, and travelled yet more, 
was perfectly brave, conversed W'ith much intelligence, and to wander 
througfi^ new scenes W'as his passionate delight: “ I have heard. Sir,” 

he first addres.sed me, “you are going to Egypt, and shall be very 
happy to attend you there. I have travelled over the greater part of the 
world, but cannot die in peace till I have seen the Pyramids and the ruins 
of Thebes.’’ only comjxmion in many a solitude and sorrow, more 
than once the preserver of my life, and always devoted and faithful; how 
can I ever think of him without attachment, or forget his tears when 
we parted f 

On the fourth morning, as the sun rose, we were close to the Isle of 
Scio. Its appearance is very^jingular: six or eight miles from the shore 
is a lofty chain of barren and purple rocks, which shut out all view of 
the interior, and the space between these and the sea, is covered with 
delightful gardens and verdure, which inclose the town on every side, 
except towards the main. 

The fine climate of tins isle, tjic profusion of delicious fruits, the beauty 
of its women, and the friendly and hospitable character of the people, 
caused it to be jneferred by travellers to any other of the Greek islands. 
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In the evening, when the setting sun was resting on the craggy moun¬ 
tains and the rich gardens at their feet, the shores and the shaded pro¬ 
menades around th(f town were filled with the Greek population, among 
which were multitudes of the gay and handsome wbmen ^ Scio, distin¬ 
guished for their frank and agreeable manners. 

On landing, we went to the Consul’s house ; he w'as a Sciote, and re¬ 
ceived us with much civility. Ilis wife and daughter, who were both 
very plain, made their appearance, and sw'cctmeats and fruit, with coffee, 
were handed round. 'I’hc day was sultry, and the w'ater-melons and 
oranges, which w'ere in great abundance, were very refreshing. The 
unfortunate Sciotes were the most effeminate and irresolute of all the 
Greeks. The merchants lived in a style of great luxury, and the houses 
of many of them were splendidly fbrnished. From the, commencement 
of the revolution, they contrived to preserve a strict neutrality; and, 
though often implored and menaced by their countrymen, refused to 
fight for the liberties of Greece, or risk tbe drawing on themselves the 
vengeance of the Turks. So well had they kept up appearances, that the 
Ottoman fleet never molested them: till, unfortunately, one day a Greek 
leader entered the harbour with some ships, having a body of troops on 
board, who were landed to attack the citadel, in which was a small Turkish 
garrison; and tlie Sciotes, fancying the hour of freedom was come, 
passed from one extreme to the other, rose tumultuously, and joined the 
troops. The fort was soon taken, and the garrison, together with the 
Turks who were in the town, was put to the sword. This was scarcely 
accomplished, when the Ottoman fleet entered the harbour; and the 
Greek forces, who had come from Samos, too inferior in number to cope 
with them, instantly embarked, and took to flight, leaving the island to its 
fate. Those islanders who had taken part with them, consisted chiefly 
of the lower orders, and two hundred of the chief raerch.ants and magis¬ 
trates repaired on board tbe ship of the Capitan Pacha, and made the 
most solemn protestations of innocence, and unqualified submission to 
the Porte. 'J’he admiral received *hem with' great civility, expressed 
Jiimsclf willing to forget all that Tiad passed, and ordered coffee and a 
variety‘*of refreshments. But no sooner had the Pacha landed his 
forces, about six thousand men, than he gave the signal for the massacre. 
The details given me afterwards by Sciotes who had escajl^d, were 
enough to harrow up the soul. During the massacre, the Turks, ex¬ 
hausted, shc.athod at times their bloofly sabres and ataghans, and, seated 
beneath the trees on the shore, took^their pipes and coffee, chatted, or 
fell asleep in the shade. In the course of a few hours they rose re¬ 
freshed, and began to slay indiscriminately all w’ho came in their way. 
It was vain to implore mercy ; the young and gay Sciotes, but a few 
days before the pride of the islands, found their loveliness no shield 
then, but fell stabbed bei’ore their mothers’ eyes, or flying into the 
gardens, were caught by their long and braided tresses, and quickly des¬ 
patched. The wild and confused cries of pain and death were mingled 
with the fierce shouts of Mohammed and vengeance ; the Greek was seen 
kneeling for pity, or flying with desjx'rate speed, and the Turkish soldier 
rushing by with his reeking we.apon, or holding in his hand some head 
dripping with blood. The close of day brought little reprieve; 
the moonlight spreading vividly over the town, the shores, and the rich 
groves of fruit-trees, rendered escape or concealment almost impossible. 
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But, as tl^ work oi‘ death paused at intervals from very weariness, the 
loud sounos of horror and carnage sunk into those of more hushed and 
bitter woe. The heart-broken wail of parents over their dying and 
violated chilL—the hurried and shuddering tones of despair of those to 
whom a few hours would bring inevitable death — the cry of the 
orphan and widowed around the mangled forms of their dearest rela¬ 
tives, mingled with curses on the murderer, went up to heaven ! But 
the pause for mourning was short—the stillness of the night was sud¬ 
denly broken by the clash of arms and the dismal war-cry of the Otto¬ 
man soldiery “ Death !—death to the Greeks—to the enemies of the 
Prophet—Allah il Allah —and the Capitan Pacha in the midst, with 
furious gestures, urged on his troops to the slaughter. Every house 
and garden were strewed with corpses ; beneath the orange-trees, by the 
fountain side, '<5\i the rich carpet,, and the marble pavement, lay the 
young, the beautiful, and the aged, in the midst of their loved and 
luxurious retreats. Day after day passed; and lying as they fell, 
alone, or in groups, no hand bore them to their graves, while survivors 
yet remained to perish. At last, when all was over, they were thrown 
in promiscuous heap^, the senator and tlie delicate and richly attired 
woman of rank mingled with the lowest of the populace, into large pits 
dug for the purpose, which served as universal sepulchres. 

Twenty thousand arc computed to have perished during the few days 
the massacre lasted. Happy were the few who could pass the barrier 
of rocky mountains, beyond which they were for the time secure, or 
were received into some of the boats and vessels on the coast, and thus 
snatched from their fate. It was my fortune afterwards to meet several 
times with these wretched fugitives, wandering in search of an asylum ; 
so pale, worn, and despairing, they presented a picture of exquisite 
misery—-girls of a tender age on foot, sinking beneath the heat and 
toil of the way, yet striving to keep up with the horses that bore the sick 
and disabled of the party; and mothers with their infants whom they 
had saved, while their husbands an^ji sons had perished. One who had 
been a lady in her own land, weeping bitterly, related to me the mur¬ 
der of all her children, who were five young men. Many a young Sciote 
•wwman was to be seen, her indulgent home lost for ever, her beauty 
and vivs/:ity quite gone, with haggard and fearful looks seeking in 
other lands for friends whom she might never find. 

About two or three hours walk along the shore is the spot where 
Homer is said to have kept his ^school; it is a rock within which are still 
visible the remains of seats cut but. The poet certainly displayed an 
excellent taste in his choice of a situation: a noble group of trees stands 
close, by, and a fountain of the purest water gushes out in their shade; 
in front, and around, are the heautiful harbour, cottages amidst delicious 
gardens, and behind precipices of purple rocks rising in their naked¬ 
ness. I'he Turks are fond of ^enjoying the coolness and shade of this 
spot; the follower of the Prophet .smoking his pipe and performing 
his ablutions where Maconides was insjured!... .A few miles from tlie 
town, and approached by a rugged path, is the large convent of Ne- 
hahmoncc. The chapel u richly ornamented, the dome being formed 
of different kinds of mai|pe, varied with pieces of richly stained glass, 
and has altogether a strange appearance; the lofty mountains around 
have many of their abrupt declivities covered with firs. The condition 
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and advantages of the Greek clergy are much superior to thos'/ of the 
Catholics. The former are allowed to marry if they have nfit taken 
priests’ orders; and appear to lead a pleasanter life, and are more free 
and courteous in their manners, than their brethren o^ Romj^ and tlieir 
convents are infinitely more neat and clean. This monastery of Nehah- 
monce allows every traveller the privilege of remaining several days 
under its roof, where he will find a comfortable chamber and good fare; 
for if there are any wines or provisions par excellence in their neighbour¬ 
hood, monks are sure to have them.The soil of this island pro¬ 

duces an abundance of excellent fruits, the fig, olive, orange, almond, 
and pomegranate; and the climate is healthy and delightful; and, with 
the exception of the Isle of Rhodes, a stranger could not lind a more 

vlesirable residence.'J'he red wine is the most esteemed in the 

island; a smalLpart only is exported, the Greeks makixg'too good a 
use of it themselves. It cannot greatly soothe or propitiate a Turk’s 
feelings towards the despised and infidel Greeks, to see them guaffing 
with keen delight the rich juice of the grape, and giving loose in the 
moment to unbounded gaiety, while he, poor ft>rbidden follower of 
Islam! must solace himself gravely with the pure fountain, his meagre 
sherbet, or at most a cup of' the coflee of Mocha. At the distance of sonui 
miles in the interior, are seen at intervals the country seats of the rich 
Greeks and Turks; very handsome residences, built of stone, with 
luxuriant gardens .adjoining, and placed often in romantic situations; 
and such a number of aromatic shrubs are scattered over the country, 

that the air is perfumed with their fragrance.The gum-mastich grow's 

here, which is used by the Grecian and I’urkish women: but the for- 
Jticr strive to heighten their charms by adding paint; they go unveiled, 
and are gaily and riclily dressed. 

But no aid or ornament—not even the faint remains of the adored 
features of antiquity—can invest the Greek with the dignity of air and 
carriage, and the elegance and mildness of manners of the Ottoman 
lady.... But it is liard to leave a Grecian isle wifjiout feelings of regret. 
Of the difierent countries it has been delig^it to visit, were I to choose 
a residence, it would not be on the shores of the Bosphorus, with the 
mountains of Euro|)e and Asia rising from the water’s edge; their sidea 
covered with groves, villages, and delicious retreats, and betwqgp their 
feet the deep and lovely glens which put a Moslcmin in mind of Para¬ 
dise—nor in the glorious plain of Damascus, with its rushing streams 
and gardens of unriv^alled luxury, embracing the sacred city in their 
‘deep bosom—but ia^some isle like Scio o/Rhodes, of a pure and equal 
■climate; its shaded walks leading through woods of*orangc, almond, 
and cij;rpn ; above which rise its pointed and purpled mountains, tliejr vild 
bosoms covered wi|li a thousand fragrant shrubs, the odours of whidifill 
the air: where the sun .sets in glory oil the wave, and gilds the summits 
of other isles, 'which appear all around at the horizon’s verge; and the 
moonlight brings softer scenery, with the guitar, the sweet island songs, 
and the murmur on the shore. 

We left Scio at last, and on the following, evening arrived in the^ 
harbour of Smyrna. It is of great extent, an^ you sail a long time 
between its shores of rugged mountains, witlj^a line of rich verdure 
and trees at their feet, ere you arrive at tlie city, situated at its very 
extremity. Smyrna possesses a large population, and an extensive 
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conimet;;e: the streets are narrow, but the quarter inhabited by the 
Frank ni^rchants and consuls contains a munber of excellent houses, 
with terraced roofs, which afford a pleasant promenade. Many of the 
Europeans!^ intermarry with the Greek families; and the Smyrniote 
ladies, thu^.blcnding Oriental and Frank manners and customs, are 
considered extremely attractive;—the turbaned head bent over the 
harp and piano, and the Scotch and Irish melodies sung on the shores 
of Asia, arc no common fascinations. The Turkish burying-grmmd 
stands on the slope of the hill at a small distance from the town, near 
that of the Jews, and is encircled by a deep grove of cypress-trees. 
No guard or shade around a cemetery can be so suitable as that of this 
noble tree: with its waveless and mournful foliage, it looks the very 
emblem of mortality. The Orientals love that every thing should be 
sad and impressive round the abodes of the dead, which they never 
approach hut with the deepest reverence; and they often sit for hours in 
their Kiosques on the Ilospliorus, gazing with mournful pleasure on 
the shores of Asia, where the ashes of their fathers are laid ; for the 
rich Turk of Stamboul generally wishes to be carried after death to 
the Asiatic side, which he believes destined to be the last resting-place 
and empire of his countrymen, “ when the fair men from the North 
shall have driven them from Europe.” 

The society of Smyrna, consisting of the European merchants and 
their families, who mixed together on the most friendly footing, was 
very agreeable: the public rooms, called the Casino, handsomely fitted 
up, were open at eight o’clock every evening, and possessed a reading- 
room ; and travellers and strangers from all parts met there to take 
refreshments, and enjoy the society; and balls were occasionally held. 
But the face of things was entirely changed at the time of our resi¬ 
dence there. The Casino and its amusements were closed, there was 
little interchange of visits between European families, and the charm¬ 
ing promenades around the town were deserted, the whole of the 
Greek families of the better order having fled ; the bazars looked silent 
and empty, and tlie numerous caravans from the interior no longer 
arrived. The village of Bournabat, composed chiefly of the l^mdsomc 
country-houses of the European merchants, is distant a few miles from 
t?ie city, and affords a very pleasant ride to the traveller, the country 
around'being well cultivated, and adorned with groves of olive and 
other trees. The storks are seen in great numbers at particular sea¬ 
sons around Smyrna and at Bournabat: they are very tame, and are 
regarded witit a superstitious* feeling by the Turks. They sometimes 
frequent the ruins of temples and villages ; but their appearance, and 
the noise they make, harmonize little wifli the aspect of desolation and 
decay: the clusters of pigeons of many-coloured plumage, which flew 
around and nestled amidst the ruiur of the Temple of theSun at Balbec, 
had an eflect much more in harmony with the splendid remains and 
scenery of the plain, so truly and beautifully described in “ LalJa 
Rookh.” 

In Smyrna, we lodged at the hotel kept by an Italian. The windows 
of the apartments commanded a fine view of the bay and its romantic 
shores. Several Greek priests and merchants dined at the table d’hbte, 
where we had a medley of Greek and European dishes: they looked 
very care-worn and suspicious; and they had good reason, for they 
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could not go out of doors without danger of being nmrderffl. One 
morning, as I stood in the street, a Greek servant, for declining to buy 
meat at the stall of a Candiote butcher not far off, was stabbed by him 
with his long knife, and fell bleeding on the pavement..... About fifty 
Greeks got on board a Ragiisan vessel, in order to fescapef the captain 
having been paid a large sum of monej by them. Instead of instantly 
making off, he continued to loiter in the harbour, in spite of the warn¬ 
ings of the consul; when one night he was surrounded by three Turk¬ 
ish vessels, and all on board seized. The captain and crew were hanged, 
and the Greeks were beheaded in a small square in the city, at sun-rise, 

during our stay.The French consul, to his immortal honour, has 

saved the lives of hundreds of the Greeks, by his active and spirited 
interference; and rescued them frorn the hands of the soldiery, about to 
put tliem to death. In walking through the city you sfo ithese unfor¬ 
tunate peo])le looking over the walls, and half-opening their doors, and 
listening to every passing sound. At any sudden noise in the 
streets, the faces of the women—and some of them beautiful—were 
seen thrust out of the windows of the lofty houses, where they had taken 
refuge; thereby exposing themselves to fresh danger, yet unable to 
repress their anxiety and curiosity. The only Greek I ever saw, whose 
face and form in any way realized the beau ideal of antiquity, w'as at the 
entrance of a poor dwelling in the skirts of the city: her fine tall figure, 
reclined against the wall as she stood, and her head bent towards some 
unhappy countrywomen, whom she was addressing, gave additional 
interest to the perfect symmetry of her noble and classic features. 

The inextinguishable lightness and versatility of character of the 
Greeks are real blessings in their present situation; no vicissitudes 
appear to strike them with surprise or despair: active, enterprising, 
and indefatigable, they possess the materials for making excellent 
soldiers: vain to excess, and ever sanguine in all their hopes and un¬ 
dertakings, I heard them exclaim, as they marched out of Tripolitza 
to attack the Turks, “ We have beat them wi^i sticks ere now; and 
shall we not drive them before us.wkli our sw'ords V '—Call on a Greek 
to die, and he will take leave of the world, to appearance, passionless 
and undismayed : bring the guitar and the wine, and he will dance, talk 
W'ith infinite gaiety, and sing the Moriote songs all the night long. 

A circumstance of a very interesting and affecting kind occurred at 
this time in one of the Greek isles. . A number of the islanders, terri¬ 
fied at the approach of a Turkish force, hurried on board a large boat, 
and pushed off from the land. The wife of one of them, a young 
woman of uncommon loveliness, seeing her husbandT departing, stood 
on the shore, stretching out her hands towards the boat, and imploring, 
in the most moving terms, to be taken on board. The Greek saw it 
without concern or pity, and, without aiding her escape, bade his com¬ 
panions hasten their flight. This unfortunate woman, left unprotected 
in the midst of her enemies, struggled tlflrough scenes of difficulty and 
danger, of insult and suffering, till her failing health and strength, 
with a heart broken by sorrow, brought her to her death-bed. She 
had never heard from her husband ; and, when wandering amongst the 
mountains, or lying hid in some wretched habitation, or compelled to 
urge her flight amidst cruel fatigues, her affection for him, and the 
hope of meeting again, bore up her courage through all. He came at 
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last, wliyn the enemy had retreated, and the Greeks had sought their 
homes again; and learning her situation, was touched with the deepest 
remorse. But all hope of life was then extinguished; her spirit had 
been tried the utmost; love had changed to aversion, and she refused 
to see or forgive him. There is at times in the cliaracter of the Greek 
women, as more than one occasion occurred of observing, a strength 
and sternness that is truly remarkable. Her sister and relations were 
standing round her bed ; and never in the days of her health and love 
did she look so touchingly beautiful as then: her fine dark eyes were 
turned on them with a look, cas if she mourned not to die, but still felt 
deeply her wrongs; the natural paleness of her cheek was crimsoned 
with a hectic hue, and the rich tresses of her black hair fell dishc'/cllcd 
by her side. Her friends, w'ith tears, entreated her to speak to, and for¬ 
give her husbarid; but she turned her face to the wall, and waved her 
hand for him to begone. Soon the last pang came over her, and then 
aftection conquered ;—she turned suddenly round, raised a look of 
forgiveness to him, placed her hand in his, and died. 

\Ve took passage on board a French ship bound to Alexandria, and 
for three days had a favourable wind, when we fell in with a division of 
the Greek fleet: they obliged us to bring to, and sent an armed boat on 
board to demand our destination and cargo, and whatever intelligence 
we could gi\e them. These Greeks behaved very civilly; tiu'ir be-.t 
ships w’cre merchant-vessels nirned into those of war, and carried 
twenty guns: they w'ere from the isle of Hydra, the natives of which 
are the best and boldest sailors in their navy. The wind failed us; 
and we were put to our resources to pass tlio time agreeably; but in 
French vessels a passenger is always less at a loss in calms and baffling 
winds than in any other, as the men seldom lose their gaiety and good 
spirits. The mate, who seemed to have the chief command, was a 
fine and animated young Frenchman, who had a small collection <if 
interesting books; the nominal captain, Monsieur Gras by name, wa'-- 
a little fat man, with a serions and melancholy aspect. Every morn¬ 
ing and evening, before breakfast and_ supper, tlie crew w'cre siinimoned 
to the poop, and he recited jjrayers in a sad and distinct ionc, to 
which they all responded. On board was a most motley assemblage 
of passengers: a fat young German, who was on his way to Grand 
Cairo, tt?set up for a doctor, and cure the Turks and Arabs without 
knowing a word of their language ; and he was accompanied by a 
sprightly young Italian woman, who had left her dear land to, live 
with this phlegmatic fellow on the banks of the Nile: his pipe scarcely 
ever quitted his mouth, and he told marvellous tales, sitting on the 
deck with a naked neck and bosom d I’oricntal. There was also a 
tailor from Italy, of a pale countenance and spare figure, destined for 
Alexandria to exercise his calling; rnd he put one in mind of the button- 
maker from Sheffield, who came on speculation to Constantinople with 
a cargo of his material, and found the Turks never wore buttons. A 
third was a dog-merchant, also an Italian, with his wife; he had a 
number of dogs of a very fine breed, to dispose of in Egypt, if ho could 
find purchasers among the Franks or the faiihful. These three w’orthies 
and their two c/iiie annex (the tailor having no tender companion with 
him) travelled in great harmony together, and, while the hafiling winds 
lasted, afibrded no small amusement. But at lust we drew near the 
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low and sandy shores around Alexandria. IIow sweet after a ’ oyage 
the first sight of land is, every traveller has felt; and Pompey* Pillar 
on the eminence above the town, the eanal from the Nile jiistj^eyond, 
and a thousand recollections attached to the resideniEO of^eopatra, 
gave an intense interest to that now before us. * 

ODE ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OF CLAPHAM ACADF.MV.* 

All me! those old familiar bounds 1 
That classic house, those classic grounds 
My pensive thought recalls ! 

What tender urchins now conhne. 

What little captives now rejiine. 

Within yon irksome*walls ! 

Ay, that’s the very house ! 1 know 
Its ugly windows, ten*a-row 1 
Its criimneys in the rear ! 

And there’s tne iron rod so high, 

’I’hat drew the thunder from tlie sky 
And turn'd our table-beer! 

There I was birch’d ! there I was bred ! 

There like a little Adam fed 
From Learning’s woeful tree ! 

The weary tasks I used to con !— 

'I’hc hopeless leaves 1 wept upon !— 

Most fruitless !ea\cs to me!— 

The summon’d class I—ilie awful bow !— 

1 wonder who is master now 
And wholesome anguish sheds! 

IIow many ushers now employs. 

How many maid. to see the bo}s 
Have nothing in their heads ! 

And Mrs. S * • * ?—Doth she abet 
(Like Pallas in the parlonr) yet , 

Some favour’d two or»three,— 

The little Crichtons of the hour. 

Her niufTin-mcdals that devour. 

And swill her prize-bohea ? 

Ay, there’s the play-ground! there’s tl)e lime, 

Heneath whose shade in summer’s prime 
So wildly I hate read !— 

Who sits there 7iow, and skijns the cream 
Of young Romance, and weaves a dream^ 

Of Love and Cottage-bread ? 

Who struts the Randall of the walk ? 

Who models tiny heads in chalk? 

Who scoops the lighpcanoe? 

What early genius hiids apace ? 

Where’s Poynter? Harris? Jlowcrs? Chase? 

Hal Raylis ? blythc Carew ? 

Alack ! they ’re gone—a thousand ways! 

And some are serving in “ the Greys,’’ 

And some have perish’d young !— 

.lack Harris weds his second wife; 

Hal Raylis drives the jvmir of life; 

And blithe Carew—is hung! 


* No coniit’Mon tvith any other ode. 



Clapham Academy. 

Grave Bowers teaches A B C5 
To savages at Owhyee ; 

Poor Chase is with the worms !— 

All, ;>11 arc gone—the olden breed !— 

New crops of mushroom boys succeed, 

** And push us from our J’ortna !’* 

L.O 1 where they scramble forth, and shout. 
And leap, and skip, and mob about. 

At play where ,we have play’d ! 

Some hop, some run, (some fall.) some tvvine 
'I’heir crony arms ; some in the shine. 

And some are in the shade! 

Lo there what mix’d conditions run ! 

.The orphan lad ; the widow’s spn ; 

And Fortune’s favour’d care— 

The wealthy born, for whom she hath 
Mac-Adamized the future path— 

The Nabob’s pamper’d heir! 

Some brightly starr’d—some evil born,—^ 

For honour some, and some for scorn,— 

For fair or foul renown 1 
Good, bad, inditf’rent—none may lack ! 

Cook, here’s a White, and there’s a Black ! 
And there’s a Creole brown ! 

Some laugh and sing, some mope and weep. 
And wish their frugal sires would keep^ 

Their only sons at homei— 

Some tease the future tense, and plan 
The full-grown doings of the man. 

And pant for years to come! 

A foolish wish I There’s one at hoop ; 

And four a\. fives / and five who stoop 
The marble taw to speed ! 

And one that curvets in anti out. 

Reining his fellow Cdb about,— 

Would 1 were in his steed ! 

Yet he wotild gladly halt and drop 
That boyish harness off, to swop 
W'ith this world’s heavy van — 

To toil, to tug. O little fool ! 

While thou canst be a horse at school 
To wish to be fi man ! 

Pervhance thou deem’st it were a thing 
To wear a crown,—to be a king! 

And sleep on regal down 1 
Alas ! thou know’st not kingly cares ; 

Far happier is thy hedU that wears 
That hat without a crown ! 

And dost thou think that years acquire 
New added joys? C)ost tniuk thy sire 
^ore happy than his son I 
That manhood’s mirth?—Oh, go thy ways 

To Drury-lane when- plays. 

And see how Jorced our fun ! 

Thy taws are brave !—thy tops are rare !— 
f)nr tops are spun with coils of rare. 
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Our dumps are no delight I— 

The Elgin marbles are but tame. 

And 'tis at best a sorry game 
To fly the Muse’s kite 1 

Our hearts are dough, our heels arc lead. 

Our topmost joys fall dull and dead 
Like balls with no rebound! 

And often with a faded eye 
We look behind, and send a sigh - 
Towards that merry ground ! 

Then be contented. Thou hast got 
« The most of heaven in thy young lot j 
' There’s sky-blue in thy cup ! 

Thou’It find thy Manhood all too fast— 

Soon come, soon gon^ 1 and Age at last 

A sorry breaking-up J T. H. 


A RIUE IN A CUCKOO. 

“ Why, what a rascal art thou, then, to praise him so for running !— 

A horseback, yc Cuckoo; but afoot he will not budge a foot!” 

SlJAKSPEARE. 

SioHT-sEEiNG in hot weather is rather an awful ente^rprise: going 
over palaces is the most objectionable form of this painftil pleasure; 
and the Chateau of Versailles, from its immense extent and to\al want 
of furniture, is perhaps the most wearisome of all these edifices to 
wade through. Others look like habitations; to a certain dxtent, 
they let us into the arcana of royalty’s domestic life, and so possess 
some interest, as well us dignity of association; but here all is bare and 
empty: however fatigued the visitant may be, there is not a single 
chair to relieve him; nothing has been renewed, but the ponderous 
overpowering gilding which glisters to the eye, like all the gilt ginger¬ 
bread of all the Bartholomew Fairs ; abd when the servant in his gor¬ 
geous livety has shouted—“ Salon de Mars !—Salon de Venus !—ot 
Salon d'Apollon!" you have nothing to do but to walk on, until you«« 
have completed the round of the palace and the mythology. Wjjh the 
exception of some large pictures in the ante-room, principally of Paul 
Veronese, you encounter nothing in the way of art worth a moment’s 
attention : there are none, indeed, but some flaring, glaring, theatrical 
daubs of the modern French school, andP the paintin|[s by Le Brun 
and others, with which the ceilings are every where profusely be¬ 
dizened. In spite of the “ os sublime" given to man, that he lAight 
contemplate the heavens, it may be doubted whether he was ever 
meant to strain his eyes perpendicularly^ upwards to stare at a coloured 
ceiling; and such is my antipathy to this exercise of the art, that I 
seriously doubt whether I should have ssfl^ed Sir James ThornhiH’s 
life while employed upon the dome of St. Paul's, had I seen him upon 
the extreme edge of the scaffolding, and possessed the presence of mind 
recorded of his friend, who induced him to run forward by smearing 
his principal figure with a brush. One knows not which is in the most 
unnatural posture,—the man below, half dislocating his neck to look 
up, Of the sprawling fore-shortened goddess above, threatening to 
break hers by tumbling down; the former becoming red in the ikee, 
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(or b^ick, if he have a tight neckcloth,) in the hopeless attetnpt at 
reducityg all the line colours spread above liiin to something like an 
inU’lligiiJe representation, while they most perversely continue to 
bewilder liis vision with the semblance of a Turkey carpet. This mis¬ 
application of his time, and the muscles of his neck, seemed more 
painful to the writer, as he would have been well content to devote 
some more hours^to the gardens, baths, and bosquets. However, he 
submitted to his fate without a murmur ; and having completed his 
task, and reduced his chin, though with some difficulty, to itspjoper 
position, he prepared to return to Paris. 

Public stages, admirably conducted, depart f?mi^'*ann return to 
Versailles every half hour ; but' for the sake of variety, and in the hope 
of seeing soluething of life among the lower orders, he betook himself 
to the corner of the Place d’ArmCs, where there is a stand of small car¬ 
riages resembling cabriolets, and known by the names of Cuckoos, 
Vatacht'n, petites 'cuitures, and other designations which we hold it not 
quite decorous to conmnt to paper, though even belles and clcgatiies in 
France hear and name them without any olFencc to their unfastidious 
organs. As I approached the rendezvous of these humble vehicles, a 
tall gaunt-looking figure with huge whiskers, a rabbit-skin cap upon 
his head, and a whip in his hand, pouncing upon me, enquired whether 
I was for Paris ; and on my answering in the affirmative, exclaimed 
—“ A la bonne beure —k la bonne heure ! montez, monsieur, montez !” 
at the same time opening the front of his sorry carriage. Dearly 
bought experience had taught me to do nothing without enquiring the 
price, which I accordingly did ; when he started back, ejaculating with 
a well-acted air of offended dignity—“Comment, monsieur!—vous avez 
a faire avec un honnt^te homme, un bon enfant—allez! nous ne sur- 
faisons jamais nous autres; nous iie marcliandons pas ; avec des bour¬ 
geois, oui; mais avec des gens comme il faut, et surtout avec des 
Anglais, jamais.—Monsieur me donnera ce qii'il trouvera bon!” Know¬ 
ing perfectly well tl>at all this furious honesty would end in my being 
abominably cheated, unless there were some positive stipulation, I in- 
twisted on a price being named ; and us his “ Ouidame! monsieur, vous 
me dannerez unc petite piece de trente sous,” was only double the 
fare, I agreed to give it upon condition he would start immediately. 
I’o this he cheerfully assented, put on his horse’s bridle in a mighty 
bustle, cracked his whip upceasingly for three minutes, and bawled, 
“ Paris, Paris, ^*aris !” for as many more; but as |% travellers came 
forward to benefit by this intimation of his departure, fiei>egaa to give 
me the history of his horse, “ un fanieux cheval Anglais, noni|he llos- 
bif,” (which I ratiier suspect was an extempore appellation intehded to 
recommend him to my favour,) and assured me that he belonged once 
to a trumpeter “ du regiment Scosh GrL” As often as I pressed-his 
departure, he recurred to tftis subject by way of appeasing me ; and as 
he patted his beast, and again called him Rosbif, he added—“ II estbon, 
ce cheval l^l; il ne deniande qu'a courira compliment which my com¬ 
patriot really did not deserve, inasnmch as he very often demanded to 
walk; to say nothing of sundry solicitations for kneeling or standing 
still. It was not until after 1 had put ray foot upon the step to get 
out, that the proprietor of Rosbif was at length induced to get up, and 
make vigorous demonstrations of departure; telling nte in his barbarous 
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Frencli, “ J’avons 6t6 ja deux fois a Paris, inais e’est cgal V j'allons 
aller: si j’avions tout notre monde, fa seroit mieux, mat/ j aurons 
(lucltju’un en route. iVic, done, Rosbif— chuck !”—with ^iiich unin¬ 
telligible ejaculation vve started. 

An old woman who wished to be taken to Paris eu lapin, (a name 
given to those who sit beside the driver,) hailed us in the avenue; but 
as she would only give nine sous, while the inexorable cocker demanded 
ten, the treaty, after a world of vociferation and gesticulation, was 
finally broken oflf, and we again proceeded. My companion now took 
out the stump of a pipe, which he had contrived to keep alight in his 
waistcoat pocket, and very unceremoniously began smoking, a process, 
however, which occasioned little interruption in his volubility. In the 
course of his conversation about French politeness, Freneh'valour, and 
French generosity, (for all the virtues are French, though he admitted 
the English horses to be good,) 1 found he had been in the army, and 
had lost two fingers from his right hand at the battle of lalayera. If his 
account were to be creJited, the standard-bearer of an English regiment 
being killed in a charge of cavalry, he had seized the colours, with which 
he was rapidly tiecamping, when “ un tie nos diables de Sans-culottes 
Ecossais" caught Jiold of the staff, and, before ho could turn round to 
enquire the cause of this interruption, whipped oil his two fingers, of 
which he exhibited the stumps, adding, “ mais e’est egal; je puis encore 
fairc claquer mon fouet.” lleiter.'ited cracks having confirmed this 
assertion, he proceeded to relate how he had been discharged by the 
Emperor on account of his wound, and had established himself “ corarae 
pro])rictaire do Coucoii,’’ digressed into an interminable story about 
Marshal Cluchor, whom the Mayor had compelled him to attend as 
guide when the Prussians entered Versailles; and cursed him as a 
“ vieux sauv.'tgc,” because he merely said to one of his aides-de-camp, 
without taking the })ipe from his mouth—“ Is this follow the guide ? he 
looks like a rogue: if he behaves well, give him ten louis ; ii he makes 
any mistakes, blow' his hiains out.” Next occurred on episode about 
the good liing Henry the Fourth, and the great King Louis the Four- 
t(‘eiith; the only two monarchs (besides the Emperor) of w'hom one ever* 
hoars a word in France, though their principal merits seem to hat;^ con¬ 
sisted in making a great deal of love and a great deal of war*; and 
every new sulyect terminated with the old peroration of—“ Aie done, 
Rosbif—chuck With the assistance of this Paean, and the more sti¬ 

mulant exliortajigag of the whip, we approached Sevres wlien ray con¬ 
ductor, pointi ng miserable tenement on the left, informed me it was 
the rcnd^^iilW^Aassc of Henri Quatre during the siege of Paris, 
whith er p was'accustomed to resort to meet la belle Oabrielte d'Estrees, 
while minister Sully occupied a Chateau in tlie opposite valley. 

“ To what base uses may we not return!” The old dilapidated rubble- 
work of this once royal residence was smirkifig in anew coat of plaster, 
and the whole building receiving considerable additions, that it might 
be converted into a manufactory for distilling brandy from potatoes. 
Strange that the land of the vine should have recourse to such a vege- 


* Louis tlic rourteenth exchiiroed upon his death-becl, in « tone of remorse, 
“ J’hI trop ftiiniJ la guerre.” The French never find this a fault m their rulers, a 
stribing proof of tlieir levity and unreflectiveacss. 
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table for\such a purpose, but so it is. Paris and its neighbourhood are 
supplied ^itli an inferior spirit thus extracted, at a cheaper rate than it 
could be Grained,from the wine-making provinces; and it is marvel¬ 
lous that no theorist has availed himself of the circumstance to explain 
the fiery and turbulent character of the Irish, which may very plausibly 
be attributed to their exclusive consumption of this intoxicating root! 
If there be any truth in this suggestion, I would humbly propose a new 
reading of the line which did such yeoman’s service to the punsters in 
the O. P. war, “ Effbdiuntur opes irritamenta malorum,” by substituting 
tatoes for the second word. 

“Salon de 120 converts—donne i\ manger et h boire—fait noccs et 
festins”—greeted ray eyes as I looked at a handsome inn, before the door 
of which my frkiid llosbif seemed disposed to make a halt, though he was 
only relaxing into a walk in order tliat he might prepare himself for a 
fidl stop some twenty yards firther, at a miserable cabaret or wine- 
house, the front and inscriptions of which presented a singular jumble of 
inconsistencies.* Within a small niche in its ctmlre, secured by an 
iron grating, stood a figure of the Virgin and Child, the former attired 
in a silver turban, and a gown which had once been white, although 
the wind and rain, the mud and dust, had now soiled it with a thousand 
maculations. Above this was written—“ Salon de Gaiete,” and under 
it—“ Simon Baptiste dit tju’au bon vin il nc faut pas d’enseigne. 
Bonne bierre de Mars.”—The imago, the scriptural name, and the un- 
scriptural saying, were little in unison ; and yet the interior of the au- 
berge was still more contradictory in its objects and associations. Several 
cavalry horses were tied to the wall, and a pretty black-eyed girl was 
standing at the door, with her hands in her apron-pockets, whom my 
Proprietairc de Coucou familiarly addressed—“ Dis done, Stirapliine, 
ma belle, as-tu du monde dans leeaveau?”—“ Mais oui, Monsieur Tel- 
lier; des mililaires qui boivent a riieure.”—“ A I’licurc!—eb, mon Dicu ! 
j’allons voir, j’allons voir.” So saying, he gave me a friendly nod, ex¬ 
claiming,—“Je suis h vous dahs I’instant,” and disa|jpeared, but ran 
back in a moment, to enquire whether I woidd not like to se» the sport, 
•tsWing, “ Cela nous egayera, cela nous egayera ; e’est moi qui vous lo 
dis.” ,An explanation being demanded belbre I could come to any de¬ 
cision, Monsieur Tellier informed me, that Simon Baptiste, in conside¬ 
ration of the sum of eighteen sous, previou.sly paid into his hands, al¬ 
lowed any one or more of his guests to descend into the cellar, place 
themselves before a cask of wine, and drink out of a glass as much of 
the contents oi the said pipe as they could dispose of in the space of 
one hour. Sixty minutes’ tippling of French wine for eighteen sous! 
One whole day’s incessant quaffing for ten or eleven francs, less than the 
price of one single bottle in Lorldon ! It was irresistible ; I extricated 
my.self from iny Cuckoo, (a difficult and dangerous undertaking,) as 
rapidly as its awkward cbnstruction would allow, and followed my 
guide to the Cavean. 

Though this was designated the little cellar, it would have been 
deemed spacious in England, there being abundant room for a table 

* Karanisin, the Russian traveller, noticed a similar species of non seqmlur in one 
of the Swiss Cantons, where he copied the following; from the front of a house— 
“ Put your trust in God, for this house is called the Black Sow.*’ 
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«ml stools between the double row of casks, while it was tole^bly well 
lighted from two chimney-like apertures, that sloped upwayfts to the 
street. Four Cuirassiers in their sliining corslets, witli a gd/sun in the 
centre, sate round the table, on which were bottles ar«d gla^i^.es ; beyond 
tliem wore two pioneers of the guard, one of wliom was performing the 
operation of drinking by the hour; and before the cask, as regulator 
and master of llie revels, stood tl>e son of the Aubergiste, a lad often or 
twelve years of age, very unconcernedly munching'' a Gateau de Nan- 
terre, which seemed to have done service in the sunny window above, 
until fill its unctuous particles had evaporated. Every one who has seen 
the French army must be aware that the pioneers wear their beards, 
sometimes of an enormous length, and generally of sable hue. Though 
the horal ti])pler before me bore this appendage of ainjilQ»dimensions, 
he did not appear to be above forty, and his physiognomy was of a fine 
and noble character. Short sturdy black hair curled all over his head, 
his broad forehead was bisected by the red mark occasioned by his cap ; 
his eyes were round, full, and dark, his mouth pleasing, reminding one 
altogether of some of the heads in the Cartoons. Across the cask he 
had laid his executioner-like hatchet with its polished blade; on an 
opposite cask w'as an hour-glass. Time’s emblem and the church-yard 
monitor, now enlisted in the service of Bacchus ; helmets were hung 
upon the wall, sabres and armour were glittering in the dim light of the 
cellar, the former rattling on the tiled floor, as their w'earers burst into 
fiecpient j)eals of laughter. Tbo second ])ioncer, a stout old grey-bearded 
Silemis-like figure, worthy of the Borgliese Vase, was on one side of 
me, and on the other my driver, Monsieur Tellier, with his pipe in his 
mouth ; the whole contributing, with tlic vault*like aspect of the place, 
to constitute a scene, which was the more impressive from its total in¬ 
consistency. “ A’t’on jamais vu un animal comme ccla V’ said the old 
pioneer, addressing his comrade.—“comme tu cs bete ; tu ne reussiras 
jamais cn buvant tie la sorte ; ne vois tu pas, Ic sable coule, ton heure 
fst presque echappee?’’—and so sayieg he pointed to the hour-glass, 
thus offering a practical illustration of the Anacreontic precept, which 
makes the very fiigaciousncss of time an argument for its misapplij^ 
tion. A small puncture was made in the cask, w'hcncc spirted a red- 
dish stream of the utmost tenuity, to wdiich by the terms of tTke con¬ 
tract, it was forhidtlcn to apply the mouth, the drinker being obliged 
to receive it into a marvellously narrow Champagne glass. 'J'liis it 
W'as necessary to bold nearly parallel to tli« horizon, so that the lirpior 
soon reached jthc brim, when the boy stationed at the (%sk, put his re¬ 
lentless fingeiT uiKin the a;;('rture, and the qiiaffcr had two or three good 
thimblefulls at his disposal. What with the time lost in laughter, in 
discussing the best method of holdir^ the glass, in venting interjec¬ 
tions, and varying gesticulations ; to say nothing of the profit upon the 
three or four bottles of “vrai St. Georges i^quinze sous,” usually con¬ 
sumed by the lookers on, I found that the landlord had not so bad a 
bargain as I at first conjectured. Various attempts were made by 
the industrious pioneer to combine the two operations of receiving the 
wine into the glass, and pouring it into his mouth, which only occa¬ 
sioned it to be squirted into his eyes, ears, hair, and heard, to the infi¬ 
nite glee of all the spectators, c.\.cept the urchin at the cask, who being 
voi.. X. NO. XL. 2 b ' 



362 


A Ride in a Cuckoo, 


habituated to siidi spectacles, very gravely popped his inexorable finger 
to the o.Scning, whenever tlie liquor was tlius intercepted from the 
glass, and*pursued the demolition of his cake. The fun and frolic of 
the attempt., rathtr than any love of ebricty, which is a rare vice in 
France, seemed to have prompted the whole party, who very politely 
invited me to taste the last portion, which the waning sands of the hour¬ 
glass allowed the pioneer to retain. If I thought that the red ink would 
forgive me the comparison, I should say that the beverage bore a strik¬ 
ing likeness to that counting-house commodity. 

“ Aie, done, Rosbif—chuck !’’ and the five minutes cracking of the 
whip having again set us en route, I began to calculate somewhat 
anxiously my arrival in Paris, where I was engaged to dine at six 
o’clock. U.nluckily for this arrangement, w^e had scarcely travelled a 
quarter of a mile, when we encountered another Cabaret, at the door 
of which a cuckoo was waiting with the name of “ Etienne,” written in 
large letters upon its pannels. 0 Ic coquin! ah, le sctderat!” ex¬ 
claimed my driver, “ le paresseux n’est pas encore h Paris ^ excusez, 
mon.sieur, j’allons dcsccndre pour un petit moment.” To my threats 
of getting out if he did not speedily return, he only replied—“ Soyez 
Iranquille, soyez tranquillc, ne vous inquietoz pas ! jc suis h vous tantot, 
allez!” and in two minutes afterwards I saw him, through the window, 
seated very quietly with Etienne over a bottle of beer ! How I wished 
to be perfect in the language, for only five minutes, that I might scold 
and swear t) la mode Jnglatie, though I had been long enough in the 
country to know that nothing is to be got by wrath and violence, while 
much may be accomplished by good humour and politeness. An old 
Frenchwoman, however, the solitary tenant of the other cuckoo, ap¬ 
peared not to have gathered this wisdom, for she stormed and railed in 
good set terms, which only extracted an occasional nod through the 
window from Etienne, as much as to say, “ Presently, good woman, 
presently.” Summoning all my philosophy to my aid, 1 counted the 
glasses as they poured them o,ut, and had at last the satisfaction of 
seeing an empty bottle: Monsieur Tellier rose, I got the reins and 
. whip all ready for him, when lo! he reappeared in his old iTlaee with a 
pack of cards in his hand, which he very deliberately began dealing to 
ins adversary ! Provoking as it w'as, there was at the same time some¬ 
thing so ridiculous in his perfect sang~fioid, that I leant back in the 
cabriolet and burst into an immoderate fit of laughter ; on my recovery 
from which, I was resolving to get out that I might prosecute the rest 
of my journej^ on foot, when Monsieur Etienne, dancing out of the 
house, and singing the popular burlesque .song of “ C’cstla Portiere, qi.e’ 
fait tout, qui voit tout,” came up to Rosbif’s side and exclaimed— 
“ Monsieur, il faut descendre.”,^ Must get out, said 1, why so ?—“ Be¬ 
cause, sir, we have been playing at eards for you, and I have won.” 
Such was literally the fact; they had been casting lots for the possession 
of my body corporate; and Monsieur Tellier now arriving, appealed 
to my good sense whether it was rational that two cuckoos should 
proceed to Paris with two people, when one could answer the 
purpose. By way of consolation, however, he assured me that he sin¬ 
cerely regretted the loss of my society, and should be “ charme de me 
mener une autre fois.” Accordingly, resigning my place to Monsieur 
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1 L'Uier, who turned his horse’s head about, I heard for tli^last time 
his—“ Aic, done, Rosbif—diuck!”—mounted my new v^icle, and 
without further accident arrived at the Place Louis Quinze, at a quarter 
past seven, consoling myself for the loss of my diiiner-^arty, with a 
tliousarid stern resolutions never again to take—a ride in a cuckoo. 

H. 


SUPPOSKD TO BE SUNG BY THE WIFE OF A JAPANESE 

Who had accompanied the Russians to their country. 

I LOOK through the niist,.ai)d I see thee not— 

Are thy home and thy love so soon forgot ? 

Sadly closes the weary day. 

And still thy bark is far dvvay ! 

The tent is ready, the mats are spread, 

The saranna* * * § is pluck’d for thee, 

‘ Alas! what fate has thy baidaref led 
So far from thy home ancl me ? 

Has my bower no longer charms for thee ?— 

Where the J purple jessamines twine 
Round the stately, spreading, cedar tree. 

And rest in its arms so tenderly. 

As I have reposed in thine. 

Ill vain have I found the §sea-narrot’-s nest, 

And rohh’d of its plumes her glittering breast, 

Thy mantle with varied hues to adorn,— 

'fhoii hast left me watchful and forlorn ! 

Dost thou roam amid the eagle flocks 
Wliose ciric is in the highest rocks ? 

Dost thou seek the fox in his lurking-place. 

Or hold the heaver in weary chase ? 

Dost tliou search beneath the foaming, tide 
Wherein the precious (j red pearls hide? 

Return !—the evening mist is chill. 

And sad is iny watch on the lonely hill. 

Return !—the night-wind is cold on my brow, 

And my heart is as cold and desolate now. 

Alas 1 1 await thee and hope in vain!— 

1 shall never behold thy return again! 

She stood on the beach all the Earless night. 

But nought appear’d to her eager sight; 

No bark on its bosom the ocean bore. 

And he whom she loved return’d no more. 

For the strangers came froiq the icy North, 

And their words and their gifts had won him forth. 

Their sliip sail’d far from his native bay. 

And it bore him to other region^away. M. K. 


* Sanirmn is tlie bread-fruit of the Japanese, 

i* Bairlare, the J.ipanese boat- 

t Purple jessamine, Bignoria grandiflora, is a climbing plant, native of Japan; 
flowers purple. 

§ They uriiament their parkis (mantles) and all their dresses with the feathers 
of the sea-parrot, storm finch, and maiiridor. 

II Japan produces red pearls, which are not less esteemed than white. 

2v 2 
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Y THE LITERABY WORLD. 

Credilo a mo, crcdilo a me che questo i uo inondaccio.” 

^ .» r. Aretino. 

“ WiiAT will tl»e world say?”—“ all the world are full of ft,”—are 
expressions in daily use, whenever a Mr. Maguffin gets into a scrape, 
or a Judy O'Huggins contrives to make a judy of herself, although in 
all probability, (provided the living be a decent living), not one-tenth 
part of the parish ever heard of the celebrated Mr, Maguthn, or feasted 
its ears on the musical sounds which constitute the name of the fashion¬ 
able Miss O’Huggins. “ The world” is, in truth, one of those invalu¬ 
able India-fubber phrases, the complaisant elasticity of which will ac¬ 
commodate ‘ itself to every possible intensity of signification. 3'he 
world of Napoleon was a reasonable-sized world enough; and even 
Alexander might have been contented with his world, if, being the son 
of Jupiter, he had not prophetically foreseen the discovery of a trans¬ 
atlantic “ other world," and been tormented with the second sight of 
a dish of chocolate and an Havannah segar,—in which particular of a 
hankering for colonial territories, he only sympathized with his modern 
antitype, that renowned warrior Ferdinand the detestable, the hero, 
child, and champion of the “ monarchical principle,” These, indeed, are- 
something like worlds; but there are worlds which contrive to make 
an imposing figure in this our sublunary system, the pretensions of 
which to the title are highly questionable. The “ fashionable world,” the 
eatings and drinkings, and trippings of which on the " light fantastic 
toe" are so faithfully and so laboriously recorded in the “columns” 
of the Morning Post, scarcely embraces three thousand families. 
Still smaller is that self-important body, “ the theatrical world,” mean¬ 
ing, of course, those only who live and have their being in the intrigues 
of the green-room,—the dwindling and bastard descendants of the 
Dangles of the last generation, “ The religious world,” indeed, with 
all its subdivisions, isles, and continents, its missionary societies, trad 
societies, and Ilible societies, trunk and branch, supplementary and 
■^iMxiliar}', and supplementary-auxiliary, is a toleraldy numerous body 
and has some well-grounded claims to the appellation; but what are 
we to think of the world of that great mass of worthy souls, who, to 
obtain its transient notice, sacrifice their respectability and independence, 
to say nothing of their domestic comfort; though the wliole sphere of 
the intercourse with their' own species is circumscribed within the 
“ polygon” or the “ colonnade,” and does not exceed the limits of half- 
a-dq^.en families? To this train of reflection we were led, in glancing, 
over the pages of an old number of the Rnue EHa/c/ojitdKjue’’ (a 
I'Vench periodical work of great merit,) in which the relative propor¬ 
tion of the whole population of France is compared with the number 
of those who can, and wh6 cannot read ; and the facts rendered fami¬ 
liar by the sensible image of black circles, the dimensions of which are 
as the numbers they respectively represent. Hy thi.s very simple ex¬ 
pression of a most important truth, we were forcibly struck with the 
disproportion between the numerical strength and the influential acti¬ 
vity of the corps of which we are ourselves unworthy members, “ the 
litefary world.” So much has been said, and justly said, of the grow¬ 
ing civilization of Europe, and of the influence of the press, and so 
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much is daily and hourly done in courts and cam[).s, in cabinets arul 
in tribunals, by corruption and by intimidation, to check thii/progress 
and to annihilate this influence, that we were by no means prepared to 
find, that, though the larger of the subjoined circlcs^sufficrfs to shadow 
forth the whole population of that country which we have been in the 
habit of considering as the most higlily civilized nation on the European 
continent, the smaller one does no more than represent the number of 
those honest fellows in France, who do not know A. from a bull's foot, 
or B. from a chest of drawers, and who use “ no other books but the 
score and tally.” 
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Weasoning from this (hitum, it follows that, if there be any fidelity 
in the type, a lens of some considerable jiower would be rcipiisite to 
discover the speck wliieh should represent the readers of Spain or 
iialy; and not even the microscopic eye of a fly, (if, as Pope asserts, 
lliat insect has a microscopic eye,) could detect the existence of such a 
corps in the continents of Asia and Africa. Yet does the small cir¬ 
cumference which would embrace the difference between the above two 
circles, include w'ithin its “ petty space’’ the whole number of French¬ 
men who can read, not one in ten of whom pprhaps ever Aocs read 
more than a playbill, a restaurateur’s •carte, or the weekly account of 
Ills baker«r hlanchisscHse. If from this small remainder we again ex¬ 
clude those who are no judges of literary or of scientific excellence 
few will remain to estimate a Newton or a La Place, a Linnaeus or a 
Cuvier, a Lavoisier or a Davy. * 

To come at once to that which touches ourselves most nearly ; in 
how humiliating a point of view do these said circles place that literary 
lame for which we labour so hard, and foMhe most part, so much in 
vain! Tlurly thousand readers, good, bad, and indiWerent, embrace 
tile “.ttrftA! ct arlns’' of the most firshionable periodical; and those even 
of the best authors arc not much more extensive. What then arc w’e to 
think of the “literary world,” whose«pplause rcjoiceth the heart of a 
second or third rate author, and puft’eth up the conceit of the writers 
of an occasional essay, an elegy, or a “speech intended to be spoken?” 
Verily, it i.s all vanity and ve.xation of spirit. There is not a crack- 
brained craniologist in the Fidiuburgh coteries, notwithstanding, wdio 
does not imagine “ all the world” to be occupied with his depres.sions 
and prominences, seeking for an exjdanation of the ups- and downs of 
life by the irregularities iqron the surface of the human knowledge- 
box; nor is there a miserable writer for mechani.sts and sccne-shilters 
who will not tell you, with equal confidence, that “ the world” thinks- 
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of no oth^r bumps than those which are raised on the pate of Mr. Gri¬ 
maldi. A^’thinks it might something abate the vanity of many a can¬ 
didate for tlif’ “ digito monstrari ” to measure his world by this canon 
of tlie Reviir Eiicyc/op(<li(jve, and place his little black circle by the side 
of tliat of Dr. Eady or Mr. Warren, or of tin; ])oetical and once popu¬ 
lar Mr. Packwood, somewhilc the “ notus omnibus totisoribus," and the 
Coryphaeus of those who '^funguntur rice cotis." Nay, could the self- 
important folliculaircs, who imagine they occupy the attention of nations 
w'ith their wranglings and vituperations, be made to feci that every¬ 
day men, whose names belong to the history of literature, die unknown 
to the gossips of the next street, or imagine how small a mortal, even 
the divine L?cke, was in the eyes'of his college bed-maker, it might 
serve to teach them a little discretion, and make them “ take pains to 
allay, with some cold drops of mo'desty, their skipping spirit,” who 
are now “ too wild, too rude, and bold of voice,” for ordinary patience. 

But to brii^ a writer, be he who he may, to a true sense of his own 
insignificance, the best way is to force him to quit this “ world,” about 
which he is so conceited. Not that we recommend suicide, “ Cordez 
lous bun" as Harlequin says, “ dt-Jane cette fd/c-la. 11 it’ll a run de 
ft contraire d la santc." We merely would intimate the necessity of 
changing the air, and leaving the narrow circle of local celebrity. Let 
the pamphleteer go into a theatrical circle, or the fashionable dramatist 
attend a few meetings of the Royal Society, and they will soon feel the 
nothingness of that “bubble reputation” which they are so eager to 
seek even in the reviewer’s mouth. 

There is a pretty sizeable literary world, which keejis in pay the 
circulating libraries, and which might be called the Leadcn-hall world, 
within the phosphoric sphere of which many brilliant lights move with 
distinguished lustre, which are wholly unknown in every other region. 
“ Tel brillc av second rang,” &c. The pamphleteer’s world was just such 
another, till it was lost'and immcjgcd in the readers of daily journals. 
The world of magazines and reviews, on the contrary, is a thriving 
tvorld, and daily growing in consequence and consideratioli. Some 
CSckhey authors have (to use a phrase of Gobbet’s) “a nice little” 
world of” their own ; only it speaks a language unintelligible to all, 
except its own inhabitants. Then again, tliere is a half dozen or so 
of gentlemen poets, who flourish in country book-clubs among the 
“parsonsmuch bemused witlubeer,” and in the universities, where they 
figure as the Miltons and Shakspeares of the age, and stand far 
above poor Pope; who, God save the mark, is no poet at all! What 
may be tlie sort of attraction which forms the centre of this world. 
Heaven only knows, unless it be jibe obstinate desire of warring with 
“ men, gods, and columns,” and proving Horace a false prophet, and a 
bad judge of his art. Poor Jeremy Bentham’s w'orld, still smaller than 
all the rest, consists only of the wise and good, tinpe ct nnscrabilt! 
and though, through the assistance of his translator, he is known from 
the 'Pagus to the Neva, he is read only by the select few. He, how- 
cver^^ifeVijoys fame; but what a rare piece of illustrious obscurity, be¬ 
yond all other, is the reputation of the most favourite law author ; and 
still worse, that of medical writers, whose grirn-gribber is seldom much 
read, even by the profession itself. 

Foitunately for the brethren of the quill, there is a w'orld for every 
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sort of talent and for every scale of ambition: but the difiy ulty is for 
a writer to fit himself for that world. The greatest failu;;4s in litera¬ 
ture, as in life, arise from mistakes on this point; and a ^host in broad 
daylight is not a more incongruous cz/a, than the man who persists 
in making his corporal appearances in a world which knows him not. 
The “ bemused parsons," already noticed, are lamentable examples of 
this truth; their highest flights of poetry are nothing on earth but mis¬ 
placed sermons; and like misplaced gout, they would be profitable and 
laudable if they were but brought back to their proper sphere. Thus 
Newton commented on the Apocalypse; and thus Cuvier sets up for a 
statesman; thus also parr a comjponere magiiis’') Rennell plunges 
into physiology, and John Kemble played comedy.^ I^appy, thrice 
ha])py are they whose talents not only are well directed, but are di¬ 
rected to please a world which pldases them ! Without this mutual 
sympathy between the author and his reader, life (i. e. literary life) 
would not be worth the trouble of living. 

Blit to return from parts to the whole ; if the literary world be alto¬ 
gether a 7iiiiice ajfairc to a living author, still less is it to him when he is 
dead. What is the immortality of the great mass of writers preserved 
in libraries but the immortality of the tomb,—dust and worms ? or 
rather d,oes it not resemble that of a medical museum, in which the 
subjects preserved in existence are but monuments of deformity and 
disease, records of i‘rror, and mementos of ignorance and misconcep¬ 
tion ? Often loo docs it happen, that when a writer contrives to attain 
to this enviable distinction, he most unfortunately drops his name by 
the way, and lives only as the “ unknown author of such a work." 
Often too (which is niiicl) worse) he travels along the highway of time, 
loaded with works which he never composed, and which serve only to 
impede his march to posterity. Then again there are many who enjoy 
their immortality only by paroxysms, coming forth to the world, like 
the seven sleepers, after centuries o^ oblivion, and proving that their 
fame, like light, has its fits of easy and of diflicult transmission. Literary 
immortalTty, however, has its advantages as the last sad resou rce o f 
those who do not thrive on this side the Styx, and who have too good 
reason to complain that the literary world is no longer a republic. A.s 
this world wags, indeed, at present, there are too many candidates for its 
favour who discover that 

“ Tous les discours 6ont*des sottises 
Partout (I’un homme sans dclat. * 

Ce scroient paroles exquises 

Si c’(?tdit un grand qui parlSt.”—M olierb. 

At least there are too many who .are miserably impeded in their 
search after fame by pre-occupants, who have possessed themselves of 
the chief places at the feast of literature by dint of distinctions quite as 
groundless and as aristocratic. The high-road to eminence is crowded 
and stuffed up with the favourites of blue-stocking muses, “ qui ament 
terribkmait les (nigriieSf" and are “ diablenient fortes sur les impromjrius" 
Others dash along the surface, borne in the car of a fashionable re¬ 
view ; some are picked up by the Admiralty, and launched on the 
world as first-rate geniuses on the strength of a ministerial squib, or a 
Tory pamphlet. Then again another knot contrive to attain notoriety 
by a persevering system of mutual puffing ; thus persuading the sim¬ 
ple, that, in wearing to a thread the mannerisms of a great writer, 
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they havey’airght hit} mantle : when, in fact, they have borrowed only his 
niglu-gowh, the soporific virtues of which are communicated, like elec¬ 
tricity, through a fthain of conductors, from the author to the reader. 
I'or ahjiKindo bonus durmitat Humerus" if sometimes “the Wizard’’ 
dozes for a chapter or so amidst his spells, tK(^ir nappings, like the death 
of the French revolutionists are—eternal sleep. 

For our own parts, however, we are literary infidels, and have little 
faith in the hereafter of a posthumous reputation. Saturn has not left 
off that villainous trick ..of his of eating his own children ; and if he 
should at length stand in need of bitters to refresh his appetite, we 
modern candidates for fame are so numerous, that we should devour each 
other. Kvevi Voltaire and Rousseau will soon find their fame reduced 
to “ yunicii ct mnlmi" and the “ Grand silxte dr Louis Quaforze” w'ill in 
another generation disappear before an age which if it does not “laugh 
and dance more decently,” will at least do so with more variety and 
animation. Not even all the spices and gums of the new loyal-reli¬ 
gious literary society will suffice to make a durable mummy of its 
prize poets, its professors, and its dictators. Its fasti will perish with all 
the nefasti that shall load its pages; and the doings, .and the doers of 
this “ literary world” will not reach posterity even under the equivocal 
form of an extraneous fossil, to testify to after-ages their obscure ex¬ 
istence in the present antediluvian times. '^I'his, to be sure, is good 
comfort for us periodicals. Each of our monthly appearances may be 
considered as a death-blow to the oiic which jn eceded it. We lay no 
claims on posterity ; or, if we look to a longer immortality than “ one 
calendar month,” it is through the friendly instrumentality of a good 
bookbinder. With a stout Russia back, indeed, and two thick pieces 
of pasteboard, wo may take our places on the shelves of a library, and 
fill a row as well as better books, when in process of time we may be 
as thoroughly neglected as authors of much more weight and merit. 
Our kingdom is altogether earthly, and with it we must rest contented, 
sufficiently happy that while other dogs have only their day, we have 
our month of fame; provided that during the month we s*iicceed in 
pffiS's^ng that “ literary world” to whose services we are devoted, the 
numerou. 1 , highly respectable readers of the New Monthly Magazine. 

M. 


^ SONG. 

At night when dreams thine image bring, 
1 see thee smile, 1 hear thee sing; 

And many a whisper’d accent say, 

1 dare not, cannot bit^athc by day. 

() then when I too fondly speak. 

The rose-hue deeper dyes thy check. 

The (lew shines brighter in thine eye. 
Thine heart beats warmer to thy sigh, 

A thousand lovelier charms are shown. 
Day’s jealous eye hath never known ; 

No serious brow is there to chide. 

No mother watches by thy side— 

All, all are gone, and leave it free. 

The silent world to love—and me. 
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lETTER XVII. 
hthuol I'ritndship. 

CoLONEi, an«l Mrs. Niglulugale reside in Albcmarlc-street. Tlie 
Colonel's movc-iiients may be said to form the two sides of an obtuse- 
angled tiiangle : that is to say, lie rides into Hyde Park before dinner, 
and to the OpiTa-honse in the Haymarket after it. Mrs. Nightingale 
re.'ids the English ])oets ; she possesses them all neatly bound, and 
placed upon a species of literary dnmb-waitcr. When tired of Sir 
Walter Scott, she has only to give her sattin-wood rnacliir/e a jerk, and 
“Cain, a Mystery,” tumbles into hej: lap. About two-and-thirty years 
ago, Jack Nightingale (as he was then called) tpiitted Westminster 
iSchool, His most intimate crony at that establishment was George 
Withers, a fair round-faced boy with flaxen hair. Old General Night¬ 
ingale, Jack’s father, used to call him “ the sweet little cherub,” partly 
with reference to the chubby-cheoked ornaments of old tombstones, and 
partly to Dibdin’s celebrated ballad, which introduces that bodyless 
personage at the close of ivery stanza. The cherub would often ac¬ 
company young Nightingale to dine with the General, in Hertford-street, 
May-fair. Upon these occasions, the latter would take upon him to 
cross-examine his visitant in Latin. The General seldom advanced 
into tlie Roman territories Ix'yond “ Mars, Bacchus, Apollo,” but lie 
continued, nevertheless, to make George Withers sit very uneasy upon 
his chair. Be tliat as it may, the friendshij) of the two boys was most 
exemplary : I am us fond of new quotations as tlie author of Saint 
Ronaa’s Well, and shall therefore satisfy myself with asserting, that 

“ In infincy their hopes and fears 
Were to each other known. 

Time makes terrible havoc with school friendships. Jack Nightingale 
quitted VTcstminster and became a member of his father’s profession: 
George Witliers entered the church, and became curate of ScorcsBy, “in 
Yorkshire. Eor tlie first six months, nothing could be more^oiistant 
than their correspondence. Many a one sJiilling and ninepcnce of 
theirs, did my loids the Joint Postmaster pocket; after that period the 
attachment iiung fire, like the New Post-office itself in .St. Martin’s le 
Grand. Sometliing of importance was continually ooeurring to abbre¬ 
viate their epistles : Jack Nightingale had to try on a new hussar cap, 
and George Withers had to bury an old woman.—So no more at pre¬ 
sent from,” &x. &c. The case is b^ no means a singular one. Gib¬ 
bon, when living at Lausanne, w^as^lways liaraniering out an excuse 
for not writing to his friend Lord Sheffield. The fault, in these casc.s, 
seems to consist in attempting to apologize: why not boldly leave off 
writing at once, and imitate the man with a toothache, who, after being 
pestered with seven civil enquiries from a friend, couched in the ac¬ 
customed phrase, “ How do you find yourself now" at length anS^tered, 
“when there is any alteration I will let you know.” 

The revolutionary French w'ar now broke out, and Cornet Nightin¬ 
gale joined his regiment in Flandor.s. Two letters, “like angel visits,” 
(another new quotation) wore despatched by him to his clerical Orestes, 
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from befi!(re Valenciennes. In one of these the following phrase oc¬ 
curred, “ Our troops have sat down before the town.”—George Withers 
in his reply, /^bserwed, “ I am very glad to hear it, for the poor fellows 
must have been sadly tired.” Our military Pylades took this as a joke, 
but 1 confidently believe that it was wTitten in sober seriousness. 
George Withers bad heard talk of camp-stools, and concluded that the 
Duke of York had provided his weary troops with a due assortment of 
them. Upon the firing of these two epistolary shots, both batteries 
v\ere silenced. 

After a lapse of npw'ards of thirty years, one fine Saturday after¬ 
noon, in the last variable month of March, when Colonel Nightin¬ 
gale had availed himself of a gleam of sunshine, to take his canter in the 
Park, his lady, busied at her rotatory book-stand, heard a hard-double 
rap at the street-door. 'I’he two h'eavy concussions made her think it 
was either a twopenny postman or a twop('nny creditor. In cither case 
the affair excited but little emotion. John, how'ever, in a few seconds 
entered the drawing-room, and informed his mistress, that a fat man 
wished jiarticularly to see Colonel Nightingale or his Lady. “Shew 
him up,” said Mrs. Nightingale, “but'leave the door ajar, and remain 
within call.” The door was re-opened, and in walked the Reverend 
George Withers. He begged jiardon for intruding; but, being sum- 
moiu'd up to town to atteml a trial, (luire he produced the subpoena) he 
could not for the life of him avoid calling upon his old friend and 
schoolfellow, whom he had not seen for thirty years and upwards: he 
had had a vast deal of trouble in finding him out: at the Horse Guards 
he was referred to the United-Service Club : he had turned, by mis¬ 
take, into a large glass sho]), in what used, thirty years ago, to be 
called Cockspur-strcct, but the name ivas now changed to Pall Mall 
East, why he could not devise: the man at the counter was very civil, 
that he must say for him, but could give him no information: the two 
sentinels fronting Carlton Palafe, had contented themselves with 
shaking their heads : but at length, Mr. Samms the bookseller, at the 
corner of St. James's street, had cast his eye over a little thick r(*d book, 
cafleSr Boyle’s Court Guide, and had directed him to the proper place. 
Mrs. Nightingale received Mr. Withers, notwithstanding the decided 
mauKifs ton of his aspect, with great politeness. She intimated that 
she had oflcn heard the Colonel sjieak of his friend Withers, and how de¬ 
lighted he should be to meet ivith him again : the Colonel was riding 
in Hyde Park ; bfit she hoped and trusted that Mr. Withers would name 
an early day for partaking of a family dinner in Albemarle-street. Mr. 
Withers looked a little duller than usual at this sine die adjournment, 
and said that he must go back to tjlcoresby on the morrow. Mrs Night¬ 
ingale hereupon hoped that Mr. Withers would so far oblige them, as 
to partake of their humble ftye to-day. 7'he reverend gentleman ac¬ 
quiesced with alacrity; and after many bows, and backing against a 
frail mahogany table surmounted with a chess-board, whereby knights 
and pawns were prec pitated to the ground, took his departure to the 
New Hummums. “ I have invited a friend to dine with you to-day,” 
said Mrs. Nightingale, as her spouse with splashed boots entered the 
room. The brow of Colonel Nightingale lowered—“ My dear, how could 
you be so dreadfully inconsiderate: are you auarc that it is Opera night?” 
“True,” rejoined the Lady, “ but the gentleman is obliged to quit town 
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to-morrow.” " He must be a very extraordinary gentlemaryif he in¬ 
duces me to postpone Catalani.” “ I think, notwithstanding, that that 
consequence will follow, when you learn who it is.'’T 4 -“ And pray who 
is it?” “ What do you think of George Withers.” “What, my old 
crony at Westminster?'' “Yes, he.” “My dear Augusta, you have 
acted with your accustomed good sense. George Withers ! I shall be 
delighted to see him! Why it is nearly twenty years since we last saw 
each other.” “ For nearly twenty read upwards of thirty,” thought 
Mrs. Nightingale, but she was too good a wife to give the erratum ut¬ 
terance. 

Precisely at half-past six, the same sort of heavy double-rap at the door 
denoted that George Witliers had arrived, 'I’he schoolfellows advanced 
with delight to accost each other, hut in the act of shaking hands mutually 
gave a start of astonishment. Good heaven ! said Nightingale to him¬ 
self, is it possible that this can he Withers ? and, Good heavens ! said 
Withers to himself, is it possible that this can he Nightingale ?—a sym¬ 
pathy of ejaculation, which could only proceed Irom friendship of such a 
long standing. Dinner w'as immediately announced, and Mrs, Nightin- 
g.'de was destined to ho amused hy 'ixn eager recital of their mutual “ hair- 
hreadtli scapes” at their ancient seminary. “ Do you remember Sam 
I'nlbot?”—“'Fo he .sure I do. What is become of him?”—“He 
married a pi,-inter’s daughter, and settled in Tobago.”—“ Where’.s 
L.awrence ?”—“Which of them, Charles or Robert?”—“Robert, I 
meant.”—“ He is a barrack m,aster at Colchester.”—“ And what’s be¬ 
come of Charles Fhiderhy, who broke his leaping-pole, and fell into 
Drayton’s ditch in Tothi 11-fields ?”—“ Oh, he has purchased half a 
million of swampy acres in the hack-settlements of America!”—“ In¬ 
deed ! well, he always had a turn that way. Do you remember his 
battle with Frank Parsons? he certainly would have scaljied him if he 
had not viorn a wig.” Discourse like this is highly entertaining to t’ o 
parties interested ; but they are apt, in^the hurry of colloquy, to keep all 
rhe entertainment to themselves. Mrs. Nightingale, iridej)endently of 
her (lislike*to those exclusive reminiscences, found serious interna l fau lt 
with the Reverend George Withers’s style of eating. 'J'he food imqnes- 
Monably reached his mouth, but somehow it never got there as It shoidd 
liave done. His four-pronged silver-fork lay idle upon the tablecloth, 
while his knife doing all the duty which polite custom has thrown upon its 
.silver associate, passed to and fro from his mouth to his plate with fearful 
impetuosity. “ I have one chance yet,” sighed the lady* to herself; “ he 
will cut his ow'n tongue out in a minute—I plainly perceive that nothing 
else can check his garrulity.” Still the conversation ran in the same 
channel.—“ Do yon remember this ?” and “ Do you remember that ?” 
ushered in every speech. At length tnc Reverend Mr. Withers asked 
the friend of his heart, whether he remejnbered how he served the 
Italian image-men ? Nightingale had forgotten it. “Oh then I must 
recall it to your memory,” said the divine. “ There was a party of 
us, madam, (turning to the lady of the Mansion) at our window, when in 
came a man into Dean’s yard w’iih a set of plaistcr images upon a 
board, balanced upon his head. 'Fhese Italians are certainly admirable 
artists. Such correct grouping of figures, such harmony! Let me see, 
there were Socrates, Mendoza, Necker, Lord Howe, MiUon, a gilt lion. 
Count Cagliostro, Whitfield, and a green parrot, all cheek-by-jowl to- 
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gether. ^'he man—oh, you must remember it, Jack—walked under tlie 
window, crying ‘ Image, image, who ’ll buy jny image V when you—O, 
you must recollc(;l—threw a basin of water upon his board. Away 
floated Whitlield, and the green parrot: Mendo/a gave Milton a knock¬ 
down blow: tlio gilt lion fell tooth and nail iiijon Count Cagliostro : 
and Necker could not find ways and means to keep his place—Lord 
Howe was the only officer who kept the deck.’’ “Yes, yes, now I do re¬ 
member it,” exclaimed Colonel Nightingale, laughing heartily. It would 
have been better if he had remained serious. The opening of his fauces 
set Mr. Withers’s tongue afloat upon a very ticklish topic. “ Why, 
Jack,” exclaimed the lelentless clergyman, “ you have got a new tooth.” 
'I’he Colonel, reddened; but the ecclesiastic proceeded. “Well, that’s 
droll enough : you certainly had lost a tooth: I ihink it was your left- 
eye tooth.”—“ Do you retain your wi e ones ?” enciuired the caustic 
Colonel. “ Yes, both of them,” replied the matter-of-fact divulgor of 
secrets. “ You must remember the loss of your's ; it was on the lell 
side : Frank Anderson knocked it out with a cricket-ball.” There are 
certain secrets which men keep even from their wives. For “ twice ten 
tedious yt‘.ars” the Colonel had beore hugging himself in the certainty 
that the alfiiir in (jiiestion was confined to Chevalier Iliispini and him¬ 
self. “ Will you take a glass of Champaign, Sir?” said the master of 
the mansion. The movenu'nt was most dextrous. The Reverend Mr. 
Withers had made a “god of his belly” too long to allow the tboiights 
of any teeth, save his own, to cross his Ilacchanalian devotions. 

When the summons of “ Coflee is ready” had induced the two school- 
friends to rejoin Mrs. Nightingale in the drawing room, all former in¬ 
cidents had been pretty well exhausted, and they now proceeded to dis¬ 
cuss “ things as they arc.” But in this spei-ies of duett they by no 
means cliinied liarnionlonsly together. Withers thought Scores])y and its 
concerns were the concerns ol‘ all mankind ; and Nightingale could not 
imagine that any body upon earth had any thing to think of save Rossini 
and his prima donna of a wife, Liiidley’s Aioloucello, Garcia in Agorante. 
and Catalan! in II Fanatico per la Musica. “ I have nows tft tell yon,’ 
sauTtlie country parson to the fre(|uenter of the Italian opera, “which i 
am surc*you will be glad to hear.”—“ Indeed, what is it ?”—“ My blac! 
sow lias produced me seven of as pretty pigs as ever you saw in yoin 
life. 'J'lien I’ve another thing to tell you: I enlarged my pig-stye seven 
ibet four inches: four inche^? I really think it was five; yes, it cer¬ 
tainly was five. * This caused the building to project a little, and but a 
little, upon the footpath that leads the hack way, ujj town, from the Red 
Lion to Mrs. Marsliall’s meadow. Well, now, what do you think Tom 
Austin did? He told Richard Holloway that I had been guilty ol a 
tre.spass: whereupon Holloway,' by advice of Skinner his attorney, 
pulled down four planks of the new part of the pig-stye, and let the 
whole litter out into the village! Little Johnny Mcars cauglu one of 
them—it w'as the black and white one—and Smithers, the baker, contrived 
to get hold of five more; but I have never set eyes upon the soventli 
from that day to this! The poor black sow took on sadly. Dick Hol¬ 
loway ought to be ashamed of himself. He is a fellow of very loose 
habits, and never sets out his tithes as he should do. But what can 
you expect from a Presbyterian ?” “ ’I'his bald unjointed cliat” made 

Colojicl Nightingale fidget up and down like the right elbow of Mr. 
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Lindley, pending the agony of his violoncello accompaniment to the 
“ Batti Batti” of the now forgotten Mozart. The Colonel hid hitherto 
with marvellous patience, from complaisance to his guest, forborne to 
mount his own hobby: finding, however, that tl'^e latter was in no 
hurry to dismount, he resolved, coutc qui coute, to vault into his own 
proper saddle. The following dialogue forthwith ensued. I copy it 
verbatim, as a model of school friendship standing firm, in its community 
of tastes, amid the wreck of thirty years and upwards. “ I am, I own, 
extremely partial to Rossini’s Ricciardo e Zoraide: Garcia in Agorante 
excels liimself: the critics object to his excess of ornament; but I 
own this has always appeared to me to be his chief merit.”—“ When 
the black sow litters again, I shall keep a sharp look out upon 
Master Holloway; and if he pulls down any mqrc ^planks from 
ray pig;stye, I mean to put him into the Spiritual Court.”—“ Cata- 
lani’.s spiritual concerts are not ^particularly well attended, and I 
am not sorry for it: Bochsa has started his oratorios with all the 
talent in town, and therefore ought to bo encouraged. By the by, 
Madame Vestris is a woman of most versatile talent. Her mock Don 
Giovanni is admirabh*: not that I approve of any mockery of the Ita¬ 
lian Opera : profaneness cannot be too steadily discouraged. But it is 
not a little surprising, that a woman who can act that sprightly comic 
extravaganza should be able to depict the jealous and indignant 
Princess Zomira."—“ We have a club of clergymen who meet once a 
month at Kettering to shake hands and exchange sermons: last Friday 
month I gave one of mine to Doctor Pringle, whose grandfather was 
chaplain to the I'higlish factory at Lisbon, and received one of his in 
cxcliange. I intended to look it over on Sunday morning before 
church, but”—How extremely well Madame Vestri.s, Camporcse, 
amKjarcia, execute that trio in the first act ‘ Sara Talma dclusa seller- 
nita when Madame Vestris comes in with her ‘ O Tindegno qui dove 
jierir,’ I declare she stands her ground most womanfully: the fact is, 
that the sweetness of Italian music”—” But Ffannah and I were busy 
hunting^the black sow out of the cucumber beds : we were so busy, 
crying, ‘ Hey tig! tig!’ that we did not hoar the bell toll: sgjap I 
walked into the pulpit without ever once looking at the sermon”— 
“Those orange-tawny stuff curtains are a disgrace to theOpSTa house.” 
—“ well I began reading it, and to my groat surprise I found that it had 
boon preached by Doctor Pringle’s grandfather immediately after the 
great earthquake at Lisbon. I therefone found myself under the disa¬ 
greeable necessity of thus addressing my congregatiofi at Kettering: — 

‘ When I look around me, and beliold the effects of the late horrid 
devastation of nature: trees torn up by the roots : houses toppling to 
their foundation: men and cattle^ ingulphcd in the earth, and the 
uhole horizon rocking like the ocean in its most tempestuous moments.’ 
You cannot imagine the sensation I excised: the women fanned them¬ 
selves and fainted ; and the men muttered to each other, ‘ Dear me! 
something unple.asant must have occurred since we entered the church !’ 
— I never preached with so much eflect either before or since.” 

The regular amble of the Rev. George Withers’s hobby had now 
contrived to distance the curvature and prance of colonel Nightingale’s. 
The colonel pulled up, and lifting a small gold watch from his right 
waistcoat pocket, muttered to himself—“ Ah, the wretch ! it is half-past 
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ten, and Catalani must have aung her second Cavatina.—Where do 
you lodge, Sir?” said the host, coldly to his guest — “ At the New 
Hummuins.”—“ Indeed ! are you aware that they close their doors at a 
quarter past eleven ?”—“ You don’t say so?”—“ Yes, I do: but you 
may find very pretty accommodation at ‘ the Finish’: the street strol¬ 
lers and market gardeners speak of it in high terras.” This hit told : 
the Reverend George Withers looked at his watch, and made a rapid 
retreat. “ Well!” cried the Colonel the moment the door was closed, 
“ so much for school friendship : did you ever see such a vulgar dog— 
such an idiot too—so blind to his own interest: if he had but held his 
tongue two minutes, I could have given him my opinion of ‘ Rossini’s 
Zelmira.’ I am one Opera night out of pocket by him, and that is 
enough to m'»ke me detest him to my dying day. Such illiberality too 
— did you hear him say,—* What can you expect from a presby- 
terian !’—How I hate a man who vilifies a whole tribe for the faults 
of an individual!—I have long thought it, and I now know it—All men 
who live in the country are fools.” 


LIFE AND DEATH. 

O rcAR not thou to die! 

Far rather fear to live, for I.ifc 

Has thousand snares thy feet to try 
By peril, pain, and strife. 

Brief is the work of Death ; 

But Life I the spirit shrinks to see 
How full, ere Heaven recalls the biealh. 
The cup of woe may be. 

O fear not thou to die! 

No more to suft’er or to sin ; 

No snares without thy faith to try, 

No traitor-heart within: 

But fear, oh 1 rather fear 
The gay, the light, the changeful scene. 
The flattering smiles that greet thee here 
From llca\en thy heart that wean. 

Fear lest, in evil hour, 

'I'hy ])ure and holy hope, o’crcome 
By clouds that in the horizon lower. 

Thy spirit feel that gloom 
■Which over earth and heaven 
The covering throws of fell despair; 

And deems itself the unforgiven 
Predestined child of care. 

O fear not thou to die! 

'I’o die, and he that blessed one. 

Who in the 1 right and beauteous sky 
May feel his conflict done,— 

Who feels that never more 
The tear of grief, of shame shall come 
For thousand wanderings from the Power 
Who loved, and call’d him home ! 


E. T. 
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Ce mont, qu’avec surprise au loin chacuo admire, 

Vit changer les etats, tomber plus d’lin empire; 

Mais il garda sa gloirc, el sans cessc les ans " 

Rajeunisscut pour lui la CAte des Ainants. 

I AM a rambler, Mr. Editor, fond of nature from my youth, grudg¬ 
ing no pains in exploring her beauties, and never fatigued at gazing 
on a picturesque landscape. I have wandered far and wide, at home 
and abroad, and have encountered perils by sea and land. Time haa 
ploughed my face deeply, but years have only strengthened my “ ruling 
passion.” Some time since, being in Normandy, and a succession of 
fine dry weather occurring towards Ihe end of April, while sojourning 
at Rouen, (a circumstance very unusual at a spot whibh tne inhabitants 
style the pot dc chamhre of the pr,ovince,) I took the opportunity of 
making a few pedestrian excursions in the neighbourhood of that place 
of “ ancient renown,” one of which I will venture to detail, premising 
that sometimes, to my seeming, half the pleasure^ of a similar excursion 
consists in forsaking the foot-roads, and committing oneself as it were 
to destiny. » 

Who that has travelled to Paris by Rouen, be he Cockney stealing 
a fortnight fiorn his counting-house, debtor flyiilg from bailiff) vale¬ 
tudinarian in search of health, or fashionable eluding the devil ennui—- 
who that has travelled the lower road, as it is styled from Rouen to 
Paris, will ever forget it, if he possess one spark of affection for natural 
beauty, or have a soul worth one centime more than the clay tenement 
that houses it! By this road, on a delightful morning in spring, I 
left the capital of Neustria, (as Normandy was once called,) and keep¬ 
ing by the Seihe, with Mount St. Catherine on my left hand, I soon 
got beyond the houses, which extend some way along the banks of that 
beautiful river. As I proceeded, the left side of my path was bounded 
by lofty hills, in some parts sloping to the road, and covered with 
verdure; in others, terminating in Jirecipices as abrupt as a wall, and 
of the “«halk formation," as geologists have it. My walk for the first 
five miles continued nearly on a level with the river, the surtlfte of 
which was broken by a number of islets charmingly green. Some were 
wooded and had a solitary house upon them, habitable in summer, and 
buried in fruit trees, the opening blossoms of which made them appear 
like magnificent bosqueta set in crystal. Others were covered with 
pasturage kept in perpetual freshness Iry the surrounding stream. I 
felt so delighted with the pure air, the clear sky, find the “ breath of 
spring,” that, before 1 was aware, I found I had arrived opposite a 
curious little chajiel in the cliff, of most romantic appearance; and a 
little further on entered a hamlet, tHe houses of which looked into the 
river. At this hamlet, in a little uuberge on the water’s side, I made 
an excellent breakfast on mutton chops ftnd coffee. I now ascended a 
pretty steep but not very long hill, on the summit of which, in a situa¬ 
tion of great beauty, at a place where the Seine makes an acute angle, 
a chateau is situated, commanding a view of the river lengthways as 
far as Rouen, with the heights beyond. Nothing could be finer to the 
eye than the prospect before me, the Seine meandering below, studded 
with innumerable islands, and sparkling gloriously in the sun. The 
Forest of Rouvray lay on the opposite side the water, across a level of 
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rich verdure,the view bounded by its heights. Between, and as far 
up the sinuous’ river as the eye could command, was a valley charm¬ 
ingly diversified with wood and pasture— 

) —-the river’s flow. 

The woody valley warm and low ; 

The windy summit, wild and high. 

Roughly rushing on the sky; 

'riie pleasant seat, the ruin’d tower. 

The naked rock, the shady bower. 

’ had rarely seen a view more attractive, for it was not too vast. It 
was extensive enough for the eye to distinguish the near and distant 
objects spread out before it, without a doubt as to tiieir identity, and 
yet none of them w ere so clustereci as to crowd the picture disadvan- 
tageously in any one part. It w^as nearly three quarters of an hour 
before 1 could turn my back upon'tbis prospect, and proceed about a 
mile and half to the descent of the hill, which brought me across a 
tongue of high ground to the valley of the Seine again. On my right 
was a large chateau, called Igouville, which had been shut up since 
tlie Revolution: the road to Pont I’Arche, so famous in English and 
French history, passed close to it. In sight of the bridge and town of 
that name, I deviated to the left hand across a flat piece of low ground, 
passing a second forsaken building, atul finding my way only by distant 
objects. Soon rising high, though far off, I saw before me the abrupt 
eminence, on the summit of which stands wliat was once the Priory des 
Deux Amants. Continuing my route, as 1 gradually approached the 
eminence, its abruptness and height became more and more striking. 
Among some scattered cottages, about half a mile from the base of the 
hill, I heard the sound of music, and soon saw' the peasantry in groups, 
enjoying the pleasures of the dance. It was a /c/c day, and the rich 
suashinc and brilliant sky heightened the enchantment of the scene, 
Pleased and contented with the simplicity of their enjoyments, 1 coidd 
not but cast a thought homewardsj and contrast the drunkenness and 
brutality of our country wakes with the simple and innocent exhibition 
before me. I must confess, that the disadvantage was decidecTly on the 
partVt my own country; even prejudice itself must have conceded thi'.. 

After passing by several of these merry groups, I arrived on the 
shore of the little river Andelle, just above its junction w'ith the Seine; 
the angle between the tw'o rivers being occupied with the towering 
and lofty eminence on w'hich t,he Priory stands. Being told that there 
were some Englishmen employed at a copper manufactory, a little 
higher up the stream, I determined to vikit that first, and afterwards 
ascend the hill in despite of its fatiguing appearance to a weary pedes¬ 
trian. At the works I .accordingly found several wdio had been 
settled there before the Revolution, and well remembered the monks, 
whom they frequently visited. They described them as a good-na¬ 
tured indolent race, (‘iiormonsly bloated with idleness and good living: 
and further, that this Priory was one of those to which courtiers and 
others out of favour with the regime and court of the day, but well 
connected, were banished for their peccadillos. At the Revolution, 
they disappeared from the establishment one and one; sojiie fell by the 
guillotine, and the fate of others was never known. At that period, 
the building was sold, and bought for a mere trifle by the present pos¬ 
sessor, who had been a schoolmaster. One of the managers of the 
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copper works agreed to ascend the hill with me ; and we speedily set 
out together, soon arriving at the foot of the eminence, up which a 
narrow and difficult patli conducted to the summit. I shall never for¬ 
get the beauty of the prospect tliat first glanced 013 /my view upon 
reaching the Priory. The long %'alloy which lay in the direction of Rouen 
was bounded on either hand by forests, witli here and there cultivated 
spots, farm-houses and villages ; the blue Seine meandering through 
it, and the distant town of Pont L’Arche in view, with its bridge, the 
first on that river from the sea. This larger valley, divided by the 
promontory on which I stood, branched into two others of singular 
beauty, dowm one side of which the Seine also flowed in trancpiil 
softness, bordered by lofty hills tlfat c.ame abruptly to^its waters;, on 
the other by a rich plain, smiling in ftdl luxuriance of vegetation. The 
second valley w'as w'atered by the little river Andellc, that r.an sparkling 
among bold forest scenery, from a part where its view was shut out by 
woods and hills as far as the eye could reach. The Andelle blended its 
water with tlie Seine immediately under my feet. Several of the out¬ 
buildings of the Priory were demolished, but the principal, which must 
have been rebuilt at some period not very long anterior to the Revolu¬ 
tion, was entire, and inhabited by the proprietor. It was an ohlong and 
extensive edifice, and had several very .spacious .‘jp.artments. The 
rooms were lofty, and this, together with the salubrity of the situation, 
must have well contributed to prolong the lives and sustain the appe¬ 
tites of its once hixnrious inmate.s. On being introduced to the pre¬ 
sent owner, I was received with great civility, and a fine jack having 
been brought in which h.ad been just taken out of the Seine, I was 
heartily pressed to partake of it, and informed that a bed was also at 
my service. Being pleased at the cordiality of the offer, the mode of 
making wliich convinced me of its sincerity, I accepted it without hesi¬ 
tation. Dinner was served up in a way that gave me no reason to com¬ 
plain of the want of hospitality in my host, arntl in an apartment tliat 
perhaps was once the refectory of thtf Priory. Of his attempts At speak¬ 
ing Knghsh, however, I c;in say nothing in praise, tliough, of our most 
noted aumors, he seemed to possess something more than a mi-rf^RTmilia- 
rity with names. Pope and Thomson, like most of his countrymen, he 
placed at the summit of our literature, and could repeat, after a fa.shion, 
a great portion of the epistle to Abelard. Of the Seasons he spoke in 
a w'ay that convinced me he really understood some of the most ple.asing 
passage.s. Frenclimen are vain in every thing; and,mine host of the 
Priory g.ave me a long detail of the agricultural iraprovemeuts which, 
in Ws opinion, made Nonriandy so superior to England in cultivation. 
1 astounded liim by pointing out die careless mode in w'liich the rich 
Norman soil was treated, naturally sd superior to ours; and succeeded 
in convincing him that there was some truth in my observations. He 
was then reforming his garden, but it stnfek me that his zeal for im¬ 
provement much outstripped his knowdedge of horticultural science. He 
seemed surprised at the statements I made of the product of our pineries, 
hothouses, and fruit-gardens, all of which arc w'ell known and emulated 
in Paris. It is one of the great misfortunes of Trance, that kimwledge 
of every description accuimiUiles alone in the ca])ital. 'i’licre is no dis¬ 
persion of it at all proportioned to tlie extent of the country, and 
this is tlu; great cause of the provincial and rural inliubitants being so 
much behind ours in evc'ry thing. The liberty of the press, the life- 
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stream ot‘ Kngluiul, produces no edect tliere. 'i'he dwar/islt journals, 
designed only for purposes of despotism, or permitted to keep \ip a 
species of sham oppogition, in order to disguise more easily the <{esigns 
of the men in j.ower, are neither pregnant with inforination nor go¬ 
verned by princi))le, and have com])aratively little weight with the 
public. The knowledge and science of the capital is therefore circu¬ 
lated in the province.s very slowly by other means. 

The Priory, I found from mine host, has been noticed by several 
French writers; all, however, that tradition has preserved respecting it 
is, as usual, of vague and uncertain authority as to particulars. I have 
before s})oken of the little river Andelle, which, llowing down the charm¬ 
ing valley of tkat name, runs into the Seine. At some distance up this 
valley, and no great way below the little village of Fleury siir Andelle, 
tlirough wliich the most frequented rpad to Paris passes, is .situated the 
old Chateau (d' Pout St. Pierre, to whoso lord the surrounding territory 
belonged in the time of the renowned Charlemagne. This Chateau is 
on the road from Rouen to Andelys, through the Forest of Longhoil. 
The old lord of the domain had one child, a daughter, young and beauti¬ 
ful, and beloved by a young peasant, u serf of her father’s. She also 
regarded him with an affection e(jual to that whicli he cherished for her. 
In those days unequal matches were almo.st always accompanied by peril, 
notwithstanding Chancery Courts were not eomo into fashion. 'I'he father, 
as might bo expected, op})Oscd so unaristocratical a connexion, though 
it is probable that the dread of contaminating seignorial blood by an 
unequal marriage was not at that time so prevalejit as it became a 
few centuries afterwards among the feudal chieftains of our Williams 
and Henries. The father, however, in tlie present instance was doat- 
ingly fond of his daughter; and rather than give a Hat denial to the 
match, consented to it upon an impossible condition, or at least upon 
the fulfilment of one which he imagiiu-d to be so. He promi.sed to 
give his daughter to her lover, if he would carry her without resting to 
the summit of the hill, above tlio valley of Andelle, on which the Priory 
Rtant^:—a thing which he then, aud indeed any once since, w^uld pro¬ 
nounce to he utterly impracticable, were the lady the most peilte an:l 
sylph-liktrbf her species. Obstacles in love have, in all ages, hut 
heightened the desire of overcoming them. The youth, nothing daunted, 
by dint of incredible energy and courage, as well as (he possession ol 
no common share of bodily sti;ength, succeeded in arriving at tlie top 
of the eminence “and depo.siting his burtluin there, when naturt*, ex¬ 
hausted by the effort, sunk before it. I'he lover fixed his eyes a mo¬ 
ment on his mistress, conscious of his triumph, and then closed tliem 
for ever; his mistress died soon afterwards, broken-hearted, 'i'he 
father, too late repentant, thought to expiate his fault, according to the 
custom of the times, by enriching the church, aiul erected the Priory 
des deux Arnants, but died ot sorrow for the fate of his beloved daughter. 
That some .such incident occurred, is probable from tlie old seal of the 
Priory, w'hich bore for an impression the head of a youth and a virgin. 
Such is the story connected wiih this place, not more interesting for 
jts natural beauty and the fine views it commands, than for the lovelorn 
tale attached to it. 

At an early hour I retired to rest. After passing through a long and 
echoing gallery, in which the numerous doors opened from spacious cliam- 
bers, I was shewn into one for my lodging, of a most gloomy cha- 
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racter, witli dark tapestried hangings, a huge fireplace, and a large but 
comfortable bed. In the fireplace a cheerful wood fire was lighted, 
that rendered tolerable tlie atmosphere and appearance of the apartment. 
In a niche close by, lay a number of folio volumes of Augustin and 
the Fathers, which had, no doubt, belonged to the form^^r inmates of the 
Priory, and from their antiquity would have formed no unacceptable 
present to the Hoxburghe Club. Gratifying my curiosity by tumbling 
over the leaves of one or two of the volumes, but having no inclination 
to read these specimens of the “ laborious trifling” of men in a dark 
age, I speedily buried in sleep the memory of my day s travel, all thoughts 
of the Priory, and the tomes of the Fathers. I arose with the dawn, and 
finding my way out of the building, while its other inmates were buried 
in sleep, walked among the nei^ibouring ruins, as (Ijic morning sun 
broke fortli with his aceustomi'd brilliaiiey. The vegetation yet s])arklcd 
with the (lews of night, and the mjorning air put forth a deliglitful fresh¬ 
ness. I fell into a train of thouglit on the tale attached to the spot, and on^ 
tlie durability of traditions, which so much outlive the manual labours of 
mortals ; tlnise tldiigs v^llich are longest remembered, or are of the re¬ 
motest origin, being rarely the oflspring of reason, but generally arising 
from some (.-xcess of ])assiou, which touches the feelings of contem})(*ra- 
lies, and is marked by the symjiatliies of posterity. 1 seated myself on 
the spot vvhieh I afterwards found to have been a species of skittle-ground, 
where the monks took tlieir exercise, llelow me lay% silent as in the 
sleep of death, the sw^et valley of Andelle, which was peculiarly striking- 
in its ap])('.ii aiiee at that hour, Iroin the breadth of sliade and tlie eflects 
of the light, 'fhere 1 again fell into that .sort of reverie which is na¬ 
tural at such moments, but the tlionghts it engendered tJiere ivonld be 
no novelty in imparting. 

The valley of Andelle is a delightful seclusion. ^ Besides its sparkling 
river and se^■er;d ecclesiastical ruins, its scenery is of a most pleasing 
cliaracter. A chapel atlaeluai ’to the monastery of Fontaine-guerare, in 
wliieli the lovers were interred, and which was* dilapidated at the Revo¬ 
lution, remains still an interesting ruin, and is carefully preserved by tlu' 
proprietor. Its .sight aflTords that melancholy and romantic leeling to the 
visitant, whieli is always e.xperieiieed in treading upon ground ^biisccra- 
led hy an aftecting storv or “sweet lyric song.” It is imiiwiterial whe¬ 
ther the tale which I have related be "true or not, though it is most pro¬ 
bable there is some foundation for it; but I never felt my faith shakt*!! 
respecting its truth, when 1 trod within JLlie supposed precincts. The il¬ 
lusion I exj)orienccd there, il die touching historj* he a liclioii, -the 
nameless charm breathed around the spot, the melancholy meditatiou 
upon the past, and certain unutterable feelings arising on the occasion, 
were worth a world of realities, be they of what kind tliey may. 1 shall 
never encjuire if tlui story be a ficticm, or repent, if it be so, the being for 
an hour or two its dupe. It caused me many pleasing though melan¬ 
choly sensations, and multiplied assoeiUtions that are among the most 
cherished things of life, to one so little enraptured witli its gauds as my¬ 
self. Eflecls are always of more conse(|uoncc to u.s than causes ; piovi- 
dod w'C are pleased and benclitcd by any thing, ol wlut nioment to us 
is its origin ? VVehave all the good we can receive Irom it, and to know 
the remote source of our pleasure, is but to indulge in an idle curiosity, 
which, whether gratified or not, comes lo the .same thing in the end- 
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Ciaidcz-voiis (I’irniter ce riincur furieux, 
yiii (Ic bcs \ains cents Iccleur hannonicuv, 

Al^orde {-ii rccitant quiconcjiic le saluc, 

l*-t poursuit clt* scs vers les passans dans la rue : 

II Temple si saint, des Anges respeetd, 

Qui soil coiilre saimise un lieu dc suretd. IJoileau.* 

Mr. Lenjamin Buiogs, the junior partner of a thriving Manchester 
warehouse in the City, had an unl'ortunatc propensity for tagging 
rhinies when he ought to have been examining piece-goods, knew 
much more of metaphors than muslins, arranged a distich with more 
interest than a diaper, and debased-his faculties to tropes and similes, 
instead of givihg up the whole force of his imagination to calicos and 
cottons. Upon the disease first manifesting itself^ his seniors gave 
him the best advice, warned him 'of the dismal consequences that 
would inevitably ensue, it ho sulFered it to get ahead, formally 
declared that the credit ot their house would not allow them to retain 
any person convicted of so uncivic and anti-commercial an oftenco, 
and announced their intention of dissolving the partnership if he 
abandoned hinisell any longer to such idle courses. Prudence dic¬ 
tated a seeming snbmission, but nothing was further from his thoughts 
than a final renunciation of the Muse. He stole at intervals from the 
counting-house to Castalia, mounted Pegasus instead of his pulpit- 
desk, and ab.scond(’d from the worship of Miftnmoi to pay his secret 
adorations at the shrine of Apollo. The constraint to which he was 
subjected at home only made him the more communicable abroad.— 
He laboured under a ])crfect incontinence of poetry, pouring bis 
stanzas into every ear ot which lie could get possession, with such an 
unremitting copiousness, that his friends took alarm at his approach, 
and il they could not escape him ciltogethcr, generally forged some 

excuse for cutting him short in the midst of tlie most inimitable ode, 
or the very first scene of tlie most touching tragedy. Some he 
would slily dravy aside upon ’Change under pretext of business, and 
make blushing statue of Sir Thomas Gresham, or old Guy, privy 
to his inaypropriate iTiimes: others he would inveigle into an uHte- 
nanted upper box at the play; and just as the ghost of Hamlet was 
describing how'his luurdcrer “ poured juice of cursed hemlock in his 
car, he would distil his own not less unwelcome strophes into his 
victim s auricle: while some, a^ain, he would lure away on a Sunday 
ftom the Park-prornenade into the most lonely recesses of Kensington- 
Gardens; when, to their great horror and amazement, he would sud¬ 
denly draw a tragedy from his pocket and discharge the w'hole of its 
contents at their head. < 

All these expedients being exhausted, and a regular audience 
becoming utterly liopcTess, hr at last hit upon the happy suggestion 
of inviting a few acquaintance of approved literary taste to sup with 
him at his lodgings in Wych-Street, when he might, as a fair set-off 
for his lobsters, oysters, punch, and port wine, demand their opinions 
upon a poem which he meant to offer to the Royal Biterary Society, 


♦ Boileaii here allndei. to the French poet Du Perrier, who, finding hin 
at Church, insisted upon reciting to him .in ode during the elevation of tin 


one day 
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ill liopos of obtaining the Fifty-Guinea prize. ‘‘ As to attempting to 
write any thing,” said Benjamin to his assembled guests, “ upon such 
a subject as Dartmoor, which was the first tl?ey hej^ out to public 
competition, I could not have bowed my genius to such a drudgery; 
you all know, gentlemen, what a blundering business was made of 
the second proposition, the Fall of Constantinople and Death of Con¬ 
stantine; but I have now submitted to their adoption a noble theme 
the Capture of Rome by Alaric the Destroyer, and, in the anticipa¬ 
tion that they might select it, I have already composed a few hundred 
lines, upon which I wislicd you to do me the kindness of offering your 
remarks with all tlie freedom and judgment which I may reasonably 
expect from such approved friends and coinpetent-critfcs.” Here he 
drew a large roll of paper from his coat-pocket, and a blank dismay 
instantly took possession of every face around him. Each saw the 
trap into which he had fallen, and each exerted himself to avert the 
threatened calamity. “ My dear Sir,” exclaimed Mr. Jibe, “ tills is 
so kind of you—I am sure I may answer for all present,” (here he 
thrust his tongue into the check which was towards the company, and 
gave that side of his face a inosl lugubrious drag,) “ that we are per¬ 
fectly delighted at the opportunity of hearing any of your exquisite 
verses; but had you not better defer the reading for an hour or so, till 
the supper things arc rcmoved--till we have finished another bottle— 

tdl-.” “ In fact,” interrupted Mr. Quill, “ our worthy host 

evidently Labours under so severe a cold, attended with a considerable 
oppression upon his chest, that I should submit the propriety of his 
deferring altogether, till a more favourable opportunity, the intellec¬ 
tual treat which be has been so good as to propose.”—“ O, certainly, 
certainly,” cried the rest of the party ; “ it would really be an impo¬ 
sition on our host’s kindness-happy to take a glass of wine with you, 

Mr. Briggs—this salad's excellent—capital lobster—famous punch— 
any one seen the Diorama ?~did you go to the new farce last night 
” Very considerate of you,” replied the Poet; “1 certainly have a 
little cold*, and we will therefore defer the complete reading ti tt ^ n other 
opportunity; but in the mean time you must allow me ji^gf to recite 
a few select specimens, that you may form some notion of my plan. 
Objections, pleas, and rejoinders were urged in vain ; the inexorable 
bard unfolded his scroll, and after two or three preliminary hems! 
proceeded to develope the system upon vfhich it was composed. 

“ It was my original intention, Gentlemen, to have w'ritten in blank 
verse; but I was alarmed by encountering the dictum of Dr, Johnson, 
limiting that mode of composition to such as think themselves capable 
of astonishing, while those who hope, only to please must condescend 
to rhyme.”—“ There would have been no ‘doubt of your astonishing,” 
interrupted Mr. Jibe, “ had you thought,proper to adopt that metre: 
you are really too modest.” Mr. Briggs bowed, and proceeded.—“ I 
was moreover anxious to try upon a more enlarged scale than Pope, 
who, by the way, has egregiously failed, the principle of imitative har¬ 
mony, of making the sound an echo to the sense, and of introducing a 
more general resemblance between the vocal sign and the.*bing signi¬ 
fied, which 1 proposed to accomplish as much by changing the con¬ 
struction of the metre, as by the choice of expressive words. Ihore 
can be no doubt that, in the origin of language, all terms bore some 
affinity to what they represented;—the»‘e could have beert no other 
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mode or moiive of selection in the infancy of the world than in that of 
individuals. And vvljat do we observe in children ? They invariably 
name animals the noise rvhich tliey make, calling a dog a bow¬ 

wow, a cat a ini-au, a cow a moo-cow, a lamb a baa-lamb, and a cock 
a cock-a-doodlc doo. This is the primitive language of nature, like 
crying, laughing, and certain interjections, common to all nations. 
'I'lie cuckoo, pewet, and other birds, obviously receive their denomina¬ 
tion from tlieir cry; and wliat can be moic happy than Ronsard’s 
imitation of the song of the Sky-lark : — 

* J'illc (juind(?t' flu zephire, 

. ^ Sublime cn Pair vire et rcvirc, 

lit y deeliguc im joli eris, 

Qui rit, gtierit, ct tire i’ire 
Dcs esprits emeux que jc n’ceris.’ 

** There arc numerous words which as unfjucstloimbly have been 
‘^hosen from tbeir resemblance to the noise they designate, such as 
*’umble, coo, yell, crash, crack, hiss, boot, roar, murmur, simmer, .‘iiul 

^hc like. It is true that ideas do not i dmit of an exact echo-” 

—“Which, however, is no loss to i/ou," interrupted Mr. .libc. “Ob, 
none whatever,^’ resumed Biiggs, not perceiving the sneer that was 
conveyed, “ since, if we admit that 

‘ Music rescmblc.s poetry, in cacli ^ 

Are nameless graces which no rules c.m tciich/ 

it may be sufllcient to remind you, tliat Handel contrived to express 
accurately upon the organ that sublime command—‘ liod said. Let 
there be light, and there was lightand composed one of the Psalms 
with so happy a precision, that every separate verse %\as disiinctiy 
recognisable. 1 see, however, that you are iinpalicnt for a sjH’cimen 
of my poem, and 1 will therefore recite a few lines from t1u‘ introduc¬ 
tion, the metre of wliicli is intcndj d to represent the bustle and anima¬ 
tion of a siege. 

Alaric’s sUiulartIa arc proudly unfurl’d * 

Hound the seven-hilPd city, ourc oiiecn of the xvorld, 

'fhc siege is close press’d—round the ramparts arc j)(iur'd, 

(Jigantic and grim, a barbarian horde. 

Who scowl on the grandeur of Rome with amaze, 

And on palaces, castles, and fanes as they gaze, 

In her strength and her beauty they bid her not trust, 

For her‘turreled head shall he dragg’d in the dust. 

Hut the Romans confiding in bulwarks and gods. 

Not an obolus caring for enemies’ odds, 

'Phink the battcring-r.un a ridiculous 11am, 

All assault a mere hoax, alid a capture a sham. 

.So they giggle and laugh, dance, revel, and (jiialF, 

As, for saciifice nicai{t, does a garlanded calf.’’ 

—“ Fine ! beautiful! exquisite!” ejaculated several voices at once. 
“ Do you observe the cflect of the lively metre when I come to express 
the festivity of the besotted citizens ?—* So they giggle and laugh, 
dance, revel, and quaff.’—Does that strike yon?”—“ Oh, inimitable!— 
an inimitable imitation!” exclaimed Mr. Jibe; “ but I do not exactly 
see how a calf can be said to giggle, and laugh, and fiance.”—“ But it 
bleats, Mr. Jibe ; which, tinder such circum.stances, as it is a pleasurable 
sound, may be deemed equivalent to laughter.”—“ Very likely, very 
likely; you must know much better than I what a calf means, and what 
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sort of sounds it makes.”—“ Then, as to dancing,” resumed the Poet, 
“ what says Pope ? 

‘ The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-d^. 

Had he thy reason, would he skip and ptay ?’ ^ 

Now, tliough I object to the word riot, since there is no such mighty 
excess in a leg of lamb with mint sauce, or a fore-quarter with aspara¬ 
gus, you see he makes the animal skip, and if a lamb may skip, surely 
a calf may dance.” “ I sit corrected,” cried Jibe, bowing with an air 
of burlesque conviction. 

“In the following passage I have endeavoured to delineate the deep 
stillness and repose of the niglit that witnessed the assault. 

p 

Drowsy I'ybcr lagging la\cs 
The city walls, ils winking waves 
One another scarcely pushing, 

^Vllh low-brcathiiig hushing gushing, 

Tdl the whole slreaiii with uuiibed head 
Lies stretch’d asleep within its bed.” 

“ The best place it could possibly Iiave chosen,” cried Jibe. “ Zooks ! 
Sir, you must have written that passage under the direct inspiration of 
Morpheus, and ought to be crowned for it with a wreath of poppies. 
You were full of your subject when you set about it. It is a perfect 
soporilic—an absolute opiate, so somnolent and lulling that—yaw-aw- 
aw !—excuse me, but I cannot pay you a greater compliment than by 
showing how completcdy I sympathise with its influence:—Yaw-aw- 
aw!” Mr. Qinll took up this note as soon as it was relinquished by 
Mr. Jibe; Mr. Snake succeeded; Mr. Ferrctt followed, and Mr. 
Briggs had recommenced half a dozen lines with the words—“Dread 
omens,” and been as often interrupted by an audible gape, before he 
could proceed with his recitation. 

“ Dread omens, inaiispiciously reveal’d. 

Announce her fate—the city’s doom is seal’d.” 

“ This is nothing,” resumed the minstrel, “nothing whatever to my 
description of the clash of swords, the clank of armour, the rolling of 
the mac4iiues, the groans of the wounded, the evmhal s jind ^h niits of 
the victor.s. Talk of music—of the Siege of Belgrade, or Steibclt’s 
Storm! I will give any man one of Tomkison’s grand*ianos witli 
tlireo pedals, and will undertake to heat him by language alone, so 
stimulating the imagination through the ear, that the whole scone shall 
become as visible to tlie eye as if 1 had painted it upon a white wall. 

I do paint in fact, only dipping my tongue iu pictureSque words instead 
of my brush in representative colours—that’s the whole secret! But 
you shall hear the effect of my explosion when Alaric sets fire to the 
train of gunpowder.” 

“ Gunpowder !” ejaculated several voices at once; “ surely that's au 
anachronism : have you not got the start of Friar B.'icon some live 
hundred years or so ? and will not the critics blow you uj) with your 
own combustibles ?”—“I little thought,” replied Briggs with a compla¬ 
cent smile, “ thfit such a company, ‘ fit audience though few,’ would have 
forgotten that Milton introduces artillery some thousands of years 
sooner.”—“ F-gad,” quoth Jibe, “ so he does, and Alaric doubtless took 
the hint from the blind hard. You see, gentlemen, ‘ It is not Homer 
nods but we that dream.' Now for the explosion, hut prythee hav« 
mercy upon our persons.” 
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Pray observe,” resumed the Poet, “ the gradual rolling down of the 
thick walls, the rcroulcment, as the F,rench call it— 

"^The ponderous walls that circum-rock— 

(liow do you likeMiat compound epithet to express rocky solidity ?) 

The ponderous walls that riraim-rock the town. 

Slow crumbling, stumbling, tumbling, rumble jumble down.” 

Now mark the difference when a lofty tower falls with a sudden 
velocity and clutter. 

Heaved by the writhing earth the towers creak, crack. 

Then with a crash slap-dash, smash helter-skelter whack ! 

The- tide of risibility which nov/ “ burst its continents,” over¬ 
whelmed the astonished bard. In vain did he attempt to proceed; 
every cflTort was quashed by a quotation of his own last line, repeated 
in every possible variety of accent, gksturc, and intonation ; and when 
Jibe procured a momentary silence, he undertook the defence of bis 
friend witli an irony so solemn in appearance, and at the same time so 
ludicrous in intention and effect, that the merriment became more ob¬ 
streperous than ever. As their host repeatedly emptied his glass in the 
heat of his poetical furor, some of his company as regularly re-filled it, 
until he alternately hugged his defender with a maudlin fondness, and 
hurled defiance at the others with all the vociferation of an irritated and 
punch-inflamed poet. Jibe fostered his animosity by burlcsquely 
arraigning the bad taste and delinquency of his*assailants, and a scene 
ensued upon which we deem it prudent to drop the curtain, contenting 
ourselves with stating, in the concluding lines of a well-known song,— 

“ Then a quarrel arose, some reflections were c.ist. 

But for decency’s sake we’ll not mention what past, 

Derry down, down, down, derry down.” H. 


PL'llI.IC PROMENADES. 

A cjiuRCJi without a steeple, a turbot without shrimp-sauce, the 
ChanecIlD,t,]B'Uhout his wig, or any thing of that sort, which (in Shaks- 
pearian phra^ is “ but half made-up,” and that, too, " lamely and un- 
fa.shionablyT''is to my fancy no unapt illustration of a city without a 
public walk. This is a solecism rarely mot with on the Continent. Our 
Itrra-firma neighbours have always, indeed, been remarkable for their 
solicitude about embellishment, to the occasional oversight of useful¬ 
ness and solidity.* “ All ruffles and no shirt” was in former times a 
homely though expressive by-word on the subject; and even in our 
day we may observe the Genius of Decoration ralher presiding over than 
ministering to the efforts of French taste. 

Thus, in their h\tildingS, the frieze and entablature frequently keep 
no measures with the humbler pretensions of the edifice ; the blazonry 
of the equipage, and heavy gliding of the harness, leave no chance of 
competition to the merits (whatever they be) of the vehicle or the 
horses ; and a small harmless-looking sub-lieutenant, of tailor-like aspect 
and shabby uniform, puts his weazen face out of countenance by enor¬ 
mous mustachios, and hides his diminished head beneath the portentous 
disproportions of a huge cocked-hat. We may trace this ambition of 
show, this ornamental obtrusiveness, in almost every thing French, 
from the pom]>osi(y of their tragedy, to tlic hoiuptet and ever-sounding 
whip of a country postilion ; and from the gaudy glare of their pic- 
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turcs (putting truth and nature to the blush), down to the flourishing 
bow of a petit-maitre; or to that ultraism of flounce and frill, which 
shows off to such advantage the light and graceful figures of their 
pretty women. 

I may, perhaps, incur the reproach incidental to most theorists, of 
attempting to deduce all the phenomena of a system from one favourite 
and fundamental principle, if I venture to refer the taste for public 
walks in France to the national turn for embellishment. But, whatever 
be the cause, certain it is, that with few exceptions their towns are far 
better supplied than ours with boulevards, gardens, allees, and espla¬ 
nades. Most of them, indeed, w'ould be sadly “ shorn of their beams” 
if suddenly bereft of these decorative adjuncts, which now cast a redeem¬ 
ing shade over the pitiful neighbourhood of filthy and confiyed streets; 
and were they deprived of the pomp and circumstance attending the 
grand approach between a double it)w of elms and oaks, they would 
tlwindle into as much insignificance as a country-house of the last cen¬ 
tury, without the venerable avenue which now more than half supports 
its claims to respectability. 

London itself could ill afford to jose its Parks ; and even the spacious 
flagways of the West-end would be sorry sid^stitutes for the greensward 
of Kensington. But what w'ould Paris be without its Tuileries Gardens, 
its Boulevards, and its Champs Elysces; to say nothing of Pere La 
Ch.aise and the Bois de Boulogne ? 

“ Which is the way to tHe public walk ?” is generally my first inquiry 
on reaching a town : and whether my mood has been thoughtful and 
unsocial, or that 1 addressed myself to the chance encounter of some 
comniimicative lounger, I have often had occasion to associate pleasing 
recollections with the promenades I have visited. They are the privileged 
and common ground of all idlers ; a very amusing sort of persons, who, 
if they be their own enemies, arc for the most part courteous and 
friendly to others, and never look thunderstruck if asked a question 
or offered a pinch of snuff by a straiiger. By the way, though I hate 
snuff-takimg, except an odd* pinch or so after dinner, I never travel 
without a box. It is a much more ready and independ ent medi um of 
intercourse, in my opinion, than a letter of introduction; amTTTISh trace 
the acquisition of some pleasant acquaintances—nay, of a friend or two 
—to a sympathetic sneeze over a few grains of rappee. 

In my favourite haunt more especially I have found it useful; and 
with its assistance have often gleaned, from the solitary occupant of a 
bench on the “ Promenade,” more information than seme of my travel¬ 
ling-companions have been able to collect after a laborious search at the 
Town-hall or the Exchange. These latter places of resort, indeed, 
hear no comparison, for the interest and variety of the company t!)at 
frequent them, to the public walk. 

Is your hobby the theory of popiUatioi^?—here you may estimate the 
ratio of human increase by noting the little grovips, that never fail to 
chase their whirligigs and ply their gambols in this safe and sheltered 
spot:—a more pleasing text to me for such speculations than the Essay 
ot Malthus, or (with respect be it spoken) the Swedish Tables them¬ 
selves. Do you seek beauty ?—here you may p.nss as it were in review 
the fiiir part of the comrmmity, from the budding flowerets of the 
boarding-school (whose prim countenances and sober uniform would 
almost betoken a young sisterhood of Nuns, but for the arch smile that 
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occasionally j)lay» over Uio former, like the gay sttsh Uiat enlivens tJuj 
hatter,) to the fnll-blonn maturity of matron promenaders. Are you a 
politician, an antiquary, a poet?—here you cannot fail to meet some 
congenial loiterer, ready to assist in adjusting (hopeless eflbrt!) the 
balance of }o\\er in Europe, to explore Herculaneum, or to give you a 
canter on his IVgasus, till peichance you are not sorry to dismount. 

My readers will, 1 trust, by this time give me credit for some prac¬ 
tical knowledge of my subject. 1 litaitily \^isIl, for their sakes and my 
own, that other writers would only make themselves as conversant with 
what they attempt to treat of ns I am with most of the public walks in 
Europe: having been in the constant habit of strolling in the “Park,” 
lolling on the “ Teirace loitfring on the “ Prado,” lounging on the 
“ Corso,” ^c. ; besides hating ineidentully mailed on Malls, paraded on 
Parades, and tfescribed semicircles on Crescents, in innumerable provin¬ 
cial towns, both at home and abroad, for the better part of the last 
quarter of a century. 

Indeed, niy Lord! Sir! or Madam ! il'while you are laudably engaged 
in perusing tliis excellent piodiiolion, I had die honour of suddenly stand¬ 
ing before you, you would, 1 a u jiersiuuhd (if not over-tlurried by 
the apparition) renieiiilier to have seen me somewhere;—elassing iny 
countenanee, pel haps, among tlK)>e (teriially-iamiliar faces, w Inch like 
inimeniorial sign-posts ne\er fad to meet yon, the very morning of 
your arrital, iit Clieltenliam, on tlie Steineat Brighton, at the Assemhly- 
looiris at Batli, at C.’onrt, at Lloyd’s, at «j^lmaek's, or on 'CJiange. 
Yet, on conqiaring notes, we should probably lind tliat we had met at 
none of these places; but on the public walk at Vienna, Berlin, Brus¬ 
sels, or the Hague. 

Apropos of Holland. 1 know no country which could so ill ilispensc 
with its public walks. Willi us they may by some he considered as 
elegant superlluities ; I’or if Italy be called tiic Ciarden, England may as 
justly he termed the Park and Bh'asuie-ground, of lyufope. Iti sloping 
uplands and jileasant 3ales jiresent an unbroken tmcce^ion of rural 
beauties, whicli woo (he lo\er of Nature from the rectilinear^nionotony 
of the “ Promenade,” to the wilder and more varied charms of an ex- 
lendeirTaruTScajie. But in Holland tlie Sylvan Deities are much more 
coy; and-’intrench themselves behind so many drains, dykes, and 
sluices, that 1 defy you to pay your court to them without a pair of 
nnul-boots, agility to clear twenty feet at a running jump, and in case 
oi i\ faux pas, the resource of swimming ora cork jacket. 

Eor my part, after getting swamped in two or three attempts to come 
up with Diitcli jiicturesquc' by steeple chace, I was fain to content 
myself with die more sober recreation of sauntering on the legitimate 
domain of all steady walkers:—pot unlike the rejected suitor, who, 
being compelled by sonu' inexorable beauty to say with rueful em¬ 
phasis, “It must lie so !” very sensibly adtls, “ Plato, thou reasonest 
well!”— -and seeks in the tranquil intercourse of Iviendship a balm for 
disappointed love. 

It was in such a tone of serene and Phitomc feeling that I vi.sited for 
ilic first time that beautiful iiTi])roveni( nt near the Hague, which forms 
the demesne of the Orange-zaal, or Palais-au-Boi.s. It happened to be 
on a fine Sunday evening tovvard.s the close of Aiituinii. As the cliiino 


* A wcll-kiiowu walk in llie Tiiiicin'. G.iiili-iis. 
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of the vesper-ibclls died away, the whole population of the Hague 
poured out to enjoy the Sabbath recreation of the Promenade; and 
dispersed tliemselves throngli these magnificent grountls, where the full- 
grown trees stand clustering their tufted heads (like a krrf>t of portly 
Jhirgoniasters), or, receding I’rom the eye, form sweeping vistas which 
lose themselves in a rich back-ground of forest scenery. Here again 
the sylvan phalanx is broken by pleasant glades, or smooth canals, 
arched at intervals by rustic bridges, and communicating with a superb 
lake, that winds bcncallj a canopy of I'oliage tbrougliont the entire 
extent of this fairy scene. 

The vviiole thing was a thousand tiuies more to my taste than Hyde 
Park, or Kensington Gardens, or even the brilliant Tiiileries^thcmselves. 
It was less artificial tlian any of them :—undisturbed by tlie din of car¬ 
riages, (lie annoyance of dust, the gJarc of sunsliine, or those uncon¬ 
genial obtrusions of city reminiscences continually forced on us in the 
abov'c-nientioncd jiromenados, by tlie architecture, the equijiages, the 
miiigkd sounds, and the very atmosphere around ns. In this lovely 
park, on the contrary, yon may fancy yourself a tltousand miles from 
tiu; tranmuds and turmoils of city life. Nature is not here frilled, and 
clijiped, and curled into a city coque-tte. J^he breathes as free and 
fragrant as in her own vale of Campan, or her still lovelier solitudes of 
Killaruey. lu a kindred feeling of unconstvaint the company broke 
into inegular groups, seemed to move about in a spirit of enjoy¬ 
ment unknown to tlic dull and formal columns that turn out with the 
regularity of rank and file to inhale their hebdomadal quantum of Hyde 
Park ail. They recurred to my mind under the image of an immense 
scliticl, marshalled like tlie Blue-coat boys for the sober recreation of an 
evening walk, but restricted under the penalty of a flogging to the pre¬ 
scribed order of march. Following up the ;issoc«ation, I betliought 
myself of the chilling damp which the tolling of the half-hour hell, the 
eonfined limits of the play-ground, tyul above all, the obnoxious vici¬ 
nity of ilyi study-room. lune olteii thrown like a wet blanket on the 
delights of cticket, fives, or Ibothall; and contrasted those dreary 
misgivings witli tlie triumphant feelings c'f liberty and IfflSWTpation 
wliich never failed to consecrate tliogloiions remembrance holiday, 
spent in the unconstrained riot of nutting, trout-catching, bird-nesting, 
or squirrel-liuming. 

In like m.-inncr the hoarse voice, smoltiiy hreatli, and gloomy counte¬ 
nance of old London, must often, methinks, like llic^ortoptous intrti- 
sion of an angry ])e«iagogue, conjure up the tinwelcome images of tasks, 
duties, privations, and flagellations in perspective. It is the vast 
workhouse, in which every member jaf the community, from the states¬ 
man to the postman, and from the general to the man-millincr, has liis 
allotted labour; and tlie Park, like tlie play-groimd, is too near the 
scene of coercion, not to check the joytfus oblivion of restraint, whicli 
is the very essence of recreation. You are, in sliort, hut a remove from 
the study-room, and within hearing of the half-lunir hell. 

But tlio clysium wliicli encircles the Orange-zaal is unmarred by any 
such imjKirtunatc associations: the illusion of rural hcauty is complete; 
and the whole scene recalls that i/iitnihc d'ttrc, wliich must he dear to 
the remembrance of ihost> of my readers who have indulged in the 
schoolboy delights of imtling, trout-catching, bird-nesting, and squirrel- 
hunting. 
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It was long ago remarked, by as shrewd an observer of life as ever 
looked on it, that if any man would fairly and honestly write the his¬ 
tory of his own adventures, he could not fail of making an interesting 
book. Our author seems to be of a similar opinion with respect to 
story-telling. He writes down what he has seen—what any of us who 
open our eyes can see—and puts it into print. The experiment has 
succeeded. There are few more agreeable tales ; and yet there is 
scarcely an incident in any one of them which we do not acknowledge 
vraisemblah/e. The idea of their construction is, we believe, novel in 
our literature, though common in French: a proverb is selected, the 
application nf which forms the burden of the story. Jn the first, which 
has for text, (saving that in this case, contrary to the order of Ser¬ 
mons, the text conies last,) that “ too muck of one thing is good for 
nothing,” details the adventures of Mr. Burton Danvers, a tale of 
common life, to the life itself, abounding with some most humorous and 
shrewd scenes and sketches of character. The intrigues of a false friend, 
in which, however, the author appears rather too severe upon the gene¬ 
rally respectable, though certainly, in a literary point of view, not very 
attractive sect of Methodists, form the subject of the second. But 
Merton, the third tale, is our favourite. It opens very dramatically, 
by introducing to us the heroine at once, receiving homage from Mr. 
Felton, whom we shall leave it to the author ^ describe. 

“Felton was a thorough-bred Daw rfy—and never sure was word so profaned, 
so misused, or so woefully misapplied by the more ordinary Judges of society 
than this. The uninitiated call a man a dandy who wears a stiff neckcloth, 
or stays, or whiskers, or any thing oulr^, even if he live in the city, and be 
delectable in a playhouse lobby, or on a great shining horse with a new sad¬ 
dle, in the park on a^Sunday. Never was such a mistake—Felton was rcallt/ 
a dandy; he lived in the best society, knew every fWy and every thing, could 
distinguish the hand of.Ude, even in a risolie, would shudder if a man look 
white wine after hrowm game, or port with cheese (after the manner of the 
ancientsh He was the youth who at Oxford woke the dean of.dris college 
at two in the morning, to shew him an ill-roasted potatoe, as a slur upon the 
cookcr^5if%*e*^University} he was the man who always left town when the 
chairmen irsgan to eat asparagus; he was the identical person who was 
called the late Mr. Felton from never being in time for dinner j he was the 
being who only saw fish or soup upon his own table;—carriages were named 
after liimj—he had a mixture at Fribourg’s, and gave the ton in hats. In 
short—he was a dandy. But vVilh all his grace and sensitiveness, with all 
his wit and vivacfity, Fanny Meadows could not conceal from me—for 1 
watched her attentively—a certain distaste which she felt for the conde¬ 
scension he displayed, in thus pointedly devoting himself to the daughter of 
a widow lady, who had neither blood nor money to recommend her to the 
notice of “tne curious in heiresses.’*' 

In fact, the young lady has already had another choice—whose name, 
as in duty bound, gives title ttf the story. Mamma is averse, as mammas 
will be; and, as daughters will be, Fanny is determined. Merton takes 
advantage of a tender moment, and carries liis charmer oft’ to Gretna 
Green. A series of most provoking accidents delays the progress of 
the journey, and embroils both the fond couple and the hasty reader for 
more pages than are perhaps requisite; the consequence of all which is, 
that Mrs. Meadows gains time to overtake them, and tear away her 
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daughter, wliile they were actually on their knees before the matrimo¬ 
nial smitli— 

Whose anvil forges chains less hard to break 

Than doth his mumbled rite. 

Among the party which accompanied the mother on this 4inkind mis¬ 
sion, is Mr. Felton; and Merton, of course, is fdled with wrath against 
the intruder, whom he defies, in language much more candid than po¬ 
lite. A message is the consequence; but Henry is spared the trouble 
of fighting; for his second, a choleric Hibernian whom he ha.<i casually 
mot at the inn, indignant at the language he receives from Felton dur¬ 
ing the negotiations for his friend's duel, has made himself ]>rincipal, 
calleii out the dandy, and, with the accuracy of his country in these par¬ 
ticulars, shot him, while Merton was asleep, and dreamiqg of the future 
encounter. Being thus relieved from the necessity of shooting his 
rival, he dashes after his mistress, misses her, and proceeds to London. 
We think our readers will be pleased with the liveliness of the follow¬ 
ing scene. 

“ When Harry reached London, he went to Steevens’s. The force of habit 
was strong upon him, and the days of his boyhood came to his mind, when¬ 
ever he entered the coft'ee-room of that house, which, before ‘ Clubs were 
trumps’ ill London, or rather when clubs were closed against half-pay 
ollicers, parsons without preferment, lawyers without briefs, and clerks 
without money, was a mighty fashionable place. At present, the innume¬ 
rable societies where cheap chops, and brandy and water, may be had hi/ 
uihcription, under gilded cor^ces and Corinthian columns, have robbed the 
metropolitan coffee-rooms or their visitors, and the men who ten years ago 
were afraid to venture their slender purses into Long’s or Stcevens’s, on ac¬ 
count of the expense, now denounce tliem as vulgar places, in comparison 
with their ‘ Clubs,’ the chief merit of many of which, to their five or six 
thousand members, is the cheapness of the victuals, and the positive iutcrdic- 
lioii of tips to the waiters. 

“ This was not so in my time—but never mind, all il for the best: ‘ex¬ 
tremes meet,’ and most abuses cure themselves. However, at Sleevens’s, 
whont should Harry Merton encounter, as if by magic, but Charles Fitzpa¬ 
trick ? There he was, as large as life, eating Afexcandeau d Vviselle, as quietly 
and calmly an if Mr. John Felton had been out shooting, instead of having 
been shot. Astonishment seized the friends—why, it is impossiWWWrtne to 
guess, seeing that since beards grew on their chins, both Merton ajul Fitzpa¬ 
trick had invariably lived at Steevens’s, when in London; nay, it was in tiiat 
very coffee-room, after an opera, that their boyish acquaintance had been 
first renewed. 

Upon my word, I vow to Gad,’ said Fitzpatrick, ‘I’m delighted to 
see you, 1 ’ve had a mighty handsome letter from old Feltom about this un¬ 
happy aflair, which that same Colonel sent a%r me, and wdiich 1 got this 
morning. It was necessary to have some sort of ceremony,—I’m sure I for¬ 
get what they call it, something with a Jury, 1 know,—who sat upon the 

poor man’s body, and they brought in a ’»erdict of-but here—here is the 

letter. I vow to Gad, upon nw honour as a gentleman, 1 don’t clearly un¬ 
derstand it, but read it yourself; 1 know it is all extremely correct, and 1 ’m 
glad of it for poor Callaghan’s sake, who is gAie to see his friends, and it 
would have broken my heart, if I had got him into any sort of bother upon 
my account.’ 

“ Saying which, he handed over Colonel Musgrave’s letter, which merely 
announced the decision of old Mr. Felton not to prosecute—a determination 
which (very satisfactorily to Fitzpatrick) he had come to, upon the strong re¬ 
presentations of the Colonel, touching the extraordinary degree of insolence, 
and unnecessary intemperance, the unfortunate young man had displayed, in 
the discussion with that gentleman, wlicn lie merely waited upon him as the 
friend of Merton. 
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“‘Nothing can be more satisfactory, or soothing under the circumstan¬ 
ces, my dear Fitzpatrick,’ said Merton, endcavoming to temporize with his 
feelings. 

“ ‘Oh faith,’ said Charles, ‘ as for its being satisfactory, I was determined 
it should be«v^that,‘if you mean the meeting; and as for the result, I’d be 
sorry if I didn’t lament the man ; but ’twas his own'peeking, and I vow to 
Gad, upon the honour of a gentleman, dead as he is, if he were to jilay me 
the same tricks as he did, I’d make no scruple in having him out again to¬ 
morrow morning.’ 

“By an arrangement of dishes, the friends contrived to ‘come to wine’ 
about the same moment. And Merton found so much pleasure in telling 
his sorrows over a bottle of claret, and Charles Fitzpatrick enjoyed so mueli 
gratification in listening to them under similar circumstances, that they talked 
and drank, and drank and talked, lill the conversation taki.ig that turn, Fitz¬ 
patrick insis'ted on introducing Merton to his sister, a lady of beauty, talent, 
and accomplishment, (the wife of a Rear-admiral, absent on service,) who 
would be delighted to make his acmiaintance, and give <hein some coffee. 

“ Upon enquiring the hour, and desiring the waiter 'o get a hackney coach, 
it turned out to be past twelve, a lime not well suites', as it seemed to our 
hero, to pay a first visit to a new female acquaintance The [ilan vvis accord¬ 
ingly changed, and another liottle of claret ordered, to be followed by a giil/r. 

“‘’Faith,’ said Fitzpairick, ‘I’d U? glad you knew m\ sister, upon the 
honour of a gentleman; I vow to Gad she’s an uncoimuon elegant woman, 
there’s no nonsense—no plating, ;rs 1 call it, about her. 1 must tell you a 
great joke we have against her just now: iny brother-in-law, !ier hasb:ind— 
a capital fellow, a countryman of ours—’faith, he took her over to his place 
in county Waterford—a mighty fine place t<^—and when she had been 
living here in England for half a dozen years^and they killed a bullock to 
feast the tenants, and all that sort of thing—and George, that’s her husband 
—George said to her, ‘ Kale, niy love, 1 ’ve ordered them to kill ;i bulloek, 
and 1 've desired Mahony’—Mahony is his own man—his manager—gone 
with him to sea—oh, he’s an elegant servant!—says he, ‘By the Lord we’ve 
killed a bullock, and I’ve desired Mahony to take your orders about it.’ ‘ Kill 
a bullock, my liftJl' says my poor innocent sister, ‘dear heart! I’m quite 
pleased at that; I'm so remarkably fond of giblet-soup !’ „ , 

“ ‘’Faith, Sir, that's a blunder she’ll never get the better oT; but iievis* 
mind that; she’.s a kind crcaturci'and I tell you what you must promise me, 
Harry; you must breakfast with us to-moirow; i breakfas* with her, and 
cum(,<-flKlicitall, and she’ll tell you the story of the giblet-soup herself.’ 

“ ‘ A gree d.’ said Harry, his good-humour increasing, and his spirits con¬ 
siderably improving with the wine, ‘A bargain—I’m your man I’ 

“ ‘That’s understood :—I ’ll be delighted,’ said Charles, ‘ to iniroducc you !’ 

“And here eutcred the waiters, with covers herinclicully sealed, which 
being removed, displayed grilled and minced pheasant; hones of sorts ; and 
ail the provocaUves to ap|)etitc, and all the creators of thirst which the Ajiician 
dispensary could furnish out. 

“ In order to meet the detfiand of nature for Iiqtrul>, champaign puneh was 
proposed by our hero; a proof that he had already transgressed those rules 
which prudence formerly, and fasjiion and custom at present prescribe, wifli 
regard to drinking. The lamps burned dim, the waiters looked pale and 
sleepy ; ll|e companions felt chillj ; the ticking of the clock seemed to grow 
louder; an occasional gape fAiiu a distant alteiulaiit, and a shout in the street, 
betrayed the lateness of the hour; and at half-past two, Fitzpatrick proposed a 
plan to bis tottering friend, little indicative of his own steadiness. 

“ ‘I tell you what,' said the free-hearted Irishman, ‘we were dusappointed 
in onr coffee, and I am vexed at not having introduced you to Kate; but, I 
vow to Gad, I know some friends of mine, J'cmalr ladies, who live in Thayer- 
street, Mancliestcr-square. Oh, and upon the honour of a gentleman, ex¬ 
tremely nice, proper, elegant people ;—we’ll go iheie, and see if they are at 
home,’ 
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" ' Hoinel’ stammered Harry, * why-—it's three o’clock !’ 

* What of that, now ?’ said Charles. ‘ What’s the clock to do with it ? 
Wait awhile, now, and come with me:—I’ll just shew you two elegant 
people—at least, 1 know where they lived last season, am} they never move. 
Come, will you come, Harry ?’ * ^ 

" ‘Any where, gallant Trojan,’ said Merton. ‘Anywhere, all’s one to 
me ; I’m exceedingly ha])]»y—and vastly thirstysaying which he seized and 
applied to his pale and parched lips a huge jug of small-beer, which some in¬ 
judicious waiter had lelt on a side-table. 

“ ‘Tut tut, man ! what's that you are doing?’ cried Fitzpatrick. 

. ‘ When port and claret’s gone and spent, 

‘ Then talde-beer’s most excellent!’ 

warbled out Harry, who had lost sight of every thing in the world except the 
two lamps in the coflcc-room j but, as if to compensate fo^ his»blindncss to 
other objects, he was fully convinced he saw four, and sometimes six of 
those I” , 

The lines here put in Henry’s mouth were in reality spoken under 
similar circumstances by Por.son, whose devotion to the jolly god was 
notorious. It is a pity, that so merry a sin should be so unfortunate, 
for it cost the professor his life, and our hero his mistress: of all the 
unlucky places in the world that he could he taken to, the place blun¬ 
dered on by Fitzpati ick was the most unlucky—it was Fanny's lodgings. 
He Staggers, drunk into her presence; and she, as becomes a young 
lady who knows nothing of the wicked propensities of young gentlemen, 
is of course shocked, ant^mentally rejects him for ever. Voui- combU 
<le mnl/ieur, she sees him next day doing flirtation—the most innocent 
in the world, hut gall and wormwood to a mind already ill at ease— 
with Fitzpatrick’s dashing sister in the Park. He is forbidden her 
house, and returns to his father’.s. 

The old gentlcuian, after the requisite lecture, favours his views, and 
])romises his co-operation : but, sad to say, drops dtlid of an apoplexy, 

, jeaving a mystery hinted at in the most convergent time possible for 
carrying on the story; indeed it was Iveat to a stand-still but for it. As 
it is, we gojon most merrily. Harry gets introduced to Lord Castle- 
ton's family—and sees Kate Ftherington, a protegee of She 

is beautiful, attractive, accomplished, coquet, and all that. It scan¬ 
dalizes us to say it—but the .story goes on to tell how he falls in love, 
A conlreiemx, as usual, puts it into his head that Fanny has left him for 
another. Mistake after mistake, in the manner of novels, convinces 
him of it; and he marries Kate partly thrmigh love and partly through 
silken. lie is married but two days when a letter frorS Fanny arrives, 
fulkof old love and renewed confidence. <l6he never forsook him; — 
fjilsehood had been at work; she knows not of his marriage, and is 
iitill ready to accept his hand. What is he to do I The resolution is 
soon formed^, He pretends to his wife that he has business in Liver¬ 
pool, and flies to meet Fanny at Southampton. , He explains, and they 
are miserable quaitium sujf. In the mean tinle, a former admirer of his 
wife, Sir II, Lavington, .sees him on his journey;—informs .ig.iiust him 
to her; and the consequence is such as may be apiirehended from a 
profes.sed gallant, and a jealous and unprincipled wife. That night 
witnessed Kate’s disgrace and Merton's dishonour. 

Merton returns, unconscious of what has passed, and is severely 
upbraided by his lady for duplicity, but succc'eds in appeasing and 
carrying her off to his patrimonial cottage, which is burnt just in time 
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to give him a full view of the conflagration. To comfort him, how¬ 
ever,—we speak as bachelors,—his wife elopes with Sir Henry. A 
series of misfortunes here begins to set in on the unfortunate hero. 
His house has noj been insured. He takes a bill on a firm which stops 
payment. A post in Melville Island, which he has been, rather prema¬ 
turely in our opinion, promised by Lord Castleton, and on which he calcu¬ 
lated somewhat sanguinely, is not to be had. Government being terrified 
by the Opposition out of making places in that valuable colony. He is 
cheated in money borrowing. An action which he brings against Sir 
Henry for damages, utterly fails ; the lady’s ante-nuptial infidelities, 
of which Merton knew nothing, and his own post-nuptial negligence, 
being fully proved; and finally he gets suspected of the murder of 
Lavington,, and tried for the crime. For this charge the foundation is 
his having accidentally slept in the same room, while in the village of 
Lowestofte, tire disappearance of Sir'Henry in the morning,' and the 
well-known fact that he had too much reason to be angry with him. 
Many minute circumstances also make against him; his defence is 
lame enough, and he is sentenced to be hanged. This is, indeed, a 
climax of misfortune. 

It would be unfair to all readers of novels were we to add another 
w'ord. We may barely hint that he escapes, and is retaken in the 
next chapter. How often have we not cursed the reviewer who told us 
all the story beforehand, and took away the dehght of unravelling the 
mysteries of dhduement. ^ 

The chief defects of these tales are, first, a decided leaning against 
all persons holding liberal opinions in }x>litics, who refuse to bend the 
knee to the Jaggernaut of Toryism. 1 he pictures of Sir O. Freeman, 
vol. 1. and of Merton’s judge, vol. III. are quite unfair. We object also 
to the short snapping of the dialogue, which is amusing in farces, but 
in compositions ^tf a higher order, troublesome enough. And if, as 
some think fit to report,' th$ characters drawn are meant for actual 
individuals now existing, we mu,st loM on that too as a defect, for the 
personages of novels should represent the species. Bu*' we jnust say that 
the (; 22 g£crg^ppcara to us quite unfounded—certain we are*that nothing 
can be less true with respect to some names most confidently men¬ 
tioned. ^n industrious hands any book may be made personal. We 
all remember how ingeniously such an operation rendered the Whole 
Duty of Man the most scandmohs chronicle in the world. 


FR^M THE GERMAN. 

For a Catch, 

Cassini, that ^ncoipipon man. 

In vain Heaven’s amrp depth doth scan. 
New stars in it to see > 

The reason’s jdain—he pores, and thinks. 
And pores again but never drinks 
His wine like you and me. 

W e know far better; we can sit 
Astronomers midst wine and wit 
Without or toil or trouble; 

And then, when through our glass we pore. 
New stars we see ne'er seen before; 

And, tiark yc friend, I ’ll tell thee more. 

We see each old star floiihle. 
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ADVANTAGES OF ATTEMPTING THE N<f&TH-EAST PASSAGE 
‘ tt<)UNO The AMERICAN CONTINENT, &C. 

[We have been favoured by Captain John Dundas Cochrape, R. N. (who is recently 
returned to Engladd from a pedestrian journey into the remoMt pBr|s of Asia) 
with the following observations on “The Practicability of a, N.W. passage round 
the Continent of America, and the probable advantages of attempting a passage 
from the N. £.; also, iHth Ideas suggested by the present ineffectual Mode about 
to be adopted by the Land Expeditions, for tracing the American Polar Coast; 
with a,Flab for tbe more successfully ascertaining the Northern Boundaries of 
America.”] . . 

Turge voyages have been made to attempt a N. W. passage into 
the Polar Sea, but not one has been, made from the N. E. That the 
latter is less difficult to accomplish than the former, is jhe opinioa of 
many, if not of MfOst tnaritime arsons,” who,.are, of ml classes, the b^t 
qualified to give a correct judgnleiit.on the' quei^tion. . 

One of the re^ons, in^eetkUie only ope, assailed, for persevering in 
the N. W. passfige is, tliat the vicissitude'; 9 f climate ^ bd pAssed through 
before Behring’s Struts' be, reached and the voyage commence, 
would endanger the health,' if not disqualify the crews fr<mi accomplish¬ 
ing their object. For my part* I would rather- undertake the com¬ 
mand of an expedition round Cape Horn to Barring’s Straits, than one 
via Lancaster sound, or by any inlet from this" side-mf America. The 
lives and healths of the cjrews are, doubtless, dpf palCaippUnt consideration; 
for, if they are cut short,^jcre can be no successful result expected from 
any expedition. So far^however, from the crews suiihring in health, 

I maintain they would benefit from the long voyage; receiving, as they 
might, fresh meat, vegetables, and every assistance necessary, as fre¬ 
quently as they offer, both m.thc Atlantic and Pacific, from Europe to 
Cape Horn, and from Cape Horn to Kamtschatka. It is a spirit of im¬ 
patience, then, which^confines the discovery to, otilifl^ne maritime expedi^ 
tion: a spirit which, in most cases, would be laudableV having for its ob¬ 
ject the arrival at die scene of ac^flbn by the shortest route, and in the least 
time; but in this casci losing si^tof dangers and difficulties, and the jm- 
probabilid^ of ultimate success from unrcckoned.’abftaclemJtf|ffie lives of 
die people are a pc/rawoi///f fconsideration from thfejCause/mere^nGless 
cliance of their health being affected upon a return fiofit Behripg's* 
Straits round Cape Hoin to Europct ffian vice versit: because, after 
having been wintering for two or three ;^ara ip th^ J^ozen ^ea, diey will 
feel more difficulty in ‘withstanding tl)qge«trobical heats which must at¬ 
tend them the whole of the return f oyng^. t>U|'ing siAitomer they must 
quit Behring’s Straits, m '^riSmer thejr'iymst double Cape Horn, and 
in smnmer they must arrive in Europe. There js a great difference be¬ 
lt tween a warm-blooded . man j^enco^ptering climate, and a 

person of chilled blood ^coppt^ing a <^opi,cal 'mimate: die former 
can always keep himself Warm l^Tftftercisb^,,-the lat^r cannot keep liini- 
self cool in any manner. ■ I speak front i^^l^rience. 

Having stated the only wefeh^J^ argument for a N. W. passage, or, 
more properly speaking, agamst^ a Ni E. passage—for die results 
of the three expeditions a^rd no ground of reasonable hope that 
any maritime expedition win eveW succeed from the Eastward—I will 
advm to those which seem to point out a N". il. passage as the more 
likely to produce the solution of the problem of wliedier the continent of 
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America can be circumnai igated or not. The first argument which I 
will adduce in its behalf is, that we are certain that Cape Prince of 
Wales in Behring’s Straits is a part of the continent of America, as are 
also Cape Lisburno.and Icy Cape, in spite of Kotzebue’s Sound, (of 
which Captain'<Kotzel)ue has given less information than Russian maps 
of nearly a hundred years old.) It is the knowledge of this important 
fact which makes the prosecution of a voyage along tlic coast of 
America from the Westward likely to be successful. It must be a con¬ 
solation to those engagcil in an enterprise of this kind, to know that they 
are coasting or sailing along Continental land, where relief in most cases 
would be at hand ; wliereas from the Eastw’ard we do not know where to 
prick for a passage. 

y The proseoiitioji of a voyage by Behring’s Straits is still more en¬ 
titled to a favourable atteuCfon, wheir i.t is considered that we know of a 
half-way house, as Melville Island may be called, and an outlet from the 
Polar Sea into Baffin’s Bay. Why not let a ship push for Melville 
Island from Behring’s Straits? If she succeeded, the task would be ac¬ 
complished, although such ship should be obliged to return the way ^he 
came. A ship might also get so near to the Island as to send a pedestrian 
expedition to it during the winter. 'Iliere may be field ice, nay, perpe¬ 
tual ice, West of Mtdville Island; but it by no means follows that such ice 
is so unlimited in extent as to preclude the possibility of approaching within 
a moderate distant* of that Island; and even if it did, the same impossi¬ 
bility of penetrating it would subsi t from EauJ^ as well as from West. 

If it be determined to follow the coast of the continent of America, ac¬ 
cording to the plan of the lest voyage, and never to depart from it but in 
case of necessity, then, certainly, Behring’s Straits is the point to com¬ 
mence and not Jinish at. Whether Greenland, the land South of Lancaster 
Sound, the land about llepidse Bay, or any other lands in that part of the 
world, are joined, oilindepeiulenf of America, we know not for actual cer¬ 
tainty; but, as Captain Burney has truly said, twenty expeditions failing on 
this side of America wilf be in.sufficipnt to ascertain that Jiere is no passage. 
It is only by actually accomplishing the passage that the question can 
be set qy^ijJi^Whereas if a vessel can reacli Melville Island,* or near it 
from Behrings Straits, there will be no more to do, in the maritime 
view of the^case. This side of America, from what has been discovered, 
presents a series of straits, gulfs, inlets, channels, and sounds, which 
ever perplex a naval expedition. These, too, are the causes of tides and 
currents, which tend yet more to bewilder it. A current, a tide, or an 
eddy, may set u{) and down a channel, or inlet, and be the means of 
inducing an expedition to change its course for the worse. 

Another, I believe, most unanswerable argument for a N. E. exiiedi- 
tion of discovery ari#ies from a du( consideration of the known course of 
the currents. Every expedition which bos been sent from this country 
up Baffin’s Bay, Davis's Straits, Hudson’s Bay, as also that under 
Captain Franklin, has noticid the perpetual currents setting from the 
Polar Basin into Baffin’s Bay; Captains llossand Parry found them upon 
the first, as did the latter on his two last vqyages, at the rate of three and 
four miles per hour. If this be the case, teky oppose the stream f It 
must certainly more endanger the ships and crews, besides prolonging 
the voyage. I believe there can be but little doubt that from Hudson’s 
Bay to j^icaster Sound there is an endless variety of channels and 
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straits, whH) inust form currents; and the more numerous and con¬ 
tracted those channels are, the greater the difficulty to stem them. .It 
i#, indeed, miraculous how the ships have been so often saved from being 
fashed to pieces, crushed to atoms, or fun down b/ icebergs, from thus 
mnecessarily sailing in opposition to the stream. 

Upon the other aide of America we have the voyages of Cook, (or 
more properly of Clerke,) of Kotzebue, and, lastly, of the Russian ex¬ 
pedition under Captain Vasillieff. Currents were found by these three 
navigators setting to the Nortli, N. E. and E. N. E, The voyage of the •' 
latter is, however, more in point: the commander of that expedition 
told me at Kamtschatka; that so strong was the E. N. E. current, afl»r 
his fiist-sailing sloop had got round ’ Icy Cape thirty miles, that he Was 
afraid to continue, lest he should not be able to get back, tonsidering, as 
Captain Vasillietf did, that it would be imprudent, if not dangerous, to 
winter upon the North coast of America, separated from his consort; 
the latter being employed in surveying the N. E. coast of Asia. There 
was a clear open navigable sea round Icy Cape, and notliin^ seems to 
have prevented a continuation of the voyage but the unfit state of the 
sliip, the absence of the cortsort,-and a want of provisionis. The ships, 
too, had been already absent two years and a half. All authors, all 
judges, all persons who have made enquiries upon tlie subject, admit of 
a current setting fi'om the Pacific into the Polar Sea, by way of 
Behring’s Straits, as well as a current from the Polar Sea to the At¬ 
lantic Ocean by w’ay of iBaffin’s Bay. Is it not, then, more reasonable 
that a ship may do that with a favourable current which she cannot do 
in an opposing one i Wherever there is a current, there can a ship go : 
nay, I would recommend poor Shalauroff’s mode of getting along,— 
let the ship be made fast to an island of ice, and as long as a current 
continues she will go safely; for an island of ice will surely take the 
ground before a ship. The first expedition sailed under Captain Ross, 
and is supposed to hav^ failed from not going vp Lancaster Sound*. 
The second failed from having ontoned Lancaster Soimd, and, therefore, 
the plan ^as changed; the third failed from the same error as the first; 
and the fourtli may fail from the same error as the sc d i wtd» '" S easons 
vary and change so much in so high a latitude, that it is fijopossible to 
calculate on success with any chance of certainty. Who would ever think'* 
of beating a ship from Port Royal, J^unaica, to the Island of Antigua, in 
the line of middle latitude between those islands, against a peqjctual 
trade wind and westerly current? * ^ 

To sum up with respect,to maritime expeditions, there are two ways to 
make tlie attempt in one season: either to push direct for Melville 
Island, or round Icy Cajre: the difference of the courses will not vary 
four points. Should either of theserfail the first season, we shall have 
the satisfaction of knowing tliat tlie ships are ^fe; they may winter in Kot¬ 
zebue’s Sound, or even round Icy Cape, an^the commander may dispatch 
a letter to the Tchuktchi, who would forwaird it to the Kolyma. The 
expedition might also during the winter be employed to great advan¬ 
tage, either in surveying Kotzebue’s Sound, round Icy Cape, or even 
some of the interior part of America. The currents observed by Capt. 
Franklin, and strengUiened by the drift wood being alxcays to the West¬ 
ward of the head lands, prove beyond a dqiidJt that no Western current 
ever takes place. The clear open sea observed by C’apts. Fp.nklin and 

2 o 2 
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Vasillieff in nearly the same latitude, is also a strong teatimony for the 
passage by Behring’s Straits being the more preferable. I will therefore 
close here what relates to the circumnavigation of America, and begin 
with those which may be more properly termed the ciramtrudgivg of 
America. 


The expeditions preparing for Captains Franklin and Lyon will, no 
doubt, be provided with every thing that is necessary, not omitting 
baidares, dogs, nartes, provisions, guides, attendants, doctors, medicines, 
tents, instruments for scientific observations, besides those more imme¬ 


diately necessary for making the common observations of knowing where 
they are. All this may appear very well upon paper, but 1 very much 
doubt whether the officers composing such expeditions are or will be 
better off by bSing too much hampered and loaded. The greater the quan¬ 
tity of things sent with a land cxf>editioft, the greater the sacrifice of them. 
The more numerous also tlie party Comprising it, Uio more likely is it to 
fail; while the perishing of a part must dispirit the remainder. Too 
much sciqpce seems to be aimed at: let the rough pioneer be sent in the 
first instance, he will smooth and render more easy and agreeable the 
task of the scientific gentleman. Let ^hose only undertake an exploring 
exj)edition who can resist hunger, cold, and fatigue, with impunity. Let 
them not be, as they have been in such cases, encumbered with chrono¬ 
meters, sextants, telescopes, electrometers, barometers, thermometers, &c. 
Let them be provided with a gun, powder and shot, an extra quantity of 
provisions, warm clothing, tobacco, hatchets, di|d those things which are 
paramountly necessary: a goodejuadrant, and a better watch and compass, 
are alone necessary to an exploring party ; afterwards, when the way is 
clear, let the Observatory at Greenwich be taken, if it be practicable. 

There are many other arguments why a number of individuals are in¬ 
compatible with the safety or success of a land expedition of discovery. 
The extra quantity f)f provisions which are necessary to support them ; 
the limited means of tli^ country through which they pass; the difierent 
capabilities to resist the evils attendant on exploring a barbarous and in¬ 
hospitable country; the different passions by which a number of people 
are ani«MA»dc> the difference of their characters and tempers; the me¬ 
lancholy rqgplts of land expeditions in consequence ; the want of order, 
discipline; and obedience, which must take place when in difficulties and 
dangers—all these are reasons why an expedition of such a kind should 
be limited to the smallest number of people possible. For example, I ^ 
mean that, for Ajrctic AmericA, half-a-dozen or eight people are enough 
for any expedition by land, or along the Frozen Sea coast. Such are my 
sentiments, strengthened by the knowledge that it is the custom of (he 
Russians, who have almost always succeeded in their exploring expedi¬ 
tions, and who, witb the exception of the Taimiira Cape, have circum¬ 
navigated and circumtrudged the North and North East boundaries ol’ 
Asia than one hundred and fifty years ago. This fact I do not 

rieubt:*lie concealment of the knowledge of it from the world, to the de¬ 
terment of geography, is only to be attributed to the unfortunate circum¬ 
stance, that till lately such tasks were executed by persons whose quali¬ 
fications extended rather to performing than describing. During my 
rambles in Northern Siberia, I have.heard of many discoveries and ex¬ 
peditions, which are now oiily listciKd to as traditional reports, although 
1 cannot doubt of their trutn. 
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With respect to the projected expeditions of Captains Lyon and 
Franklin, 1 think the plan of the former more commendable dian that 
of the latter. Captain Lyon may do a great deal towards tracing the 
continent of America from Repulse Bay to the Westward, as far as Cape 
Turnagain. He will, first, I presume, find no difficult/in ascertaining, 
after he has gained the continent, that it is the continent: the simple 
circumstance of his crossing the beds of rivers will be an infallible 
guide, especially when they are considerable; islands in such an hemi¬ 
sphere, unless they are large islands, are not likely to produce rivers. 
Having once gained the continent, it should be his business to proceed 
with as much expedition as possible along the Une of coast, and not 
waste his time in exploring inlets lor outlets ; let him gain the most 
westerly point that he can, being in a latitude with Cap^ ^rurnagain, cal¬ 
culating upon any extra time which his return may give him to explore 
rivers, &c. This expedition may enable him to reach the Copper Mine 
River, and thus r^uce one third of the line of coast from Repulse Bay 
to Icy Cape. , 

To explore the second line of coast, that is, from the Copper Mine 
to Mackenzie’s River, I know n 9 t whether it is the intention of Govern¬ 
ment to send any especial expedition. I have heard that in the event 
of Captain Lyon’s succeeding in reaching the Copper Mine River he is 
to proceed to the Westward, and explore as much towards that of 
Mackenzie as he can. He has, however, quite enough to do if he 
can reach and return fthm the Copper Mine River to liis ships in one 
season. 

It appears to me a more advisable plan that a party should proceed 
down Mackenzie’s River, and make their way Eastward to the 
Copper Mine River; and any extra provisions which Captain Lyon 
might have should be deposited in a safe manner at the mouth of 
that river, in such a direction as might be mutually agreed upon be¬ 
tween Captain Lvon and the person commanding the Centre expedi¬ 
tion. Should it be difficult to de<:ide upon what part of the Copper 
Mine Riyer the depot should be made, let it be made at Cape Turn- 
ngain or at Cape Hcarne, which bears nearly West frajja iBtfpuhr Bay. 
At the same time let Captain Lyon leave directions whe^e to find the 
ships, and promise to send assistance and provisions in a captain line df" 
direction from the ships along the coast. Thus wou^jjl there be every 
probable chance of accomplishing a survey of two thirds of the conti¬ 
nent of America : and this is the divisidn of labour moat befitting the 
attention of Captain Franklin. His knowledge of the Copper Mine 
River, and the country between its mouth and Cape Turnagain, renders 
him the best-qualified person to push the expedition as far as Repulse 
Bay. Others would have, as it ware, to make fresh discoveries. To 
enable this Arctic expedition with the more facility to reach Repulse 
Bay, or to proceed and survey the county towards Hudson’s Bay, from 
the Copper Mine River ; a depot of provisions should be esta&lished at 
Fort Enterprize, or at Cape Hearne, from Canada, according as it should 
be determined hy the Cdonial department by what route such expedi¬ 
tion should return. 

Of the third or Western land expedition, destined apparently, under 
Captain Franklin, to explore the Arctic Sea coast between Mackenzie’s 
River and Icy Cape, then to Kotzebue’s Sound and the country be- 
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tween the latter and the source of Ma,ckenzie’s River; agrefit4eal may 
be said pru and con, but nothing in my opinion can be more likely to 
render futile the exertions of those composing the expedition than the 
plan I hear proposed^, viz.—that of proceeding to the source of and 
dow n Mackenzie’s River, then along the Frozen Sea coast to the West-" 
ward, as far as Icy Cape and Kotzebue’s Sound, and then by a direct 
return across the country to the source of Mackenzie’s River, where 
people will await them with provisions, &c. This last precaution is the 
most that can be done to assist an expedition with such an object, un¬ 
less it is intended to send a ship to Kotzebue’s Sound or to Icy Cape 
for the purpose of assistance. In either of these cases there will be a 
great error. I would ask, why expose Capt. Franklin to the peril and 
labour ofgoing-/o g,nd coining //■«/« Icy Cajie ? Why not let him start 
fromlcy Cape towards Mackenzie’s River, and, instead of taking him from 
resources, let him go towards rcsouro/cs? If the intention of the Coloniid 
department be to explore the country between Kotaifebue’s Sound and 
Mackenzie’s River, let that be a separ.ite command. Captain Franklin 
cannot accomplish both, not even if a ship be sent to assist him. The 
distance and fatigue that must be encountered, are more than can be met 
by a single party. 

Were provisions to be laid in at the mouth of Mackenzie’s River, by 
the exertions of the Centre expedition, upon the borders of the Great 
Slave Lake, at Fort Euterprize, or any other equally eligible place, 
then indeed might two expeditions proceed froiMiJcy Cape or Kotzebue’s 
Sound, and reach the place where the provisions were deimsitcd. 
Thus the supplies intended for the Arctic sea-coast expedition should be 
placed at the mouth of Mackcnz'e’s River, and those tor the expedition 
across the country on the borders of the Great Slave Lake. By this 
means there would be no danger of a famine by too many people acting 
together—the greatest evil to be feared in a country so generally desti¬ 
tute of provisions, except at certain seasons of the year, as Arctic 
America is known to be. 

A party might even be enabled to leave Icy Cape, and, coasting the 
Icy Sea coa§i* Mach not only the mouth of Mackenzie’s River, but, in 
the event of finding a depot of provisions there, proceed along the coast 
-tfr'the CoppefTVIine River; gaining which they might ascend it, and re¬ 
ceive provisions from a depot which might be formed at Fort Enter- 
prize. The distance lietween Icy Cape and Mackenzie’s River is not 
so great,but that an expedition, assisted with dogs or rein-deer, might .ac¬ 
complish it during h couple of months in winter; while the period which 
it would occupy during summer is much more doubtful. Nor docs it ap¬ 
pear to me a difficult task for one expedition to go from Icy Cape to 
Cape Hearne, taking Jjie precautions I have suggested relative to pro¬ 
visions being previously placed Jis before pointed out. By following a 
plan of this kind, the expeditions would have tlieir labours curtailed at 
least one half, and consequent!;^ completed with less risk and in a less 
period of time, to say nothing of the decrease of expense. Should it, 
however, be determined that Captain Franklin shall proceed from 
East to West, in that case would it not be more prudent to send a ship 
to Kotzebue’s Sound, either to pick him up or resupply him with pro¬ 
visions ; or to assist him in reaching that place by sending lookers-out 
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for him as far as Icy Cape, as well as prepari^ the inhabitants of 
Icy Cape and Kotzebue’s Sound for a visit of the kind ? If Capt. Frank¬ 
lin should still prove capable of renewing his discoveries or surveys, 
let him start from Kotzebue’s Sound to the Eastward for the Slave Laie 
or Fort Enterprize, refreshed and invigorated as he v^uld be after a 
short rest. 

To conclude, I would propose that Captain Lyon should proceed to 
Repulse Bay with a ship, and in the autumn of the first year, by means 
of canoes, send forward a supply of provisions, in the direction at which 
he proposed to gain the continent of America: haying readied which, he 
should proceed as far as he could along the continental line from cape 
to cape, and bury or secure provisions to be used hereafter, going only 
so far as'to enable him to return to the ships without touching ujKinsuch 
parts of the provisions as might be intended for a future store: in other 
words, he should bury one day’s return for every two days out, indepen¬ 
dent of the future surplus. 1 would not recommend any provisions for 
the ultimate expedition being buried until the canoes had reached the 
continental lauds, because the intervening distance can be supplied in the 
early part of die winter by the assistance of dogs. This canoe ex¬ 
pedition might be enabled to reach half way to Cape Turnagain, thus 
leaving jirovisions prepared for that distance. In the month of March 
or latter p.art of February they might leave the ships in their winter- 
quarters, and with facility gain Ca|>e Turnagain, burying there such 
surplus stores and provigjjins as could be spared for the assistance of the 
expedition which should proceed down Mackenzie’s River to explore 
the country between that river and Cape Hearne, and to enable them to 
reach the expedition in Repulse Bay, or to return to Canada. This 
woidd finish the Eastern and Centre expeditions. 

The third, or Western expedition, I propose, should depart from Icy 
Cape, the distance between which and Kotzebue’s So#nd having been pre¬ 
viously provisioned m the same manner as I have noticed in the last para¬ 
graph in the expedition under Captain Lyon. Nothing can prevent tliem 
from reaching Macketwie’s River and returning to the ships if necessary,^ 
or even continuing their route to Fort Enterprize, especi^^the aid of 
a provision-de}»otat the mouth of Mackenzie’s River; proTOily the former 
would be the better ])lan, inasmuch as it would enable the (»inmander q£» 
the ships to return to Europe. 'I’lie distance between Icy Cajie and Mac¬ 
kenzie’s River is about 500 miles, between Mackenzie’^ River and Cape 
Turnagain 500 miles, and between Cap% Turnagain and Repulse Bay 
about the same distance. Two ot these expeditions, vifc. the Eastern and 
Western, may be performed with facility and without risk, by the help 
of rein-deer and dogs, or either of tliera. The Centre expedition, then, 
becomes the only one for which aiij^ very precau^nary measures need 
be taken. The two first expeditions go from amf return to resources, 
while the Centre one is dependent almost entirely on its ovrn. It is for 
this reason I propose they should go dov^ Mackenzie s River and East 
to the mouth of the Copper Mine, and thence to Repulse Bay or Fort 
Enterprize,—or which is nearly the same, down the Copper Mine to the 
mouth of Mackenzie’s River, and, taking advantage of the depot to be 
formed there, either proceed across the country to Kotzebue s Sound, 
where ships should await them, or back to Fort Enterprize or the Great 
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Slave Lake, where a depot should also be formed, as might be deter¬ 
mined upon. I propose this plan, because the Centre expe&don may be 
materially assisted by the other two expeditions. Captain Lyon’s party 
might make a deposit of his extra stores and provisions at Cape Hearne, 
while Captain <^ranklin might make another deposit at the mouth of 
Mackenzie’s River ; a supply of powder, shot, and nets, is to be con¬ 
sidered as the most materkd after provisions, and an account of tlie lati¬ 
tude, longitude, and bearings or direction of the coast. Nor is this all: 
whichever way it be determined that the Centre expedition shall finish its 
labours, whether at Repulse Bay, Kotzebue’s Sound, or Canada, a party 
might be sent with assistance for its return from such several places. 

To enable me to show that the Eastern and Western expeditions may 
with much facility render assistance to the Centre expedition, 1 will draw 
up an account of tliie distance which such Eastern and Western expedi¬ 
tions may traverse during one wintea', for that I ctmsider the more pro¬ 
per season, whether for the health or subsistence of the parties, or the 
rate at which they may travel. 1 have already stated that each of these 
expeditions should transport by means of boats a certain quantity of 
provisions, arms, and baggage during the autumn; the Eastern expedi¬ 
tion, I have said, may transport half way to Cape Turnagain, and the 
Western expedition to Icy Cape, or across the country to the Frozen Sea 
coast in a north-east line, which last would reach half way to Macken¬ 
zie’s River. Both these exjieditions I consider as being in a situation to 
procure dogs or rein-deer, and the Western (Hpedition enabled to pro¬ 
cure both; in consequence of which it would appear more proper that 
the Centre expedition should proceed down Mackenzie’s River, and then 
East to Fort Enterprize, and thence to Canada. I will therefore suppose 
that the Eastern expedition can procure sixty dogs, enough (o draw six 
heavy-laden nartes : these nartes upon the following plan will be enabled 
to go and return 500t miles in fifty days. Sixty dogs can draw 6000 lbs. 
of provisions at the rate of twenty miles per day, which is 100 lbs. for 
each dog or 1000 for each narte. They should be accompanied by five 
natives and three Europeans, two of the whole alternately walking, 
riding, or governing a narte. Previous to entering upon this jburney, it 
is to be underf^od that there are 2000 lbs. of provisions in advance half 
j*4ay betweetrtlepulse Bay and Cape Turnagain, as also half way between 
Icy Cape and Mackenzie’s River. Those provisions were to be carried 
by boats in the preceding autumn; and short trips might have enabled 
the dogs to carry provisions th^half of that distance, in the early part of 
the winter, say to<^100 miles. I propose that the expedition shall never 
consist of less than three nartes, thirty dogs, three natives, and two 
Europeans. The other three nartes will return at the period of time 
and distance specificcL 

Each day, at 20 raUes, with 60 dogs, and 5 natives, at 4 lbs. each, 
is 260 lbs. of provision consumed per day. Total consumed in four 
days, after having reached 80 Aiiles, (allow also 100 lbs. for the return 
of the first narte) 1140 lbs. 

-At the expiration of this fourth day one narte with a native should re¬ 
turn to the ship, for which purpose he should be supplied with two days' 
provisions, at the rate of 50 lbs. for each day: he will very easily regain 
the ships upon the third day, his narte being empty and dogs upon tlie 
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scent. Gate should be taken to deprive him of the better dogs, in 
lieu of those which might appear bad. The quantity of provisions remain¬ 
ing, after deducting the 1140 lbs. from 6000 lbs. will prove to be 4860 lbs. 
Then the 5th, 6th, 7th, 8th, 9th, and 10th days, at 20 miles, with 
50 dogs and 4 natives, at 4 lbs. per day, is 21& Ibs.yor 1296 lbs. 
(‘xpended. In this stage of the journey, two more nartes with twenty 
dogs and one native with an officer should return; to enable them to do 
which, provisions for seven days will be necessary, quite a sufficient time 
for ten days outward 'journey; the quantity of provisions necessary to 
enable them to return will thereibre be 616 lbs. at 88 lbs. a day, which 
added to W96 will give a gross consumption of 1912 lbs. to be deducted 
from 4860 lbs. leaving for the furtherance of the latter part of the ex¬ 
pedition 2948 lbs. » 

It is now proper to mention that should the expedition not have suc¬ 
ceeded in forwarding the quantity of provisions during the autumn or 
beginning of winter, there is still the capability of so doing with the aid 
of the three nartes which will have returned. I will therefore consider 
that the expedition can proceed with the 2948 lbs. of provisions from the 
half-way, Uusting to the depot already formed or to be formed, and ap¬ 
prising them that the best dogs Will again be selected from the return 
nartes in lieu of those which may have proved bad. The party will now 
consist of thirty dogs, three nartes, three natives, and two Europeans. 
Thus they will subsequently travel;— 



Miles. 

Dogs. 

NItires. 

lbs. 

* 

11th day 

20 

30 and 3x4: 

= 132 


12 th do. 

20 

SO 

3x4 

= 132 


13th do. 

20 

30 

3x4 

132' 

“132 

V Here bury 1 day’s return. 

* 

14th do. 

20 

30 

3x4 

= 132' 


15th do. 

20 

.30 

3x4 

= 132 

i 

16th do. 

20 

30 

3x4 

1.32 

“198 

> Here bury li days return. 

17th do. 

20 

30 

3x4 

=132 


18th do.* 

20 

30 

3x4 

= 132 


19th do. 

20 

30 

3x4 

132 

“198 

> Here bury 1§ dayi^returu. 

20th do. 

20 

30 

3x4 

= 132' 


21st do. 

20 

30 

3x4 

= 132 


2 2d do. 

20 

SO 

3x4 

132 

“198 

1 Here bury 1^ days return. 

23d do. 

20 

30 

3x4 

= 182 

24th do. 

20 

30 

3x4 

= 132 


25til do. 

20 

30 

3 X 4= 

= 19,8 

} No provi^ons,but H buried 


Ill 




) for tbeTeturn. 


500 



2772 






2948 

« 


176 lbs. surplus. 

500 miles in twenty-five days, to be returned in tlie same period of 
time, allowing 4 lbs. of food to each dog per day. 

I have in this table allowed 4 lbs. of footl per day; were but 3 lbs. 
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allowed, tlie party would be enabled to go 125 miles farther, or to bury 
near 1000 lbs. weight of food. Should the dogs be enabled to go farther 
each day, carry more weight, or should the autumnal provision be laid 
in, then will an expedition be enabled to reach 200 miles beyond the 500 
above alluded^ to, or bury for the use of the Centre expedition 1500 
if not 2000 lbs. of provisions; because, in the event of the autumnal 
supply being realized, the party will take it with them, trusting to the 
return nartes again to furnish them for the return from the 10th station. 
Nor is there any allowance made here for bears, wolves, deer, foxes, 
or fish, which may fairly be calculated upon. 

This extra quantity of provisions being buried at Cape Heawe by the 
expedition under Captain Lyon, for the use of the Centre expedition, let 
us go to the Western expedition under Captain Franklin. In Kotzebue’s 
Sound there are rein-deer as well as dogs to be procun'd : 1 will there¬ 
fore only encrease the means of conveyance so much as to add a dozen 
of those useful animals to the sixty dogs before considered, which, ave¬ 
raging each at 100 lbs. of meat, would enable the party to rcfich not only 
Mackenzie’s but the Copper Mine River, and even farther than that, in 
the event of the party not burying provisions for the return; because the 
extra quantity which the dogs could not draw, would be put into saddle¬ 
bags across the rein-deer, equal to 100 lbs. each, the quantity they have 
carried for me at the rate of thirty miles a day. 

These are the ideas which my travels in the northern parts of Siberia 
and in the peninsula of Kamtschatka, have suggested; they nriy appear 
very confused and uninteresting to a great number of peo])le, I am 
however of opinion that the system of burying provisions will be of great 
benefit to any expedition wh'ch will have to return })y the sante loute ; 
such, for instance, are those which I have denominated the EasP'rn and 
Western expeditions: unless the route of the latter be changed, to proceed 
from West to East os far .as the Copper Mine ; in that case there will be 
no necessity for so burning. If, however, Captain Franklin’s expedition 
should determine on the opposite route, i, e. down Mackenzie’s R iver along 
the Frozen Sea coast to Icy Cape, Kotzebue’s Sound, and lastly across the 
country to the (Ircat Slave Lake, I fear the task will iiot only Be difficult, 
Laborious, an^tedious, but liable to greater privations and dangers than 
recall be necf^ary. The journey to the source of Mackenzie’s River is 
of itself difficult, and what (hanger may not be apjirehended from the 
inhabitants of Kotzebue’s Sound, at a visit so unexpected, unless a ship 
be sent to that place to pre^sare the natives, as well as render every 
assistance possibte ? In this case, however, it were better to start from 
the Westward, either in canoes, or with rein-deer, or both. The Easterly 
current would greatly assist the former. The distance that Captain 
Franklin will have to travel, should the present plan be persevered in, 
will not fall short or four thousand miles, while the whole distance be¬ 
tween Icy Cape .and Repulse Bay does not exceed 1800 miles. Starting 
from Icy Cape, no difficulty cdu exist about an expedition reaching the one, 
if it is supposed possible to accomplish the other; and if the boundaries 
of Arctic America be the only object of such expeditions, then is a Centre 
expedition useless. Captain Lyon from the East, and Captain Franklin 
from the West, will be found quite qualified to perform the duty in 
one year. 
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Whether it he the intention of His Majesty’s Ministers to fit out 
more than one maritime expedition, is a question they alone can solve; 
the present economizing system probably prevents a desire of the kind 
being gratified. If so, it is not improbable that other nations may step 
forward and deprive us of that credit which ought alone Jp belong to 
tlie first maritime country in the world; a country wbich^hould be so 
jealous of her naval ascendency as hardly to permit others to attempt 
that which she had not previously executed. There are several com¬ 
petitors for the honour of circumnavigating America; their exertions 
should not be too much contemned. The two last Polar Expeditions, 
sent by thSpRussian government, have done much, and that much under 
very disadvantageous circumstances. On the N. W. coast of America, 
the Arctic exp(xlition under Captain Vasilliefl’ passed to the ,Northward 
as well as to the Eastward of where Captain Cook reached ; while the 
Antarctic expedition under Captain Billingshauzen, performed the circuit 
of the globe in a finer style and in a higlier latitude, than the immortal 
Cook. If our maritime attempts are to be confined to one direction, 
and that direction within a tract from East to West,—then I think, and 
so do tliousands, that not only will other nations circumnavigate Ame¬ 
rica before us, but we shall not circumnavigate it at all. 

This parsimony in limiting the number of expeditions, this constancy 
of perseverance in only one line of direction, and the general want of 
that enterprising spirit which distinguished our commercial ancestors, 
induce me to call upon the speculators of the day to save us the humi- 
liatirig stigma which will be cast upon our maritime reputation, should 
others succeed in doing that which we are barely attempting. 

J. D. C. 
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TUB BAPTISM OF THU BBLLS. 

“ 1 began to smoke tbat they were a parcel of muiumera.”—A pdison. 

“ Who hay-e’er been at Paris must needs know the Gr6ve,” says the 
old song; and according to the same authority we may conclude, that 
who has e'er been at Versailles, must needs know the Cathedral of St. 
Louis, though it may not he of the same universal notoriety to English 
visitants, that, during the period of revolutionary madness, its spacious 
and handsome interior was not only converted into a public corn-mar¬ 
ket, but four of its bells being suspected of having royal!%pigraphs 
engraven upon their surface, and absolutely convicted of being worth 
a considerable s.«m of money, were dismounted from the belfry, to the 
griat dismay of all good Catholics and sincere admirers of “ triple bob 
majors.” The two that were left, albeit sadly disheartened by the loss 
of the companions with whom’"they had so often rung the merry chimes 
of gladness, continued, under the pious reign of Napoleon, to invite the 
good folks of the Quartier de St. Louis to come to church or go to-be 
buried, until the happy period of tlie restoration, when it became dis¬ 
tinctly audible to all those who had Whittingtonian ears, that they 
called aloud with their iron tongues for the completion of the restora¬ 
tion in the belfry, by procuring substitutes for their four dethroned sis¬ 
ters. To this affecting appeal the faithful were not slow in reply, espe¬ 
cially as the vicar general, the grand vicar ,*1116 canons, choristers, and 
vergers, W'ere all supremely scandalized, (“ tantaenc ccelestibus ir«e ?”) 
that they should have only two bells in active service, while the neigh¬ 
bouring church of Notre Dame possessed its full complement. Could 
the want have been supplied from their own funds, I verily believe 
there would have been no hesitation in appi'opriating them to so pathe¬ 
tic a claim; but fis they were only rich in good works, fine garments, 
and sounding titles, ^ it was resolved that a subscription should be 
opened for the purpose, that the Ciirc should address a circular letter to his 
parishioners announcing the fact, and that the Sceurs de Chajrife, worthy 
nuns so call^, and who are always foremost in every work of pious 
charity, should go round pour fairc la Quete. In his printed missive 
“’the Cure fiegan by noticing, in a bantering strain, the obvious tone of 
lamentation and ululatiori lately assumed by the twosisterlcss bells ; pro¬ 
ceeded to inculcate, with more solemnity, the imperative duty of restoring 
the deficient appurtenances of the church; but couched his whole letter 
in that character of familiar good-humour and even gaiety which ac¬ 
companies all their religious exercises, and forms so striking a contrast 
to the austerity, gloom, and mortification of English observances. In 
their black flannel i^resses with lyhite stomachers, white cloth caps with 
long lappets, and Lelts round their waists supporting rosaries, cruci¬ 
fixes, bunches of keys, relics, lucky half-pence with holes in them, and 
other trumpery, the Sisters bf Charity went their founds, collecting with 
such unexampled success, that according to the accounts of the French, 
(who, however, are somewhat given to exaggeration,) they have more than 
once extracted ten francs from a single house, which did not perhaps con¬ 
tain more than a dozen respectable families. Of course the mass of the 
' offerings assumed the less ambitious form of copper, of which humble 
material a sufficient quantity was collected, after a long and tedious de- 
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lay, to authorise the casting of tiie bells. This happy consummation 
was announced to the subscribers by a little pamphlet from the Cur6, 
informing them that the bells were to be consecrated on the 6th of Ja¬ 
nuary 1824, by Monseigneur I’Ev^que de Versailles, ^nd named by the 
King and her Royal Highness the Duchess of Angoill^me^reciting the 
inscription upon each bell—giving a short essay upon thie spirit of the 
ceremony and the prayers, and concluding with the following signifi¬ 
cant passage:—“ On ne paiera point les chaises ni les banquettes; mais 
je ferai moi-ra6me la qu&te, pour achever de payer, s’il est possible, le 
montant des cloches et les frais de la cer6monie du jour.” 

For fear of committing any mistake in so important a matter as the 
inscriptions, 1 shall give the exact words of the original, merely premi¬ 
sing that they were the same upon each bell, varying oply as to the 
name and the order of succession.—“ Je suis la |^ferai^re de quatfe 
Soeurs, qui ont etc offertes h Dieu pan le ClergG, la Ville et les Parois- 
siens de Saint Louis. J’ai etc benite par Monseigneur Louis Charrler 
de la Roche, Eveque de Versailles, et nommee Maeie par Sa Majeste 
Louis XVIIL, Roi de France et do Navarre, et par S. A. R. Madame 
(Marie Therese Charlotte,) Fille de Louis XVI. Duchessc d’Angou- 
I6me; M. Le Bonhomrne etant Cure de I’Eglise Saint Louis de Ver¬ 
sailles, Vicaire G*'. du Diocese; M. Lagrole Grand-Vicaire, President 
de la Fabrique; MM. Vaquier, Tardy, Picot, Chauvet, Ctianoines et 
Administraleurs; M. le Baron des Touches, Prefet, M. le Marquis de 
la Loude, Maire.” • 

After informing qs that the second is named Anatole, the third Mar¬ 
tin, and the fourth Zoc, the manual proceeds to expound that the Church 
being in die habit of consecrating every thing dedicated to the service of 
the Lord, such as the ground upon which the temples are built, the 
buildings themselves, the vases, crosses, altars, ornaments, images, and 
even the earth destined to receive our bodies, it is perfectly consistent 
that the bells intended to contribute to the same end should receive an 
appropriate benediction. All those who on acebunt of the rarity and 
more imposing grandeur of this ceremonial, might be tempted to abandon 
themselves*to it in a spirit of mere dissipation and curiosity,_ are invited 
to peruse the Latin ritual of M. Do Juigne, page 414, dF Benedictione 
Campanarum ; but I have not been able to ascertain that affsinglc indi^ 
vidual availed himself of this courteous invitation, altliough every soul 
in the church appeared to be clearly in the predicament indicated. 
Having disserted very learnedly upon the,spiritual and mystic meaning 
of these sonorous appendages of tlie church, which we»e substituted for 
the silver trumpets mentioned in the tenth chapter of the Book of Num¬ 
bers, (which forms the first lesson read by the subdeacon in the cere¬ 
mony,) the worthy Cure insists that although watCT, oil, and the holy 
chrism be employed upon the occasuon, it is noP a sacrament, but a 
simple benediction or dedication, the names of sainte being engraved 
upon the new offerings, in order that wemiay obtain their intercession 
for us every time that we frequent the house of prayer in obedience to 
the summons of their metallic namesakes. A burst of loyalty driving 
the bells and itll their sanctities out of the expositor’s head, he next ex¬ 
claims,—“ It is delightful to see one of tlie heirs of the throne and of the 
virtues of Saint Louis, greater perhaps by his patience and resignation in 
misfortune than by the glory and splendour of his crown,—to see the 
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(laughter of the Martyr King, tlie wife of the Hero of the South, of th6 
Pacilicator of tlie Spains, otfering conjointly to the Ivord these ornaments 
and precious stufis as an entire oblation of their persons and property.” 
Re^'criing to the four iron-tongued sisters, we are then cautioned not to 
contemplate tlicm as profane objects, but to consider the ablution and 
aspersion whi^J’i they will receive from the Pontiff’as recalling the purity 
which we ourselves imbibed in baptism; to view the holy chrism with 
which they are anointed as typical of the fruitfulness and increase of 
grace conferred upon us in the sacraments; aitd the sign of the cross 
made upon their surface as a reminiscence of our own similar considera¬ 
tion. The incense scattered inside the bell represents the good odour 
which a Christian ought to s[»rcad around him l)y his virtues ; its diffe¬ 
rent chimes _ and modulations should excite in us an earnest desire to 
hear the holy airs'and divine canticles of the heavenly Zion; and, finally, 
when its slow and mestsured toll announces to us the death of a fellow- 
creature, WT should recollect that to-morrow perhaps the same sound 
may intimate that w'e have disappeared from the face of the earth, and 
are expecting mercy through the prayers and suffrages of the brethren 
we have left behind us. I'he httle address concludes with the order of 
the psalms to be chanted at the cci'femony and announces that the 
bearer will be entitled to a place in the enclosed part of the chu’'ch. 

With whatever earnestness the previous portions of this exhortation 
were perpended by the good folks of Versailles, the latter notification 
failed not to excite a deep and lively im}u;ession. Happy were they 
who had subscribed, for to them the pamphlet was ^uly transmitted; and 
keen was tlie mortification of those who had hitherto hugged themselves 
upon their cleverness in making a point of •being absent whenever the 
dunning Sisters of Charity had gone round with the book of contribu¬ 
tions. They thought it was merely for the service of the church; had 
they been aware it,,was for an admission to a ceremony, their donation 
would not have been withheld, for they hated shabbiness as much as 
other people. It became soon rumoured, however, that tickets woidd 
still be given to new subscribers at the rate of a franc for each person: 
the terras were deemed high, but, as it was recollected tliat the sjwictacle 
w'as of rare oSKurrence, the offerings of the faithful continued to drop in 
to the *very morning of performance. At -the moment when tlie 
writer was mounting the cathedral steps, M. de Venujques, the governor 
of the chdteau, who with his lady were to be proxies for the King and 
the Duchess d’Angouleme, arrived in one of the royal carriages, es¬ 
corted by the mounted Gendarmerie d’Elite, in their blue jackets with 
broad crimson facings, yellow belts, pantaloons, and gloves, jack-boots, 
and enormous cocked hats edged with gold lace. Following in the 
suite of this august nersonage, with his admission-ticket in his hand, he 
was not a little siffprised when‘the Garde Nationale stationed at the 
gates informed him that he could ouly enter the church by the Descent 
from the Cross, which after a little explanation he found to be the name 
of one of the side-doors upon which his book was billeted. Five mi¬ 
nutes shouldering enabling him to penetrate to the proper entrance, he was 
admitted into the building, the spacious cross ailes of which were hung 


• The 50th, 53d, 56th, 66th, 6!)th, 85th, 115tli, 14(ith, I48th, 28tli. For the 
consecration, Ps. 76.—Sermon and prayer from St. Luke, chap. 10. 
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with tapestry, handsome perhaps some fifty years ago,, but wearing now 
a most sorry, threadbare, and forlorn appearance. The company were 
ranged in chairs upon tl»e pavement, leaving a passage in the middle, up 
and down which were perpetually passing priests, choristers, beadles, 
and vergers of every description; “ Peel’d, patch’d, ahd piebald, linsey- 
woolsey brothers,” intermixed witli Gardes du Corps loq^d round the 
arm with a profusion of silver cord, king’s pages w'ith their broad white 
shoulder-knots falling down to their wrists, and the fur grenadier caps 
of the National Guard, who were on duty with fixed bayonets, giving the 
word of command, and rattling their musquets as unconcernedly as if 
standing at ease upon the Place d’Armes. At the meeting of the cross 
ailes was a large elevated platform, carpeted, and exhibiting various 
little thrones for the mayor, the prefect,* and all those obscure dignitaries 
of a country town, wlio endeavour to obtain by thair self-importance 
some compensation for the insignificance of their offices; and in front of 
two elevated crimson arm-chairs, were seen the representatives of the 
illustrious godfather and godmother, suggesting, from the anniversary 
(Tw'clfth Day), the gorgeousness of their apparel, and the royal associa¬ 
tion, that they might peradventiire be some gilt king and queen accident¬ 
ally transplanted from a huge English twelfth-cake. 

In the centre of this platlbrin, under a baldaquin or square canopy of 
crimson silk, edged with broad gold fringe, and surmounted with plumes 
of ostrich feathers, were suspended the great objects of curiosity—the 
four sisters, whose sumptuous and tasteful dress justified the words of 
Ovid—Non omnibus una, nec diversa Uimeu, qualem decet esse soro- 
rum.” A Parisian milliner had been summoned for tlieir equipment, to 
the great scandal of^ the Versaillian sisterhood, who, maintaining their 
competency to adorn belles of flesh and blood, could not understand 
why thosr' of metal should be defied beyond the researches of their 
art. Mary, as the eldest, was the,most splendidly attired, wearing a 
superb petticoat of embroidered gold brocade, ovh another of silver 
tissue, festooned at the bottom, and fastened wiffi w'hite satin rosettes, 
so as to exhibit the end of the clappei*, like a fairy foot, peeping out be¬ 
neath. Anatolc, Martin, and Zoe, were arrayed alike, in plain gold 
brocade over a silver tissue; and the whole four displayail much more 
of humanity in their appearance than certain hooped Dojjjagers who 
may be seen sideling through tlie rooms at St. James’s on a court-dayT 
The solemnities began with a Latin hymn to the beautiful air of “ La 
Suissesse au bold du Lac for the Catholics, like Rowland Hill, see no 
reason why the devil should have all the good tunes; ^nd none of the 
customary splendours observed in the grand ceremonials of the church 
were omitted. Priests without number, and in every variety of cos¬ 
tume, enacted their theatrical mummery ; little bells were rung, little 
hoys scattered incense, little censers of fuming frdSkincense were car¬ 
ried to and fro, the bells to be baptised were crossed by the pontiff, and 
anointed with the huile des infirmcny as wgll as with the holy chrism, 
until the time arrived for the sponsors to give their answers, when an 
expedient was adopted which, considering the responsibility they might 
have otherwise incurred, does infinite credit to the prudence of those 
august and bedizened personages. A white satin ribbon being passed 
from the iron-tongue of each bell to the hands of tlie sponsors, they gave 
a smart pull every time a response was required, and, thus made the 
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sisters answer for themselves. Mary, Anatole, and Martin, signided 
their acquiescence by a very distinct and sonorous toll, but Zoe, the 
youngest, seemed to hesitate, and make very imperfect attempts at enun> 
ciation. Some said it was mauvetise honte, others surmised that she 
lisped, a third attributed it to timidity, to which a fourth rejoined that 
any one raig^ be excused a little* alarm who was on the point of being 
hung up in the belfry: but it was presently discovered that a portiop of 
the silver tissue had intervened between the clapper and the side of the 
bell; which impediment being removed, Mademoiselle Zoe instantly 
uttered a petulant and sharp toll as if anxious to shew that she had as 
good a tongue in her head as any of her sisters. Thrice did each de¬ 
liver a similar response to as many interrogatories: and if after this 
public and solemn pledge made before the proxies of Majesty, and in 
presence of the 'i^sembled population of Versailles, they can ever for¬ 
feit their words and be wanting to tj^ir duty, I can only say that they 
must have more brass in their composition than even the manufacturer 
himself is probably aware of. 

A sermon followed, in which the metallic sisterhood were apostro¬ 
phized, exhorted, and dehorted, to all which they submitted with be¬ 
coming resignation, except for a single moment, when Anatole, in the 
midst of a most pathetic appeal, sent forth a sudden and dissonant clash. 
As strenuous endeavours are now making to bring miracles info vogue, 
this occurrence was at first hailed as a supernatural manifestation, but a 
moment’s enquiry ascertained that it was attr^utable to the gigantic Swiss 
Beadle, who had accidentally entangled lus foot in the satin ribbon, and 
jerked out of Anatole’s iron jaws that alarming yell. As far as the 
writer’s observation extended, he verily believes jliat the congregation 
would have been deeply edified by the discourse, could they have only 
determined whether Madame de Ver^ques’ veil and lappets were i raie 
dentelle de Malines^ ou de Bruxelles ; and he is the more inclined to this 
opinion, because at the conclusion of the ceremony, when the whole as¬ 
semblage were allowed to mount the platform and walk round the bells, 
there was not one who did not appear to b# profoundly penetrated with 
the solemnity of the brocade, and suitably affected by tlie awfulness of 
the white satm rosettes. H. 


SLEEP. 

It chanced, t^iat in a certain solitude 
Wherein it was my fortune to sojourn, 

Sleep overtook me in my wandering, 
x\nd at his powerful bidding 1 did pause 
To commune with him after his own fashion. 

In i^cents more of kindness than commaiul, 
He*ade me yield myself unto his sway ; 

And I did yield myself: whereat he laid 
His hand upop my head, as if in token 
That he haa power above me for a season. 

That touch did, as it were, destroy the life 
Which I held heretofore, and in its stead 
Another and a stranger being came j 
And I did pass from out the visible world 
Into the shadowy and silent realm 
Peopled with phantom forms and ruled by Slccj>. 
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*Tis said that Sleep is awful—he is so; 

He conics upon us, like the shade of Death, 

' Darkly, and silently, and for a season 
He holds the power which Death will hold for ever. 
His still commands come forth without a> voice. 

But all things bow to their omnipotence, j 
And sink into the silence which he loves. f 
And then come shadowy forms, which are not life. 
But fashion’d as in mockery of life. 

And hold a mirror to our sleeping sight. 

And whisper marvels in our sleeping ears; 

And strange and fitful knowledge comes upon us 
In this our living death—as if the grave 
Had yielded up its secrets for our use. 

Making the past, the present-things forbideku,— 

Vengeance,—and ghastly sins,—and guilty hopes 
That dwell within the bo^pm of the night, 

Do clothe themselves in grisly shapes, and come 
And keep their watch beside the couch of Sleej), 

And mutter their dark counsel to the heart. 

What things befel me in the fearful realm 
Of which 1 spake, I vrill essay to tell. 

Darkly, and indistinctly, as they came. 

I seem’d as seated in a lonely bark 
That slumber’d on the bosom of a sea 
Boundless and solitary—not a wave 
Rippled its dusl<.y waters—not a sound 
Broke the stern silence of its deep repose. 

I gazed around the far horizon’s sweep, 

The circle of that strange and fearful mirror; 

But nothing might I see save sea and sky. 

That met and mingled in their solitude. 

Oh! how 1 long’d once more to hear the roar 
Of the dark surges, leaping into life .» 

At the hoarse tempest’s bidding—and the cry. 

The clangor of the winged wanderers 
That dwell amid the cliffs bf mine own home, 

^ And make the storm their pastime,—it is fearful— 
Fearful and beautiful to watch the strife » 

Of winds and Waters, warring in their fury, 

To see the exulting billows, now they spring 
To grapple with their viewless enemy j 
—And danger is forgotten in delight. 

And the rapt mind drinks deep of awful joy 
To think how it can view such strife and live* 

But the strange stillness of that silent sea. 

And dark, yet cloudless sky, smote on iny heart. 

And weigh’d my spirit down with nameless fears, 

And weariness, and sad unquiet longings ifjf 
After, I cared not what—so it were change. 

How long this stale did last I cannot tell. 

But ages seem’d as though they roll’d away 
Without a change, and earthly hopes,—and fears,— 
And thoughts, and passions, died within my mind 
As through old age, and lack of nourishment. 

Leaving it tcnantless,—’till it became 
As still, and dark, and cloudless as the life 
(If life it might be call’d) wherein I dwelt 
VOL. X. NO. XLT. 2 E 



At length there canre a change, and hlfulty. 

As though they had been borne upon the wind. 
Came voices sounding in mine ears—their tones 
Resembled not the accents of the earth, 

But,‘'ti]ned in strange and solemn cadences, 

;Full of command—yet melancholy, seemed 
rts if they chaunted forth the awful bidding 
Of some immutable and fearful power 
Before which all things bow’d. Siraighiway the snn. 
As though it had been traced upon a cloud. 

Grew indistinct and wavering, fading slowly 
’Till utter darkness did envelope me. 

Blind and without a star; and then the ch;^nnt 
Of the unearthly voices died away, 

Apd all grew still again. For very awe 
I held my breath. Darkness and silence seem%5 
As though they had enfolded each the other 
In an r.rvrual ela.sp ; it seem’d as ihotigli 
The infinite Creation had expired. 

And blind immortal Chaos had resumed 
'J'hc voiceless empire of the desolate realms 
Of motionless and everjastiiig space. 

—Oh what a fearful thought, to be alone 
Jn dark infinity—to see the death 
Of life itself—to dwell within the grave 
That held the universe—and yet to live 1 

Again there came a change, aftd’ to mine ear. 
Low-breathed and deep, and floating from afai 
Came the omnipotent tones of which I spake. 

In their unutterable harmony. 

Like all sweet music melted into one. 

Rapt in an ecstasy of fear and wonder 
1 drank the aw’ful accents, as th^ rose 
W\th overpowering swell. Swift as a flash 
Of ligjitning, or of thought, the darkness llcO. 

And all grew light.-Oh what inefl’ablc light 


Aliyss of ihonght. 

What have you in your deptfis that may ernbodv 
The capture of that moment, ^nd the gloiy. 

The uriuttcrable glory of the light 

That sprang to life before the thrilling tones 

And awful music of that voice of Power! 

I have beheld the majesty of Night 
^Bright with hs countless stars—dike seraphim 
Before the throne of the Omnipotent. 

1 have beheld the mild and virgin Moon, 

Her sweet face shaded with a silvery cloud 
Tliat veil’d her beauty, but obscured it not. 
Making its light hiore tender. I have seen 
The morning Sun soar upward on his course 
Full ofimnjprtal beauty; like a god 
Kxulting in his strength, his radiant locks 
Floating upon the bosom of the cloud, 

Whose white and shadowy embrace did clasp him ; 
And darkness shrank before his look of joy; 

And all things waken’d into living light; 

And Nature’s self did cast away her sleep 
To smile upon that sight of loveliness. 
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•~-l have beheld the lights, that in the North 
Do leagae themselves in glittering files togelhef* 

Careering through the sky in awful pastime. 

As if in mockery of mortal pomp. 

With spear, ana shield, and brand, £md flaunting pennon. 
Fashion’d of fire ; and as they speed alon^ 

T'he awe-struck watcher fancies he can tface 
The shadowy coursers with their wings of iiiighi. 

That bear the dazzling warriors on their path. 

—1 have look’d forth into the night, to sec 
The leaders of the fearful race that dwell 
Within the bosom of the ihunder-clond, 

Cleaving the solid darkness of their prison, 

J.ike spirits of destruction, swift to sJay ; 

And light is in their eyes, whose glance is dSath ; 

/kiid Speed is in their feet,—the speed of thought. 

And ruin and oblivion in their hands, 

A.1.1 in their hearts no pity, i have gazed 
Invjn their terrible brightness, ’till I lost 
All sense of danger in their awful beauty. 

—I:iut oh ! the unitiiaginable splendor 
Of that immortal iight, that, like a flood 
Of liMiig radiance, burst upon my sight.— 

Myriads of forms of most unearthly beauty 
Floated upon the calm and vocal air, 

Wh ose very breath was music—sihery sweet. 

—1 felt as«f all individual feeling 
And separate existence were absorb'd 
(n the eternal loveliness around me, 

’’[’he life of light of which I seem’d a part. 

VVitli deep delight 1 gazed vinon the race 
t)r wJiich I spake—the dwellers in that sphere ; 

And soon my watchful eye ditl rest on One. 

011 1 how surpassing, even amid that klirong 
Of deathless beauty!—When her m'c met mine. 

She smiled herowtt sweet smile. ! Memory, 

Is she not treasured iif my heart of hearts ! 

Did J not feel that well-rcmeinbor’tl smile. 

Whose beauty might not sleep \yithin the grave. 

Sink deep into my soul! like the*l6iig ray ^ 

That stieams into the darkness of a dungeon, 

Cilatld’mng the wretched with the light he loves, 
liecaxise u speaks of days of joy gone by. 

—Htcrnity had wrought hu^ little .change ; 

Brighter she seem’d tnan when she dwelkon Karth , 

But oh ! not fairer. Parted gracefully. 

Her dark hair gave to view her ivory brow. 

Serene and calm. Still had her eye thatjight 
Of pure intelligence anjj lofty thought^^ 

Temper’d with maiden softtiesa—grave," yet sweet. 

Propnctic of eternity of joy. 

—1 did essay to speak j an !tgp.ny 

Came fearfully upon me, and I struggled 

As for my life. 1 did essay to speak 

At first in vain At Icngtn niy voice came furili. 

And mortal grief broke in upon the calm 
Of that immortal dream. Oh ! misery ! 

Swift as the dark cloud swallows up tne lightning, 

2b2 
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The glorious vision vanish’d ; and the gloom, 
The tenfold gloom of night return’d upon me. 
Sleep frown’d a withering frown, and with a look 
That smote me to the heart—^a'look of wrath— 
Unfurl’d his shadowy pinions to the wind, 

\knd soaring upwards,—left me. 


SPAS AND WATERING-PLACES. 

We have put to scorn the surpassing wisdom of our ancestors, dim- 
sighted beings that we are! — we have M‘Adamized our turnpike roads, 
and encouraged stage-coach travelling at the rate of eight or nine miles 
an hour—we'havevjmproved our morals or our police, and contemp¬ 
tuously set at nought the rosinantes and saddlebags of our forefathers— 
we have annihilated the brave race'of highwaymen, who, in move ancient 
(and consequently better) days, kept the poetry of life in full display; 
for now robbers and beggars on the roads, those stimulants of the cou¬ 
rage and eleemosynary propensities of our ancestors, are almost extinct, 
and will soon become objects of grave attraction to the Royal Society of 
Antiquaries. Thus it is to innovate on established usages. Tlie better 
sympathies of man have now no adequate room for action; no liathetic 
partings now occur on commencing a journey from York to .London, 
knitting closer the ties of social affection an(^keeping the best pa^^ions 
in exercise. The member of parliament in Cumberland or Coriiwall, 
instead of making his will and attending divine service befo" outing 
from his family at the rookery with secret forebodings, or mom.tm'i ins 
horse at the hall-door and proceeding down the long avenue r,f trees 
through which the wind whistles in ominous music, (followed by the 
tearful eyes of his family and neighbours, who stand ga/iug till lie is 
out of sight, and surhming up the perils of his precarious jouri,ey,) now 
enters a post-chaise or*a mail-coach, and reaches his destination in the 
number of hours which it had octupied his predecessors days. How 
strange that these times arc still envied! Yet such is the nature of man, 
and .such is hii^esire for that which is out of his reach, wlietlier past or 
to com e, tha^-could he recall them again, he would anxiously and fool¬ 
ishly desire something equally beyond liis power, to the full as inconve¬ 
nient and worthless as the' travelling habits of his forerunners. 7'hese 
were my thoughts, wheji, vvitl| a small portmanteau in my hand, I pro¬ 
ceeded to acoachroffice in Piccadilly,undetermined, until I came insight 
of it, whether I should go to Bath or Cheltenham. 

-Morning fair 

Caine^orth with pilgciin steps in amice grey, 

and the busy hum of London was beginning to stun the ear. Finding 
the Bath coach full, I bookedemyself for Cheltenham, and in five minutes 
afterwards was fast leaving “ the wen” behind me, asCobbet in his spleen 
has nicknamed the metropolis. O that my grandsires had seen me bowling 
along the road at nine miles an hour! how would they have lifted up tlieir 
eyes in astonishment, and have called upon the parish parson to lecture 
me, upon my return, on presumption and wicked interference with- old 
usages, while his rosy gills, redolent with fat ale, would have been dis- 
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tended with horror at my ungracious preference for the new-fangled 
vehicle of conveyance! 

It would be difficult to give a reason why I took this excursion. I 
fear it is too true that restlessness is inwoven in the temperament of 

Englishmen ; for where are they not to be found-Melville Island 

to South Shetland, from Guiana to China, and from CJrnia to Cape Verd ? 
But surely he who is cooped in London eleven months in the year, may 
stand excused for wishing to get an occasional glance at the country, 
that he may keep up his stock of ideas respecting it, and not forget how 
a brown moor, a wild hedge, or a green wood, looks. To the native Lon¬ 
doner, who calls a day spent at a tavern at Margate, or Windsor, enjoying 
the country, it is of less consequeneb: bred like a canary bird in a cage, 
he has r-n true relish “but for his prison. This, however, is not the case 
with a third at least of the present inhabitants of the metropolis, who 
have not the same locality of parentage ; and it is precisely my own. To 
me the country within ten miles of London never looks like the coun¬ 
try. We are perpetually reminded of our vicinity to the great metro¬ 
polis by some accident or other. There is a cocknoyism about it, 
which he who has been bred ajiundred miles off, is sure to be impressed 
with. Its richness and loveliness have an artificial air, and congregated 
man encroaches every where upon Nature, and robs her of her wilder 
beauties. The Oxfonl road, after passing through Bayswater, is the most 
rusal in character, near^to town ; and the further we proceed, the more 
it increases in interest. At Uxbridge and its vicinity, the pellucid 
strean of water flowing undisturbed through the meadows, offer an 
MildiiionaJ charm to the eye, after the brooks w'hich flow' in the immedi¬ 
ate reighbourhood of th^metropolis, turbid as Fleet-ditch or the Re¬ 
gent’*! canal. About Bulstrodc, the road w'inds prettily, and is charm¬ 
ingly dive'sified with hill and dale. Beaconsfield recalls the poet of 
S.icuavissa to recollection, and his elegant fanciest Edmund Burke, too, 
lived near it;‘and the traveller, who has culti'»;ated his mind,will find no 
lack of memoranda for pleasing {associations. The road to Oxford, the 
whole way, I prefer to any fifty-mile drive about London ; of that from 
Oxford to Cheltenham, little can be said in praise. A4^r passing “ Mer- 
vie Oxenforde,”——as it was once styled, when it w'as the seat of most 
of the learning .'ind literature England jwssessed, anfl'wTien mcTTW^let- 
ters were a right jovial brotherhood—when the mathematics and classics 
were not thought aU tlie business of life, and literary men and the fame 
of the city went forth into all the \t'orld. I’lien wine and wit were 
blended in the learned and mirthful Walter de JVfapes, who could not 
“ make sermons” or ‘‘ write fasting,’’ mul who penned the celebrated 
Latin bacchanal song. Farewell, old De Mapes! There is as much 
wine perhaps swalloweil by thy successors in ‘‘nierrie Oxenforde” 
as ever, as numerous rubicund countenances therein can at this moment 
testify; but the red potation is taken^in sullen silence. There is now 
no candid praise of the enlivening juice, no confession and praise like 
thine :— 

“ A glass of wine uniazingly 

Knlightcnclh one’s internals; 

’Tis wings redden’d with nectar 
That fly up to supcrnals.” 

But I am travelling egregionsly out of the record.—After passing 
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Oxford, the coachman directed the attention of his passengers to the 
point ^vhere Cumnor is, “that Sir Walter Scott had written about:" 
he might have heard of Cumnor perhaps from a pjissenger, thowgby 
as he could relate Ajnie Robsart’s unhappy story, it is possible he 
had read it himself. It is good to hear these and similar allusionn 
among persons <n’ his grade in life. It sjjeaks of the improvement 
going on among the humbler classes, while it shews the extraordinary 
hold which the novels of the Author of Waverley have taken upon 
every character of thind. I long to hear the songs of our best poets 
chanted by our coachmen, cart-drivers, and watermen; and the works 
of our best writers familiar to their mouths as “household wordshut 
it will be works of imagination alone tliat can become thus familiar. 
How heart-cheCring giust it have been, when tlie " City of the Sea” was 
in her glory, to hear the gondoliers chant the poetry of Tasso to the 
heating of their oars! Alas, withering away before the pestilent blast 
of Austrian tyranny, is the glftry of renowned Venice; and her enslaved 
people are driving back by the stupid Pandour bayonets, into a dark 
night of ignorance and chains again. It is a consolation, at all events, 
that we are not getting darker in this respect; and that none who now 
exist, if our present national spirit prevail, will see tts do so. 

There is something very pleasing in the first view of Cheltenham: its 
situation in a rich vale, its clean appearance, and the trees with which it is 
environed, (the cultivation of trees is too mncji neglected near al! onr 
towns,) combine to recommend it to the sight of the visitant; and if be have 
resources of his own at command, he will find it pleasant encigh for a 
short time. If he have not, as in all similar places, lie will find that nothing 
can be more overwhelming than the emtui which will not fail to attack 
him, like a maladie du pays, within forty-eight hours after his arrival. 
The inns at watering-places arc more than usually agreeable; and in the 
coffee-rooms, the necessity of a slight intercourse among persons mutu¬ 
ally strangers, sometimes generates a species of acejuaintance which 
operates as a partial remedy for the disease. It is true you pay 
through the nose even for this; but you expect nothing else, and have 
the luxury of beiiig well waited upon for your money. I like a good 
inn at a water^jj^placc for a short time ; the bells ringing, the nume- 
rouTfl^ts, the splendid rooms, the pretty chambermaids, and the in¬ 
stant fulfilment of commands, are agreeable things, when pne is deter¬ 
mined to be easy at any price.^ After a journey- of eleven hours, I 
seated myself at th^ Royal Hotel, in a handsome coffee-room, where 
eight mahogany tables with surfaces like mirrors, and a rich carpet 
under my feet, intimated that mine host was not wanting in attention to 
the truly British comforts of his guests. I now prepared to take “my 
case in mine inn,” drftsed myself f6r dinner, and took my station at 
one of the central tables. Near me was a gentleman, whom I soon dis¬ 
covered to be a partner in a London banking-house;—a solitary par¬ 
tridge composed bis meal, to digest which he swallowed his bottle of 
port—only “ one halfpenny worth of bread" to his “ intolerable quantity 
of sacltbut in fairness, it must be observed, the wine probably ran 
fifteen to the dozen. He was communicative—had left town for relaxa¬ 
tion—did not know whether he should remain where he was, or run over 
into Wales to see a friend—had a great notion of purchasing a Welsh 
lake, two or three miles long, with an acre of land on one side of it for 
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a cottage—had heard such a thing was to be sold cheap^ and should 
mudi like to have it, as he was fond ofhsliing, and could spend a month 
or two there every year—pleaded guilty of never having read Isaac 
Walton, which led me to conclude that his piscatory talents were little 
superior to those of the indefatigable artists in that line, who meditate 
twelve hours on a summer Sunday over the canal in t|^ City-road. At 
the table immediately opposite where I had placed myself, was one of 
that class of persons commonly denominated demi-genteel. Having a 
tolerable knack at finding out characters and professions under similar 
circumstances, I soon wormed from him that he was a tradesman in 
Bond-street, able to enjoy, if he pleased, the otiuyn cum dignitate. He 
displayed a' strange mixture of ignorance and consequence, with some 
not unsuccessful attempts at gentlemanly airs. I do uot»mean the word 
gentlemanly as my Lord Chesterfield would lia/e understood it, but 
that bastard species, which the observer may constantly see at Long’s or 
Stevens’s. With these two characters the time was easily whiled away 
until the hour of retiring to rest. John Wesley, I think, observed, that 
there was no book ever published but some good might be learnt from it; 
and it is much the same in reading mankind—there is no character but will 
devclope something new to him who makes man his study. It is also an 
agreeable way of taking lessons; for we learn without seeming to leam, 
and knowledge flows almost imperceptibly into the volume of the brain. 

The fu!!t consideratioji on rising in the morning at a similar place of 
fashionable resort is, how shall the day be spent. The journey thither 
lias been performed for relaxation; and the idea of reading, writing, or 
thinking within doors, is out of the question, or why have we left 
London 1 The visitant, therefore, usiudly determines on a promenade, 
for the purpose of seeing and being seen. I therefore rambled to the 
Springs, which at times arc sadly deficient in tlie quantity of water on 
demand; and by no means, in this respect, to be oompared to the sweet, 
retired, and snug Leamington, where there is, enough and to spare for 
bathers and drinkers at all seasojis, however numerous they may be¬ 
come. The walks in the shade of tlic trees at Cheltenham are delight¬ 
ful. The constant residents at these watering-placc^are made up of a 
large proportion of card-playing old maids, retiring widows, half-pay 
officers with a small fortune, and hypochondriacs. *THfiese ,an«fea»be 
found at all times and seasons, and afford an example how vapidly some 
of our fellow-mortals pass their hours. Sraall-talk, cards, compliments, 
remarks upon tlie weather, with a sprinkling of scandal that serves to 
keep the appetite alive for more, perform the sarffe round incessantly, 
till life’s “ fitfid fever” is over, and one is at a loss to find any reasonable 
excuse for the purpose of such mere mechanical existence. I know no 
better sample of what may be called stagnant lifo, than this species of 
inhabitant of our spas and watering-places exhibits. Existence seems 
in a state of negation—they look too vacant for any residence but the 
shores of Lethe—“ thought would destroy their paradise”—they seem a 
forlorn corps, exiled from die mass of the people, high or low; a con¬ 
demned regimenti kept apart from the army to live and die in inglorious 
obscurity. The other classes consist of sick visitnuts, whom the healthy, 
seem inclined to exiiel from their rightful abodes; and thfe busy and 
active inhabitants who draw the means of snbsisiejtce equally from all the 
other classes. 
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Itmighl naturally be supposed that towns which have.grown up under 
the pretence of pleasure and relaxation, would abound with entertain¬ 
ments, calculated to relieve tedium and increase the charm of society. 
Such would actually be the case in any other country than ours, where 
the reverse is really tfie fact. A starving theatrical company may (if a 
theatre exist in tHk" place at all) be seen playing before empty boxes, or 
a few strangers, unknowing and unknown. A ball now and then, where 
exclusion and stiffness govern every thing, and pleasure is little more 
than a name, and a promenade on the same given spot, constitute all the 
amusements to bo found in them. A relentless antisocial spirit rules 
every thing. All look at each other with suspicion. The aristocracy, 
real or feigned, legitimate or illegitimate, dread coming in contact with 
die tradesman;*-and the tradesman often labours to pass for one of the 
aristocracy, and he often labours so well that he can scarcely be dis¬ 
tinguished, except by sometimes overacting his part. Coteries are 
formed, the members of which imagine themselves the most select and 
high-bred circle in the realm. The horror of an amalgamation by some 
of the visitants, even in the streets, with those whom they pretend to 
despise, is only equalled by the patient’3,dread of water in hydrophobia. 
The pretty faces of the girls are taught by their mammas to assume a 
look of unwonted scorn at the strangers whom mixed company may 
throw in their way. The s>illy pretensions of the vain are never so 
stfongly marked as in a fashionable spa; and a^l die brood of Folly may 
be seen tinkling its showy bells and strutting in inflated inanity of mind 
in a manner very different from its apjxiarance in the general can of our 
cities and towns. Indeed the best entertainment for the idlec is to watcli 
their workings, from the brainless coachman-aping peer, to the soap- 
maker’s lady of VVapping. Like fantoccipi moving along in the same 
dance, full of self-pretension—ignorant, but fashionable—coarse in man¬ 
ners, but wealthy—hrfw amusing is it to contemplate such a scene: to 
view it with all “ its gaily-gilded trim quick glancing to the sun,” and 
to read in it one of the bitterest lessons of reason’s humiliation, of worth¬ 
lessness of purpose, that the picture of man’s life affords! L#t me not 
be thought too sgirere; there is much mingled in such a scene that is 
noble, polite, gerwrous, and affable, from the highest ranks of life to 
oditwiflore humble. It is the font ensemble, the great features of such 
a scene to which I allude. 

I know no species of idleness so painful as that of a stranger lounging 
from post to post and from street to street, and seeming 

“ To drag at each remove a lengthen’d chain,” 

and that in the midst of a busy population. The perpetual recurrence 
of similar things fatigues him: he smuggles to bear up against die pres¬ 
sure of the wearisome tautology of surrounding objects. The space of 
time between breakfast and dinner becomes insu])portable. The visit 
projected to endure for two or fnree weeks is shottened to that mimher 
of days, and he returns home surfeited with lassitude, and with the un- 
varyinig uniformity of the scene where he had promised himself so much 
. satis&raon and pleasure. Let me advise all persons who have no re¬ 
sources to employ time within themselves, never to visit a spa or water¬ 
ing-place alone, if they have no acquaintance in them, and no introduc¬ 
tion to their society; or, if tfiey must do .so, to take thc'unavoidable 
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ennui they must encounter into account before they set off. The stu¬ 
dent is always at home in such matters; the philosopher can find ser¬ 
mons in stones ; the poet can admire nature, and compose his verses on 
the sea shore, or under the trees at Cheltenham; but tlie generality of 
mankind have not similar resources to fly to, and must, without them, be 
inevitably exposed to the inconvenience to which I advert. What adds 
to the evil is, that most of these fashionable places of resort are neither 
town nor country, but possess the evils of both without corresponding ad¬ 
vantages. For myself, I always put up in my portmanteau—my common¬ 
place book and drawing materials, and take care to have a horse at my 
command at my journey’s end ; with, these and a lounge at a library I 
pass my time very comfortably any where, when I happen to have no 
acquaintance in the place I visit. Never did I feel more lonely than 
once at Buxton, where I happened ^to sojourn"^ short time without 
knowing a single resident. In the wilds of the Peak, while admiring 
nature, I passed my time well enough; but when I threw myself, as it 
were, on my species, entered Buxton, and found myself alone in a 
crowd, as an Irishman would say, I experienced the full misery of the 
situation. I luckily, however, ftll in with a poor devil who seemed 
exiled from Iris kind as wtU as myself. Sympathy drew us toward 
each other. A coffee-room incident induced the necessity of speaking. 
We dined in contiguous boxes; entered into conversation ; and each was, 
I believe, pleased with hii companion, at least if an unbroken intimacy 
,of fifteen years be any proof of such a point. Neither of us were of in¬ 
trusive dispositions, and equally little inclined to make the first advances 
to the other, had we each been at Buxton solus for a year. It sufficed, 
however, that fortune brought about an event which, as often happens 
in life, neither of us could have foreseen ; and 1 am indebted to that 
moment for the long and tried friendship of an hq^iourablc and clever 
man, which I shall ever hold in the highest estimation—that of my ex¬ 
cellent friend Sir C-. - ’ O. 

• 


rUANSLATION OF BKKNARDO TASSO’b go^NET 

“ Ecco scesa dal Cicl licta e gioconda.” 

I.o! from her kindred Hcavcns'iwect Peace descends. 
Her gentle hand the welcome olive rears : •' 

Ijong absent from us—once again she bends 
Her course to bless us and to dry our tears. 

Before her, singhig, crown’d with joyful flowers. 

Comes the fair shepherdrts, who fears nfft now 
The spoiler’s outrages or hostile powers. 

But leads her flocks where crystal waters flow— 

While bounteous Plenty from hir lifted urn 
Sheds her rich gifts on every smiling plain ; 

Pleasures and Loves (long scared by War) return, 

And dance around her in exulting train :— 

Earth, sea, and air, confess her lovely sway. 

And Eelto long repeats “ Ah hiip|)y <lay !’’ 


A. S. 
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A LECTURE Ul’ON HEADS AND UNWRITTEN HOOKS. 

“ A creature of a more exalted kind 
Wrs wanted yet, and then was man design’d, 

^ Conscious of thought.” Drvuem. 

Which is the most prolific and inexhaustible—which has the greater 
capacity—the material, or the intellectual world ? If any man, fully 
^ competent to analyse this question, should give judgment in favour of 
the former, I would tell him that his decision refutes itself, confirming 
the mastery of mind by the very act of its exercise even when pro¬ 
nouncing its own inferiority. It is indeed wonderful, stupendous, over¬ 
powering, .to fontcmplatc the external world, its planetary jystem, its 
various elements, anil-..the infinite diver.sity of their productions, human, 
animal, vegetable, and mineral: hut how mucli more astonishing that 
all these wonders should be condensed and epitomized in the narrow 
limits of a single skull! Within that little focus of miracles the system 
of the universe performs its sublime evolutions; all the forms, colours, 
attributes, and combinations of matter, are classified and arranged as in a 
microscopic museum; and yet there Is space enough left within its 
diminutive verge for another and a vaster universe—for the met.q)hysi- 
cal world, the interminable subtleties of reason, and the whole bound¬ 
less range of the imagination. From the cedar of Lebanon to the liys- 
sopon the wall, there is an almost innumerable variety of productions in 
the vegetable kingdom alone, but they require different liemispheres 
and every variety of soil and climate for tlicir devclopement; whereas 
they all grew spontaneously together in the single storehouse of Solo¬ 
mon’s head. He know them all; and yet how small a jiortion did they 
form of his general knowledge. The admirable Crichton not only 
affixed this placard,upon the walls of tlie colleges at Rome—“Nos 
Jacobus Crichtonus Scotus, cuicuntjue rci propositm ex improviso re- 
sj)ondebimus,” but in tfie college of Navarre at Paris publicly offered to 
argue and contend “upon every thing knowable” in twelve different 
languages, eitlicr in verse or prose, at the discretion of the flispiitant; 
and after a contest of a whole day against the literati of a whole city, 
b«Mi9fF the amid the universal acclamations of the spectators. It 
is difficult to fix the limit of what may be acquired by the human facul¬ 
ties, for we hardly know the exact boundaries of the faculties them¬ 
selves. Who shall unriddle Uie mystery of the American calculating 
boy, a raw uneddfeated child, whose intuitive knowledge of arithmetic 
enabled him by some mental process, inscrutable even to himself, to 
give an instant solution to questions that would puzzle the most prac¬ 
tised calctdators “ \|jth all appliances and means to boot ?” It seems to 
give us a slight glimpse of omniscience when this knowledge flashes 
ujwn us, as, when the lightning elctaves the- sky, we appear to catch a 
momentary revelation of the irtiiermost glories of Heaven. Monsters of 
intellect may have existed in the olden time, and have become extinct, 
just as the mammoth and the megatherium have disappeared from the 
animal world; and probably for the same reason in both instances—be¬ 
cause such gigantic powers were incompatible with the safety or ex- ' 
isfence of the inferior tribes. Heaven defend us from a revival of the 
four-footed visitations ; for we Iiave alsuming symptoms of a new' race 
of mental Titans. What is the “ Great Unknown” but a literary mam- 
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moth, whose Titanian powers and commensurate voracity have enabled 
him to swallow up and exterminate a whole generation of inferior no¬ 
velists and romance-writers ? Books seem to come out of his head as 
Minerva did out of Jupiter’s, all ready equipped for .the lists; one suc¬ 
ceeds to another with inexhaustible fluency, and those who look to any 
interruption of the stream need be as patient as the wcHfthy rustic who 
stood by the river-side waiting till its current should have run itself 
dry. Verily a head like his is in itself an answer to the question with 
which I commenced. 

And yet to whaLbasc uses do we often apply this most exquisite and 
mysterious appendage. Some, converting it into a snuff-box, are perpe¬ 
tually tlirusting-in that nasty compost through the keyhole of the nose; 
some babble it into a chatter-box, wagging their^nfati^ued tongues 
like a chorry-clapper to warn the cautious fronr* their premises; and 
others <l(‘grade it into a strong box to hold nothing but title-deeds, 
mortgages, reversions, and calculations for making money. With Sir 
Epicure it is a cave of Cacus, into whose mouth whole droves of 
dainties are made to enter, l)ut which have “ nulla vestigia retrorsum,” 
no good things being ever suffered to escape from that dumb sarcopha¬ 
gus. There are gallants, who, knowing the value of what they carry 
upon their shoulders, shall, for the fair equivalent of a shilling a day, 
offer their sconces as targets for bayonets and balls, or as butts for 
sabres ; sometimes this moft useful piece of furniture serves as a block 
for wigs, or a peg whereon to hang a hat; and there are grave and re- 
vereiul signors, who by merely shaking it affirmatively or negatively 
vvitli the accompanying monosyllable uy or no, shall not only carry on 
tlie affairs of tlie Nation, but make their own prosper more flourishingly 
than if the aforesaid excrescence were filled with brains and fraught 
with eloquence. 

Meanwhile there arc others, neither few in nmifbers nor mean in 
talent, who are incessantly devoting that multifarious engine to the gra¬ 
tification of the public, by multiplying literary pi-oductions of every 
dimension, from the epic to the ballad, adapted to every capacity from 
the prince to the peasant. Living far sequestered from ^e great Babel 
of London and its overgorged vomitory tAe Row, nothini^«itomsl)^^y|^ 
so much, when I run my eye down the long newspaper announcements 
of new publications, as the amazing intellectual activity of England. 
Winter brings forth its mental crop as re^^ularly, and almost as abun¬ 
dantly, as the earth yields its autumnal harvests. head must he 

fed as duly as the stomach, and its voracity is still more insatiable. 
Booksellexs may literally he termed capital cooks, perpetually dishing up 
new dainties adapted to the public ^te; and if Osymandyas the Egyptian 
king were to live in our days, insteaffl of writing oifer the door of his 
library—“ Medicine for the sold,” he might be tempted to inscribe 
“ Victuals for the head.” What books, wj^at libraries, what languages, 
what whole aeras of literature have perished since his days, since the 
period w'hen Job exclaimed—“ My desire is that mine atlversary had 
written a book and yet what are the works that have been written 
and perished, compared to those which have been conceived, projected, 
dreamt of, decided upon, planned, and never written ? Few nave pub¬ 
lished, but how many have imagined books; how many in the perpe¬ 
tual fermentation and ebullition of the intellectual faculty have started 
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ideas which they have resolved to commit to paper and expand, but 
which have been driven from the memory by new projects, to be left 
as unrealized as their predecessors. Nothing is to me more interesting 
than to trace thc^e. unembodied outlines, these dim and visionary con¬ 
figurations of uncomposed works, whose “ coming events cast their 
shadows before,” sometimes to swell into the subsequent tangibility of 
actual existence, and sometimes to evaporate into airy nothing. Can 
ajiy one avoid sympathizing with Milton’s proud consciousness of power 
and difficulty of determinate object, wlien, after promising to undertake 
something, he yet knows not what, that may be of use and honour to 
his country, he proceeds: “ This is not to be obUiincd but by devout 
prayer to the Eternal Spirit that can enrich with all utterance and know¬ 
ledge, and Ife'ends r'^ut his seraphim with tli^hallowed fire of his rdtar to 
touch and purify thlS lips of whom he plealls. To this must be added 
industrious and select reading, steady observation, and insight into all 
seemly and generous arts and affairs ; till wliich in some measure be 
compassed, I refuse not to sustain this expectation,” Well might 
Johnson add, that from a promise like this, at once fervid, pious, and 
rational, might be expected “ Paradiee Lost.” In Milton's Latin verses 
to Manso, Marquis of Villa, whom Tasso in his Jerusalem compliments, 
“ Fra cavalier’ niagnanimi e cortesi 
Risplcnde il Manso,” 

he indicates his intention of selecting the eslploits of King Arthur for his 
muse. Prince Arthur as well as King Arthur fell subsequently into the 
very different hands of Blackmore ; and the blind bard, ‘‘long choosing 
and beginning late,” having at length made good advances in his sacred 
poem, seems to rejoice that he had not sung the exploits of chivalry, not 
being sedulous by nature— 

-” To describe races and games, 

Or*iilting furniture, emblazon’d shields, 

Impre<iscs rjuaiut, caparisons and stee'ds. 

Bases and tinsel tnyipings, gorgeous knights 
At joust and tournament ^ then marshali’d feast 
^ Served up in hall with sewers and seneschals.” 

While, still preserving his proud confidence in his subject, he adds :— 

_ “ -“ Me of these 

Nor skill’d, nor studious, higher argument 
Remains, sufficient of itself to raise 
That name, imless an age too late, or cold 
Climate, or years damp my intended wing 
Depress’d, and much they may if all be mine. 

Not her’s, who brings it nightly to my car.” 

Pope, besides many hints and .schemes of intended works, has left 
behind him the crttoplete plan of* an <*pic poem, to be written in blank 
verse, on tlie subject of the Trojan Brutus. Dr. Johu.son gave Mr. 
Langton a catalogue of book.s which he had projected, amouniing to 
forty-four in prose, and five in poetry. Hay ley contemplated a grand 
national poem about King John’s barons and Magna Cbarta. Mr. 
Coleridge in our own days is understood to be so voluminous an author 
of unwritten books as to be obliged to keep a copious catalogue for the 
purposes of reference to them, 

“ Half of your book is to an Index grown. 

Yon give your hook’s contents, your readers none.” 
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“ 'Tis true, 'tis pity, and pity ’tis ’tis true,” that a mind so richly 
stored as his should impart so little of its intellectual opulence. His 
overloaded head is like an overfull bottle of nectar, whose particles, in 
their contention for preference of escape, do mutually “ choke their ut¬ 
terance. ” . • H. 


TO - 

Return me that salute again, 

If thou of such a coldness art, 

I value not the trifle—vain 
To me, unless with .all the heart 
Thou gavest it, as first indeed 1 thought,— 

If otherwy, I value it as nought. ^ * 

I would as lieve a marble lip 
In all its icy chilness kiss, 

As her’s who suffer’d me to sip 
And could not feel a mutual bliss, 

Whose soft salute is yielded void of sense, 

A reckless act of^old indifference. 

One, lovely fair as thou may’st be. 

That feels no pleasure, but receives 
The proffer’d gift in apathy, 

Heedle.^ of liim who takes or gives. 

Never can raise a hojie or wish in me. 

Or gain an hour my love’s idolatry. 

What can I think that gift is worth 
That to another means the same. 

In scenes of passion or of mirth,— 

To him who feels or not love’s flame!— 

How can I trust where nothing to ni^ tells 
A preference for one fellow-mortal dwells! 

No, lady, I must have a soul 
That says, whene’er I snatch a kiss,— 

“ This is thine only, I control ^ 

To all hut thee the sign of bliss ; 

And when I give it thee, I secret flin^*^^ 

My heart with its last core into the thing. 

“ To others I may yield a form 
Given but at custom’s filly call; 

To thee I give affection warm, • 

The virgin’s faith, her love, her all j 
And when thine image brightens in mine eyes. 
The lifestream quickens, and 1 breathe in sighs.” 

Then, lady, take my kiss again:— 

The alabaster stone 

beauty shew in semblance fair. 

But ’tis inform alone : 

There is no life, no passion dweliitig there, 

And without these beauty is but a snare. 
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Untoward accidents, which the most wary calculator of future events 
could never foresee, occasion frequently the revival of discussions whicli 
have at least the fnerit, and it is not a questionable one, of shewing how 
sternly every encroachment upon the liberty of a people should be re¬ 
sisted at the oiV'set; and, farther, that uncontrolled power, however mo¬ 
derately exercised for a time, will most assuredly some day or other 
be flagrantly abused. The illustration of these truths will be found in 
the recent treatment of Mr. Slice’s tragedy of “ Alasco,” by the Lord 
Chamberlain and his deputy. Of Mr. Shee personally we know nothing, 
but his name as an artist and man of taste has long been before ns. There 
is also a higher question involved in this aflair than the fate of Mr. Slice’s 
work, namel;^—whether men of talent shall e||r again write for the stage, 
or the national thedt.'o in future present nwliing to the public l)ut the 
indecencies of such pieces as “ The Poachers,” or writings of no higher 
level in literature than those of the deputy-licenser himself. The “ in¬ 
solence of office” was never so unwarrantably exercised as on the pre¬ 
sent occasion. The licensers of the Bourbons have been outdone in the 
scrupulous zeal of an over-fawning servility in this country—in England! 
that so proudly and justly boasts of its generous freedom in other 
matters; and that, too, at the very moment wlien the liberal career pur¬ 
suing by the government on a variety of important questions, is 
strengthening its own hands, and adding a itass of popular influence to 
its support. The present may, therefore, be considered the act of a 
party as forgetful of the spirit that should prompt those holding offices 
obnoxious to British feeling, as it is deficient in good taste. The 
best precedent we can find for the conduct of Mr. George Colman the 
younger, is that of the censor who demurred on the publication of the 
passage in “ Paradise Lost” which speaks of the moon’s eclipse, “ with 
fear of change per|>lexing monarchs.” The licenser and his deputy 
seem themselves to have been moon-stricken, or, as the late Marquis of 
Londonderry would express himsdf, to have laboured under an “ hy¬ 
drophobia,’^ at the remotest allusion in tragedy to liberty* or desjH)- 
tism, to stars, titles, courtiers, or priests. The passages erased have no 
rel atioD to a^^^i^^te of things existing irf this country—they are ad¬ 
mitted truisms, ^ parallel passages have long been current on the 
boards. The boys at our public schools must now cease to declaim 
about Brutus and Tarquin, or^Brutus and Caesar, or Cato and Rome, if 
this is to be law.. No hireling of the Spanish Inquisition could display 
more of the eagerness of «//ra-zealous subserviency in office' than has 
been shown in the present instance; tending to crush noble and generous 
opinions which have bcen*admitted and applauded in all civilized coun¬ 
tries and in all ages^^ however littlfe they may have been acted upon. 
The erasures, too, of the licenser are calculated to assimilate the English 
stage to the most strait-laced ,of those on the Continent; and even to 
make it descend below many of them, in the avoidance of every topic 
that may keep alive the name of freedom and lofty and heroic asso¬ 
ciations. The deputy-licenser seems to have resolved—openly and im¬ 
pudently resolved—that his ipse dixit shall govern the British drama, 
even in generalities; and in tlie wantonness of his “ brief authority,” and 
at the expense of his reputation for common sense, has dared to defy the 



public opinion of his country— or the sentiments of men of all creeds and 
parties in this great nation. 

It is not our intention here to notice Mr. Slice’s play otlierwise than 
as connected with the censor; the merits or demerits of the poetry, or 
plot, or of the tragedy, either in parts or altogether, form a distinct 
subject, and would render this article too copious, dnd divide the atten¬ 
tion that shoidd primarily be directed to the act of “ d^potism” (We use 
the word in the teeth of the Lord Chamberlain and of Mr. George Col- 
man the younger) which it involves. It may not be irrelevant, how¬ 
ever, to recall to the memory of the reader the origin of the play-licen¬ 
sing act, so liable to abuse in its present state, and ahpgetber so anti- 
British in spirit, that those who do not recollect how the scalping-knife 
was originally placed in the hands df the theatrical mohawk may be 
saved the trouble of enquiring about it. It is to the yea# 1737, and to 
the minister wlio formed the septennial act, whiql’-destroyed the ancient 
duration of parliaments, and opened a wide door for corruption, almost 
justifying popular interference (for the septennial act was a deed of an 
arklraiy legislature*, which king, lords, and commons had no right to 
perform at the expense of a great principle of the British constitution,) 
that tlie Lord Chamberlain andJMr. George Colman the younger are 
indebted for their power and the public for the ingenious display of in¬ 
tellect which has been exhibited on this occasion. That minister, in¬ 
stead of enlisting men of talent and principle on his side to resist literary 
attacks by fair weapons, ^nvited, among others, miserable renegadoes, 
who had no principles at all, and who were deserters from the ranks 
of his opponents, a circumstance not without a parallel in later 
times. When he found, as must always happen, how futile and con¬ 
temptible the efforts of such men were, and how little they could ope¬ 
rate on the nation, he determined, as far as ppssible, to avail himself of 
“ brute force,” the vUima ratio of corrupt and incensed power. A manu¬ 
script farce (called the “ Golden Rump”) was pre»ented to him by the 
manager of a theatre, as having been offered fo^ representation, though 
it had not been performed, and mo^ likely never would have been, being 
of a mosUabusive and even seditious character. The opportunity was 
too good to be lost. Too many shots had been firqj^ at the minister 
from the stage for Sir Robert Walpole to pass it by. The-embryo 
farce was produced in the House of Commons as tH^fext for irtUpious 
philippic upon the calumny, malice, insolence, and sedition of the theatre 
where it had never appeared. An act, which had no doubt been ready 
prepared, was rapidly passed, vesting pldy-licensing in any “ Noodle” or 
“ Doodle,” whom accident or interest might place *10 the situation of 
Lord Chamberlain; of course presuming that official to l>e always qua¬ 
lified with the literary discrimination, independence of mind, and strict 
impartiality, which the better order of Britiedi noblemen ought to 
possess. To these qualifications there is unfortunately no “ royal road” 


* The difference between “ a supreme B.ni an arbitrary logislaturc,” to borrow a 
phrase of Junius, is, that an arbitrary legislature might annihilate the constitution 
which is the common parent—a supreme legislature could not abrogate its great 
principles. An arbitrary legislature, acting in corrupt union, might abolish the 
elective principle entirely, for example, and dictate an absolute monarchy—a su¬ 
preme legislature governs only by the great constitutional principles, an invasion of 
which may justify the interference of the people. 
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for nobles or plebeians; and a deputy, supposed to be duly qualified, has 
usually been appointed to take the active duty of the office.^ Consider¬ 
ing its obnoxious character, it has, on the whole, been pretty fairly ex¬ 
ercised until the Duke of Montrose and his deputy, Mr. George Col- 
man the younger, commenced a new career in its duties. It should be 
observed, that, at the same time with the play-licensing, a monopoly of 
theatres was established by Walpole, more pernicious to the tjrue in¬ 
terests of the dr^na than the licensing duties have until now beon.^,^ Edi¬ 
fices of dimensions too large for an audience to hear and see with effect, 
have introduced mummeries and melodramas, and prevented a pure 
theatrical taste from being cherished for the higher walks of tragedy 
and comedy, in tvhich alone the rational part of the public might seek 
amusement, while smaller theatree dare not ,play the pieces of Shak- 
spearq or Sheridan. Before these alterations, effected by overbearing 
power, the theatre wt»^as free as the press, and managers were punish¬ 
able for offences, as libellers are ngw, by fair legal process. The pre¬ 
sent licenser, or rather the licenser’s deputy, will no doubt be as strict 
in regard to moral allusions, as he has been in what he unfoundedly, 
and uncomplimentarily to his own government, thinks political ones 
affecting its character,—or what else can he mean 'I Thus the frail 
sisterhood in the lobbies will be disappointed in their expectations 
of finding the delicate graces, and rich double entendre* of Mr. George 
Colman the younger en scene. They must expect no fresh excite¬ 
ments to their chaste loves from that quarter, but return with heavy 
hearts to their watchful couches, or console memselves at home with 
his past lucubrations. 

We do not impugn the Government in the present business, for the 
members of it well know that there has been no dispositipn shewn of late 
by dramatic writers to indulge in offensive allusions. We should not 
animadvert on the licenser who erased passages that admitted of poli- ’ 
tico-satirical construption, thi.s being the real object of his official ex¬ 
istence, his essential vocation. But there is no trace of such in the 
play which has been so insolently treated. It may be doubted if even 
the fanatic Ireyssinous, the foe of'frec literature and free opinion in 
France, would have sanctioned all the excisions of Mr. George Colman 
the younger, when their general nature and the situation of the charac¬ 
ters auMohsideiftfK. There is a degree of proper feeling in managers and 
in the public, which would not tolerate coarse attacks upon an autho¬ 
rity ; and any worthy of importance, having that bias, are not likely to be 
often made. The present is to* be looked upon as the act of the Lord 
Chamberlain and Ms deputy alone; but it certainly docs become higher 
authorities to prevent such flagrant abuses of the licensing power from 
again occurring, especially as Parliament is beginning to encourage the 
polite arts. We expect no repeal o^ the present law, because, right or 
wrong, it confers power ; and power once conferred is rarely ever to be 
withdrawn. Some check to the stupidity, servility, and bad passions 
of a licenser should be forraecH or some mode of appeal established, 
even if it were to the ministers themselves. Mr. Canning or Lord 
Liverpool, on perusing the present castrated tragedy, would be the very 
first to smile and condemn the censor’s conduct. Indeed he seems to 


* Frde his published works. 
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have mystified himself in refusing thq repetition of truisms tliat 
are how used on the stage in dramatic performances, or have been 
anxious to shew that he would not admit such where he thought he 
should by such showing exhibit his zeal. Can it* be that the deputy 
and his master are determined to commence a new era as to the staged 
and contribute their modicum to stifle all lofty opiniofft in the drama— 
erhsh high and noble sentiments, a belief in which has in all ages con¬ 
stituted the very essence of public virtue—and labour, as far as their 
means will allow them, in debasing the character of the theatre? His, 
Grace of Montrose (whose ancestor so sternly opposed-the bringcr in of 
the licensing act), having determined^to support his deputy, must share, 
tlie odium of his conduct.* He volunteered chivalrously in his defend^ 
(like his ancient namesake of the north for the Sti^rt), Ihit the want pf 
power in his weapons and his deficiency of skill in their use, renders 
his assistance of little or no service to his Sancho Panza. Xn the 
epistle t to Mr. Shee, a lasting testimony of his Grace’s refined taste 
and lucid style of composition, it would have been politic, though' less 
generous, had he declinotl giving his own highly discreet and forcible 
opinion, and simply stated that kc considered himself bound by his de¬ 
puty. What can his Grace mean by the phrase “ at this ime," &c. the 
trifgcdy should not be acted ? I’o wliat tn'mendous state mystery does 
he allude “ that niai/ not strike authors'' hut of which the Lord Cham¬ 
berlain .ind Mr. George C#lman the younger are in possession ? Per¬ 
haps Mr. Shoe, (who is we believe of the sister kingdom), in his literary 
shorlsiglitodness, did not observe the effect his tragedy must produce, 
if acted in Ireland, upon the enlightened followers of Captain Rock—he 

* Tlint tlie monopoly in the drama is to be siiitained, we may jinlifc from the 
Lord Chamberlain's refusal to license French tragedy and comedy under any re¬ 
strictions. When free trade is established, we ought W have a free Theatre. 
Kvery thing that will keep knowledge alive or spread it further, should be tolerated. 
The dramatic works of Corneille or Racine are as moral as the best of our own. 
The French theatres too (in spite of what tome allege respecting the people) are far 
removed fram the unblushing profligacy exhibited in ours ; while our national 
character is more lofty and respectable—a strange anomaly, popving the effect of 
similar restrictions, which should extend farther, as the French do, or whoUjr cease. 
The pediaring spirit of the manager appears through this r|||MRft itl^Tafahc.pre¬ 
sumed it was not the Lord Chamberlain’s own act. Must our literary entertain¬ 
ments and fine arts for ever smack- of the spirit of managers and of shopkeepers ! 

-f The Literary Gazette justly observes that “ His Grate cither w-auls time or a 
' deputy in literary matters." Let our readers jiHfge. 

“ Sir—Thinking Mr. Colman a verj' suflieient judge of hisVlnty, and as I agree 
in his conclusion (from the account he has given me of ihc tragedy of Atasco), 1 do 
conclude that at this lime, without tonsidernhio omissions, the tragedy should not 
be acted ; and w-Iiilst I am persuaded that your intentions |ire upright, I conceive 
that it is precisely for this reason (though it may nut 8trike<ki|||hors) that it has been 
the wisdom of the Legislature to have an iSxamincf appointed, and power given to 
tlic Chamberlain of the Household to judg6 whether certain plays sbuiild be uctcil 
.at all, or not acted at particular times,* 

“ I do not mean to enter into an argument with you. Sir, on the subject, but 
think that yonr letter, conceived in polite terms to me, calls upon me to return an 
answer, showing that your tragedy baa lieen weU,considercd. 

“ I remain, Sir, with esteem, 

“ Your obedient Servant, 

“ Monthose.” 

J We have not read this act. Does it really confer this monstrous power ? After 
being licensed, we had imagined any piece might he performed. Woe to onr best 
tragedies under the neiv rcftime, if this be the law ! 
voi.. X, NO. xi.i. 2 r 
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did not calculate what tithe-proctors, ” what district despots" might fall, 
were Alasco performed in Dublin or Cork—how Sir Harcourt Lees 
might be tlirown into fresh convulsions by the mention of his favourite 
orthodoxy, or Sir Abraham Bradley King forced to the remotest re¬ 
cesses of his stationery warehouse to invoke the “ glorious and immortal 
memory,” and Strengthen his spirit for martyrdom, on hearing any 
“ question the high privilege of (Orange) oppression.” Mr. Shee, too, 
had forgotten the English radicals, who would have collected warlike 
stores again in the foot of an old stocking, and with fifteen ounces of 
gunpowder have threatened the existence of a mighty empire, notwith¬ 
standing the free trade and diminishing taxation of Messrs. Robinson 
and Huskisson and the conciliatory disposition of Mr. Canning, flow 
could they resist the hope 

-To resj’uc from the oblivious grave. 

Where tyrants have combined to bury them, 

A gallant race, a nation and her fame! 

Even the ghost of Thistlcwood, like that of the defunct Dane king 
(O profane comparison, Mr. Colman!) might have crossed the Covent- 
garden boards, and inflamed the audience .at the delivery of such a 
passage! At “ t/iis time" too, when Louis le Desire reigns in peace 
over France and Spain, and devours his pkds de cuchon undisturbed by 
the eagle of Elba, and when this Bourbon has succeeded in virtually 
de.stroying elective rights among his people, and is become absolute 
again! When Austria .and Prussia, like our county gaolers, sleep 
tranquilly amid fetters and dungeons, secure in the tenacity of their 
iron! Above all, Mr. Shee did not recollect Russia and her armed 
million, whom his tragedy would inevitably call from Covent-garden 
boards into Poland to quell the sentiment that “'Tis not rebellion to 
resist oppression,” thereby disturbing the present wholesome state of 
the Holy Alliance ; or, as a lawyer would say, having a tendency to 
disturb it, which is exactly the same thing in law ! Profound foresight 
of the licenser and his deputy ! liet authors admire it in silence, and 
bow with all humility to their statesmanlike sagacity, as these objections 
were not likely *To strike" them! Thus the stage will, by and by, try 
its begS‘.nyvi*aht»i’s, all that servility can desire, or the servile heart of 
the licenser regard'as the mirror of true fealty. 

Mr. Shee has very truly stated (whatever the merits of his tragedy 
may be in a literary view) ths^ it does not contain “ one sentiment, 
moral, religious, or political, of which an honest subject of this empire 
can justly disapprove, pr which any honourable man of any party should 
be ashamed to avow.” The plot and incidents belong to another time 
and country. In future tragedies, however, a Brutus must not invoke 
his country’s liberty^ according to Mr. George Colman the younger. A 
King of Denmark, who is an assassin, must not have his dignity pro- 
phaned by another Hamlet’s calling him unworthy names. A Richard 
the Third must not be styled a despot, for having mounted to the 
throne by means of private assassination or treachery and open blood¬ 
shed, doubtless to prevent offence to Alexander of Russia and Ferdi¬ 
nand of Spain, in the licenser’s opinion. To him another tragedy of 
Cato would he downright sedition. Every epithet that can he directly 
or indirectly applied by the jdramatist to designate the tyrant, or the 
slavh that licks his feet —to lash unhallowed power, or its minions, riding 
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audaciously on the necks of nations, however remote the era described, is 
forbidden under pretence that at this time it is improper, “ though it may 
not strike authors.” The priests too seem imlawfol game in the sight 
of Mr. George Colman the younger, at least in tragedy: whether in his 
wisdom the rubicund friar may retain a place in coii^edy is a question 
still; but as “ gentle dullness ever loves a joke,” there is yet a chance 
for the brotherhood in that department. Mr. Shee has quoted “ Venice 
Preserved” and other pieces at present on the stage, that contain 
stronger passages than his own play. He might have quoted a hundred 
such, licensed by preceding censors without a scruple, hut lhe>f were no 
doubt unfit for their duty. The present licenser stands the Abdiel of 
crawling sycophancy, faithful to an unreqtiired abjectriens of purpose, 
and an unnecessary ofRciousness in his calling,lit^yond example. He 
will not suffer th'^ breath of Heaven‘to visit too roughly the Dagon of 
tyranny which he sets up and adores in his own imagination. He 
draws a circle of protection around his idol and the crimes of its wor¬ 
shipers, with the sanguine ink of his official pen, and dares the dra¬ 
matist to trench on the charmed jjmit. But let us take a review of Mr. 
Slice’s delinquencies—those passages which arc to work “treasons, 
stratagems, and spoils” in the licenser’s view of them, bearing in mind 
that the characters and events are imaginary, and the scene in a re¬ 
mote country. The first^red ink obliteration blots out the following 
mischievous passage :— 

What little skill the patriot sword requires, 

Our zeal may boast, in midnight vigils school’d; 

Those deeper tactics, well contrived to work 
The mere machine of mercenary war, 

We shall not need, whose hearts are in the fray,— 

Who for ourselves, our homes, our country fight. 

And feel in every blow, we strike for freedom. 

This would, no doubt, have caused a second Cadi-street conspiracy! 
Tyrants, proud lord, are'never safe, nor should be; 

" The ground is mined beneath them as they Uead, 

Haunted by plots, cabals, conspiracies; ^ 

Their lives are long convulsions, and they^jlfise « 

Surrounded by their guards and garrisons. ^' 

The tendency of this to involve us in a war with more than one of our 
holy allies is clear and palpable! , 

Those chains his nobler countrymen have bibken 
On their oppressors’ heads, ■ fj 

was doubtless designed for Prince Mavrocordato and the Greeks, and 
might embroil us with Turkey ! It |js, too, most wickedly put into the 
mouth of a character supposed to- be English-born. The next and 
fourth erasure is doubtless intended for the same rebellious people, who 
presumptuously dare to “ question the high privilege of oppression” on 
the part of the “ legitimate" commander of the faithful. Tlie mysteries 
still concealed in the bosoms of his Grace of Montrose and his deputy, 
are the causes that will justify to the letter the other excisions, no doubt 1 
We can only observe respecting them, that, perhaps the eighth and 
thirteenth were struck out from an apprehension of their effect on our 
slaves in the West Indies ; and the tenth for fear of offending persons a 
little nearer home. 

2 F 
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5. 

If there were some slanderous tool of state— 

Some taunting, dull unmannered deputv~ 

Some district despot prompt to play theTarquin, 
And^make his power the pander to his lust. 

But shall I reverence pride, and lust, and rapine ? 
No. When oppression stains the robe of state. 

And power’s a whip of scorpions in the hands 
Of heartless knaves, to lash the o’erburthen’d back 
Of honest industry, the loyal blood 
Will turn to bitterest gall, and th’ o’crcharged heart 
Implode in execration. 

’ . . ?■ . 

With all a soldier’s prejudice to priests. 

8 . 

But must wc shake his chains. 

And make them rattle in his recreant ears. 

The slave is roused in A'ain. 

.9- 

Now, 

Our private injuries yield to public wrong. 

The avenging sword j we strike hut for our country ' 

10. V 

To brook dishonour from a knave in place. 

11. 

No, no, whate’er the colour of his creed. 

The man of honour’s orthodox. 

What a flagrant attack on our holy religion ! 

Our country’s wrongs unite us. 

13 . • ' 

Will ripen to resistance-«~long oppression 

Will prompt the dullest actor in his part. , 

14 . 

—iiW!^^ Roman crimes prevail, methink? ’twere well, 
SliouimRoman virtue still be found to punish them. 
May every Tarquin meet a Brutus still. 

And every tyrant feel one 1 

15 . 

" Before what bar 

VSbaUl lapless wretches cite the power that grinds 
'* And Aushes them to earth ? O ! no, no, no! 

When tyrareto trample dn ail rights and duties. 

And la^ biOiMic.s the accomplice of oppression. 
There is but one appeal. . . — 

16. 

What! is’t becau^ I live and breathe at large— 

Can eat, drink, sleep, and move unmanacled. 

That I should calmly view my country’s wrongs ? 

For what are we styled noble, and endowed 
With pomp and privilege ? 

17 . 

For what, thus raised above our fellow-creatures. 
And fed like gods on Incense, but to shew 
Superior worth—pre-eminence of virtue ! 
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To guard with holy zeal the people’s rights. 

And stand hrm bulwarks ’gainst the ti^ of power. 

When rushing to o’erwhelin them. 

18 . 

’Tis not rebellion to resist oppression; 

*Tis virtue to avenge our country’s wron^, 

And self-defence to strike at an usurper. 

florrible political blasphemy, Mr. Gforge Colman the younger! 

* 9 ’ 

Had fear, or feeling sway’d against redress 
Of public wrofng, man never had been free; 

The thrones of tyrants had been fix’d as fate. 

And slavery scal’d the universal doom. 

20 . 

Kach patriot hand may grasp a goodly^sword. 

And try its temper on our country’s tyrants. 

l‘he erasures amount to twenty-nine in all, but the foregoing are a 
fair, full, and ample specimen of the most atrocious of them. 

Such are the sentiments to be withheld from the stage, according to the 
new licenser of plays! Such are>he heinous doctrines which an author 
in a free country has dared to repeat, after the example of his prede¬ 
cessors in an enlightened age—at “ this time” too, when there are such 
mysterious reasons for their suppression. We advise Mr. George Col¬ 
man the younger,—if he bt^inclincd to continue his opposition ta com¬ 
mon sense, to outrage again popular opinion, to try his strength a 
second time against the knowledge and information of the country, to 
labour once more, as far as his means will allow, to obscure and even 
blot out entirely those sentiments that excite the noblest and most chi¬ 
valrous feelings,—to pause ere he proceed. Let him reflect, that what he 
imagines a reform is a vile abuse of power ; that his kou-tou prostration 
before the graven image of despotism, so dazzling*his frail faculties, 
may fit him very accommodaiingly in his charactor of courtier, because 
the world cares nothing whether Mr. peorge Colman the younger knock 
his forehead agaiirst the palace-floor of its “ celestial empire” nine or 
nine thousand limes; it may also suit the Holy Alliwace, by whose 
maxims it has been squared, but it will not do in GreatJJutldttf^^ tlte 
part of one who ought to be an impartial arbitrator in mutation in what 
belongs to our most valued and instructive amusements. If he persist 
in liis ill-judged career, he will richly merit disgrace, and, we will venturq. 
to affirm, will be burthened with no small *portion of it^ In qaii90j 
every dramatic author who feels a proper pride, wdio is wpr^Qb^ttP high 
literature, uniting principle and falent, will scorn to wjUd'ffiir fi stajge so 
degraded as that of England will be, and its must inevitably 

follow. For our own parts we shoulii little had fulfilled our 

duty to our fellow-subjects and to the interests of the drama—we should 
feel a great deficiency of gratitude for the support we receive, did we 
not animadvert thus severely, but justly, ii|)on the most extraofdinary 
and unnecessary exertion of Anti-British officiousness in a licenser which 
has ever happened. Thank God, the press is free ; and when such ill- 
judged and unprovoked outrages are committed without shadow of an 
excuse, it will unite all who wield the pen of every jmlitical party (as it 
has done in the present instance) in the loudest reprobation of the act. 
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It will do more ; it will, we will not say, shame the spirit that can so in¬ 
sult public feeling,—-that may not be possible,—but it will brand it with 
lasting obloquy. Let the licenser beard the united opinion of the country 
if he choose, by persisting in his present course—let him go on into 
“ second childhood’s night” and drag the stage after him into obscurity ; 
his conduct shall not sleep with him in forgetfulness, but, like that of the 
Ephesian incendiary, be “ damned to everlasting fame,” for the singularity 
and flagitiousness of his offences. Y. I. 


THE pirates’ song. 

Unmoor our bark upon the wave— 

'f he wave, our vessel’s home j 
And we will steer, her stiff and brave. 

Far in the salt sea-foam. 

Unmoor our bark upon the wave— 

Come, steady hearts and bold 1 
All eager the dull land to leave. 

Her lofty prow behold :— 

Her lofty prow that shall defy 
The tempest and the shore. 

And bear us far as winds can fly. 

Wild in the Atlantic’s roaV— 

To hail the yellow Chinese man. 

Or Afric’s sable race. 

The Moor or tawny Indian, 

Or give the merchant chace. 

We are a band of iron souls 
*No fear can ever tame; 

We’ll bear our deeds to both the Poles, 
IiAhunder and in flame. 

We’ll crest the white waves gallantly, 
tv That rage and hiss below :— 

Comrades, huzza! we ’re free—we’fe free— 
We own no master now! 

Unmoor and sail, the breeze is full. 

The skies arc clear and bright. 

We’re free-*-we’re free as yon sea-gull, 

‘ That scuds through floods of light. 

Her anchor’s up, her head is round. 

There’s a ripple at her bow, 

IJer sails fill fast, no mooring ground 
Restrains her (fourage now. 

Huzza! she sweeps her gallant way. 

Cheer, cotnrades, at my call!— 

The wide world is our enemy. 

But we will dare it all ! 


lu 
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* THE upstarts. 

Upstart a churl, and gather’d good, 

And thence did spring your gentle blood."— Old Proverb. 

If there are few men whose conduct is unifosm in all particulars, 
there are none whose opinions are not frequently in contradiction with 
each other. So prone, indeed, is poor humanity to s<j!e the same thing 
differently, according to the different points of view in which it may be 
placed, that the experience of a long life rarely suffices to put us in 
possession of the thoughts of our most intimate friends, or enables us 
to predici with certainty how they will act upon any new contingence. 
Yet we all are given to pride ourselves in no trifling degree on our con¬ 
sistency, and hold it the bitterest reproach, when we detect a self-contra¬ 
diction in the sentiments and behaviour of those with wliom we deal. 
To be inconsistent, is to reason ill;—to reason ill, is to be a blockhead; 
—and to be a blockhead, is w'orse than to be a knave :—a miserable 
Sorites 1 There is nothing, however, which we essay-writers delight in 
more than this weakness in human nature. To catch “my gentle 
public” at a fault, and to detect our felloA'-countrymen in the commission 
of a good practical bull, is at or^e the business and the pleasure of our 
lives. An incongruity in “ the most thinking people” is “ the meat we 
most delight to feed upon;” it is the fruitful occasion of “ our quips and 
our quiddities,” the prolific parent of our wit and our wisdom, of our 
good jokes and our good seynons ; in so much that, without the assistance 
of a competent diffusion of vice and folly, the editor of a magazine might 
!,hut up his study ; for his “ correspondents” would be worse off than a 
gvavediogcr without a doctor—a barrister without an attorney—or a 
tlieatrical manager without a manufacturer of melodrames. An essay- 
writer peers about in the twilight of opinion for ridicules, as an owl 
docs “ entre chien ct loiip" for rats and mice; and both alike are fain to 
go to bed w'ithout tlieir supper, when tliere is a scarcity of the “small- 
fleer” by which they respectively live. Fortunately for you, reader, 
and for myself, the literary manor is pot yet quite exhausted; and there 
is much reasonable probability that wo may jog on together to a good 
old age,—I, in shewing up your absurdities, and you, irmttributing them 
to your neighbour, to our great mutual satisfaction, an^(tyJiM«)^ther- 
ance of those “ gigantic efforts of the periodical which seem to 

indicate that the whole labour of the community is performed by steam- 
engines, and that the entire populati m have nothing on earth to do, but- 
to eat, drink, slecj), and—read reviews, md’gazines, and Scotch novels. 

Of all the instances in illustration of a position to $e defended, that 
which is actually cited is of course the most striking. ‘ To begin, there¬ 
fore, with—“ There is nothing in the world so tliis, or that, or the 
other"—is a good beginning, and avay.able on every ^casion. In con¬ 
formity with this golden rule, I must say, then, that there 1s “ no 
greater” absurdity, no wider self-disagreement “ gning,” than that which 
is implied in the generally received prejudices against upstarts—a race 
of people most unmercifully and unreasonably vilipended. The very 
aristocratic pride in which these prejudices arise, is itself founded on 
the thing it derides. The first founders of the oldest families were up¬ 
starts ; and as long as the cart shall yield prccedenct’ to the horse, so long 
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ill the nature of tfuugs upstarts should have honour, for the sake of tjieit 
descendants, who in the fulness of time must ripen into ancient gentle¬ 
men, if not into “ most noble and puissant princes.” Might I, Sir, there¬ 
fore, take the liheity of asking you whether you are quite right in that 
curl of the nose, and-that sidelong toss of the head, with which you re¬ 
gard (he barouche anti four that daily passes y«ir window, bearing on 
its ainj'lc cu.shiortj your neighbour the great tallow-chandler, and his 
f'unily,—his wife as fat, his girls as pale, and his boys as wick-ed as his 
own dips ? Are you convinced that it is perfectly (I do not say Chris¬ 
tian, but) reasonable to be so offended at the spectacle of your old friend 
Tom Pigtail, of the “ Mull and Higlilandcr,” riding to court as sheriff’ 
in a snu If-colon red suit—and the “ ladies” of his family getting up in 
the world, from the galleiy at the theatre (what a strange catacliresis) 
to the side boxes? Are you not daily and hourly boring your oivn 
little ones with the advantages of industry, and telling your ’prentices 
to be sober and steady that they may live to be Lord M.iyors? You 
crow over the French on account of the superiority of British commerce, 
and laugh at their exposure at,the Louvre; and you boast that the shop¬ 
keepers of England beat Napoleon out of the held;—and yet you abuse 
upstarts! I’or what, in the name (d^IIijavcn, should a man leave his 
warm bed on a col<l frosty morniug, to open shop, if it be not for the 
pleasure of becoming one day an upstarl ? If the desin* of being an up¬ 
start were not a prevalent virtue among Engliibmen, who, Madam, 
would pay you the dividends on your stoclW? and who, Sir, W'ould j>ay 
your pension ; or give you, my Lord, such a handsome rent for your 
farm ? Truly an upstart has his uses; and I charge you, reader, for 
the future, on jiain of being branded with inconsistency, to treat them 
with all reasonable civility. I admit that the wood-enihosomed manor- 
house has, time out of mind, liecn occupied by your family, and that 
none of your ancestors, in the memory of man, have earned their own 
bread; it is no lesS true that not a stone of yonder bare house (which 
stands, with its Wyatt windows and painted verandahs, shining amidst 
lialf-a-dozen lanky and ill-thriven poplars) was quarried three years 
ago, when its present occupant was standing up to his elbow^in a sugar- 
hogshead. Bu^U'hat of that ? “ Le robbe fanno il primo sangue,” as 1 

liave and it may be doubted, (especially if you are of the 

true Norman rac^ whether your ow'n blood sprang from as honest a 
source as your retired, though not perhaps too retiring, neighbour. As, 
tlierefoie, you reverence your own gentility, respect the upstart; put 
forth your hand^n amity to the new comer, and give him a lift up the 
sticlc by your countenance, at the next county as.sembly. But yon can¬ 
not bear, you tell me, to see his “ vulgar lumps" of daughters figuring 
there with jewels that would purchase half your estate. Have you, 
then, no pride in the look* motion, and dre^v of your own girls, which 
no wealth can purchase ? The new house, moreover, you reply, stands 
upon ground that was once your own; and you cannot like (he man 
who has got your land. This, I grant, is vexatious; but surely it would 
be more so, if there was no one disposed to take that land in exchange 
for the money which you may prefer to the possession of your dirty 
acres. The proper business of a thorough gentleman being to squander, 
he w'ould be utterly marred, without his correlative, the man that 
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saves; and this you will find to your cost, if you are rude and ofTenaive 
to the man of plums and of a ‘plunty who has made himself your neigh¬ 
bour. There is another advantage in an upstart neighbour, to which 
few are insensible,—his propensity to give entertainments. Money to 
the upstart is seldom an object; and vanity and ostentation force him to 
have “ tlie best that money can procure.” If your pride cannot buckle 
to dining with him, dine on him ; and console yourself with the reflec¬ 
tion, that he would give the best page in his banker’”* book for a single 
leaf from your geneSogical tree. In every sense, indeed, your upstarts 
are invaluable to your man of good blood. As a foil, they set off; as 
a rival, they stimulate ; but, best of all, as a neighbour, they supply a 
perpetual fund of never-failing awkwardnesses and absurdities, to glad 
your heart, amuse your company, feed your malignity, and banish your 
ennui. Their overweening pretensions, indeed, once in seven years, 
may be troublesome, at the county election; but tlien’their vanity and 
their ignorance are good wear and,tear, every-day amusements, ail the 
year long; and whether you arc disposed to laugh or be angry, to rail 
or to ridicule, they furnish a constant supply of the raw material ready 
for the operation. There was a friend of my own,—if we may take his 
own word for it, a left-handed branch of the Plantagenets, but, when 
1 first know him, one of the dlfilcst dogs in all Noodledum,—grave as 
a justice of peace, solemn as an undertaker, and as silent as a Quaker 
deserted by the Spirit. Though a high-church Tory, you might have, 
taken his family fireside for a nonconformist conventicle, so simple and 
unadorned was the conversation : at present, every one of its members 
might be bound up “ to face the title” of ColraJin’s Broad Grins. For 
you arc to know that it pleased Heaven, and an eighty-horse powered 
steam-gngitic, to make a man of a small cotton-spinner residing in a 
neighbouring town. This honest tradesman, as he grew rich, grew am¬ 
bitious. He built a handsome square mansion, which be (being of Cock¬ 
ney origin) christened “ Tlio All and he turned an oak fence round 
six acres of meadow, which he dubbed “ I'he Park.” He rode likewise 
in his coach and four, and, agreeably to the dictum of Mons. Cottu,* got 
himself enlisted on the Grand Jury. Certain pecuniary obligations con¬ 
ferred b*y old Twist upon ray friend Blackacre enforced an invitation of 
the former to the manor-house, which has since ^own, not without 
subslantial reasons, into an intimacy; and thouglr^J^JiiiMiJ^ himself 
as dull as a jKist, yet has he .discovered to the Brackacres a mine of wit 
and fun, which in their whole previous lives they “ liad never dreamed 
of in their philosophy.” “Twist AH” glands very high, and commands 
an extensive prospect: on the very first visit, tfie Blackacre^ were 
called on to admire its ciVy-ation; and ever since it has been a standing 
joke in the family to make old 3’wist recur twenty times a-day to the 
citi/ation of. his house, the citj/ation of public affairs, or the cityation of 
any thing else, that can press inft> the service Ulie ill-fated but obse¬ 
quious polysyllable. The eldest Miss Twist has likewise an unfortunate 
predilection for the French word naivete, though two hundred per 
annum spent during six years at a French boarding-schood failed in 
purchasing its right pronunciation. Sometimes she admires navelte in 
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the abstract; sometimes she praises her sisters for their great navietSj 
but most frequently slie gives herself credit for an exttaordinary share 
of naiitie ;—so ingeniously does she go wide of her mark ! This little 
bit of slip-slop is the source of inextinguishable mirth to the Black- 
acres ; the girls take off “ the Twists” in every possible mode of mala- 
prop accentuation; aud the father invariably brings up the rear with a 
customary doubt of the genuineness of the article; affirming that the 
lady is as cunning as a fox, and that her navietie is, in plain English, 
nothing more than mere knavery. In this manner has the spectacle of 
the inferiority of the Twists roused the Blackacres to a sense of their 
own wit and spirit. Tlie lapsus liagua: of the manufacturers keep the 
tongues of tlie agriculturists in incessant activity. The incongruities in 
their dress and furniture preserve, their gentle-blooded neighbours in 
perpetual good humour with themselves ; and old Twist’s mismanage¬ 
ment of his land, which he will farm himself at a loss of thirty per cent, 
has almost reconciled Bkckacre to the idea that the ground is no longer 
his own. 

Twist, though at bottom a good fellow enough, of plain strong sense, 
and bearing his budding honours with reasonable meekness, has never¬ 
theless a taste for show and expense, that might have proved distress¬ 
ing to the less opulent country gentleAen, whom he throw's into the 
shade, (and that might, in such a case, have been the means of sending 
his family to Coventry; or in otlier words, consigning them to the 
society of those townsfolk, from whose second-hand gentility the'father 
had retre.ated into the Grand Jury room)—bA that envy does not ne¬ 
cessarily take away the appetite. If the best wine is the wine which is 
drunk at another man's expense, Twist’s claret might on its own merits 
have been deemed the second best, even though it still stoo^on the 
debtor side of your account with the wine-merchant. Twist also keeps 
a man-ccok, who, though as ill-tempered as fire can make him, is still 
“your only peace-maker,” and reconciles many a reluctant cub, of esta- 
ted conceit, to his master’s—vulgarity. If Twist’s conversation is not 
good, his turtle uniformly is; and whatever may be the quality of his 
wit, his champaign is always sparkling, and never ropy. But, best of 
all, Twist’s three young ladies, each with thirty thousand pofinds —to 
her fortune, clinch tJie business, and render their father the most popular 
man in For their sake, a Twist was never omitted in an 

invitation. Every bo>iy drinks wine with them, every body dances with 
them, and every body flatters them; and though this has given some 
oflTence to three portionless Hono^urablos, who, for their sake, were some¬ 
times “left and abaq^doned by the velvet friends” of their own grade; 
—yet the forgiving souls overlooked it all for the sake of the Master 
Twists, their thriving, and therefore truly-amiable brothers. 

At the present moment, when commercial prosperity increases faster 
tlian the power of enjdyment, and capital is at so low a value that you 
can scarcely get three per eent. for your money, the encouragement of 
upstarts is quite a national concern. The paltry extravagance of the 
mere estated spendthrift, cannotVaste and dilapidate lialf fast enough 
to keep industry in employment. It is the upstart alone w ho can spend 
like a gentlenian, and prevent money from becoming as little in demanil 
as air or water. If all the jewels and plate which oruaiucnt the houses 
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and persons of city upstarts, were circulating on 'Change, those who live 
by the interest of Their capital might beg in the streets; and if these use¬ 
ful person<agcs preserved in their prosperity the penurious practices by 
which they rose to wealth, half ihe shops in Bond-street would fall to 
ruin, the seats in a certain nameless assembly would not fetch the 
price of an election dinner, and the monsters of the Heralds’ Office 
would cease to breed. In the indirect taxation of the country, the most 
fatal diminution would soon be discovered; the impcfl'ts would rapidly 
fall off, and (what would have puzzled the economists of the last gene¬ 
ration) the exports would share their fate : insomuch that it is chiefly 
to the useful corps of upstarts that we are indebted for our present ex¬ 
emption from the income-tax. 

After this enumeration of the various utilities of an upstart, need it 
be iwlded, that the dislike of so meritorious a class, is a positive proof of 
littleness of mind? If the puffed-up conceit of some of me weaker ves¬ 
sels be a stumbling-block in the way of their lessffortunate associates, who 
have been left behind in the race, it is only because an equal portion of 
vanity and pride lies rankling in the bosoms of the undistinguished, 
ready to burst forth on the first puff of Fortune’s favouring gale; and 
Plates reply to Diogenes, if they had ever heard of it, would be the 
best defence of the calumniated.^ D'nilleiirs, when a man spends his in¬ 
come like a prince, it is rather hard that he may not be as whining and 
as insolent as a prince likewise ; and be it moreover observed en pas- 
sant, that if your upstart places a wide distance between himself and his 
former equals, nobody has a better right to know what he is doing, 
since he has himself painfully traversed the interval in person, and must 
be able to tell its length to a fraction. 

Whatever France may have gained by her counter-revolution, she is 
evidently a loser in the downfall of her upstarts the parvenus, who have 
sunk to a sad discount in consequence of that event. In their place a 
spacious and degenerate breed have been forced to the surface, with aU 
the faults .and few of the virtues of their great originals. After suffer¬ 
ing a thirty years’ eclipse in the garrets of half the cities of Europe, they 
have suddenly cast the slough of their crysalide condition, and now 
flutter tltrough Paris in a new-furbished splendour, (to borrow an image 
from sign-board technicalities) just like the “ old h% in the pound new 
revived.” From the Gardens of the Tuileries, t}}|!qiMiMlii^^wn with 
disdain on the few stragglers remaining of the^^nnine breed; and 
equipped with a douillet and an umbrella, they regard with an equal 
contempt, the marshal who assisted in conquering half the world, and 
the financial roturier, who has swallowed and consujpaed the better por¬ 
tion of the fruits of his victories. It is, however, in the country towns, 
that these modern antiques shine forth in the full brilliancy of their 
revivification. Under the denomination of mayors, prefets, and sous 
prUets, they rule the people with A rod of iron, lind are indeed “ vice¬ 
roys over” the king and his ministers. 

“ Beware,” gentle reader, “ of counti^'feits, for such are abroad.” But 
let them not bring the condition of an honest upstart into contempt. Let 
the false pretenders act as they may, the “ true sort” will ever be re¬ 
garded by the judicious as a worthy, innocent, and useful portion of the 
community; and even should a Twist get into parliament, and luive the 
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ill taste to oppose national rights and liberal sentiments, and to set hini-» 
self against every concession to the people from whom he sprang, how¬ 
ever much you may pity or condemn the individual, still, I pray you, re¬ 
member that his being there, is an encouraging prospect for industry, 
a feather in the national cap, and a practical triumph over the absurd 
principle, which regarding mankind as divided into the two species of 
natural lords and natural slaves, marks out for derision the industrious 
architect of his awn fortune, by affixing to him the senseless and re¬ 
proachful apiwUation of Upstart. M. 


LONDON LYRICS. 

, The Church in La/ighani Place. 

“ Whoevei? walks through London streets,” 
Said Momus to the Son of Sulurn, 

“ Each day new edifices meets. 

Of (|uecr proportion, mieercr pattern : 
if thou, () cloud-compeUing god. 

Wilt aid me with thy .speouil grace, 

1, too, will wield my motley hod. 

And build a church in Langham-place.” 

“ Agreed,” the Thunderer cries : “ go plant 
Thine edifice, 1 care not how ill^ 

Take notice, Earth, I hereby grant 

Carte Nanclie of mortar, stone, and trowel. 
Go, Hermes, Hercules, and Mars, 

Fraught with these bills on Henry Ilase, 
Drop with yon jester from the stars. 

And build a church in Langhaimplace.’ 

Down, four in hand, to earth they go, 

Pass Palladio, Wren, and Inigo, 
Contracting j'or their job, to shew 

How far four gods can make a guinea go, 
This plan was Doric, ergo bad. 

And that Ionic, ergo base ; 

No pif!^)er model could be had, 
i^^jy^hape this church in i.angham-place. 

In deeiT^nifab they pass’d two hours ^ 
Alciues on his club of tough oak 
Leant, and exclaim’d, “ Martello towers 
Lie scatter’d on the coast of Suffolk : 

Let on^ of those toward London swerve, 
Mars, out of war, they’re out of place j 
What can they better do, than serve 
To for^ip a church in Langham-place ?” 

The word was said, the deed was done. 

Light Hermes toil’d in vain to stir it. 
When, with a kick, Alcmena’s son 
Soon tilted down tne granite turret. 

Like a huge hogshead up to town 
The martial structure roll'd apace. 

And, mortar-coated, settled down 
Into a church in Langham-place. 
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But, ere with belfry or with bell 
They graced its top, its side with casement. 
They found an unexpioded shell 
Alive and burning at its basement. * 

The channell’d air now upward drew 
Flame after flame, in lurid race. 

And gave a sort of glass-house hue- 
To their new church in Langham-place. 

“ ’Twill never do,” Alcides cried, 

“The Atlas will indict for arson,” 

While Momus carelessly replied— 

“ Phoo 1 never mind it—smoke the parson !” 
Mars, at a push, had wit at will. 

And said, “Your joint misgivings chace. 
This round Martello tower.shall still • 

Be a netv church in Langham-place,” 

To j®tna’s red Vulcanian steeps,' 

Fly, Mercury, on feather’d sandal. 

And, when the giant Titan sleeps. 

Snatch, god of thie'Ais, his huge bed-candle: 
Bear thence its tall extinguisher. 

This conflagration to efface, 

’Twill added dignity confer 

On our new church in Langham-place. 

The cone up-tilted, Momus bawls— 

“ Attention, all our loving people. 

Here Mars’s tower aft'ords us walls, 

And Titan’s candlestick a steeple : 

Our fdiio, thus martially endow’d. 

Soon may some Boanerges grace. 

And ‘ Son of Thunder,’ draw the crowd 
To our new church in Langham-place !<’ 


THE PHYSICIAN.—NO. XIII. 

Of the Iii/luence of the Winds on Health, . 

It seems to be the effect of a particular Providefic^ that we are usu¬ 
ally visited in Spring by high winds and storms. Indeed, upon the 
whole, T cannot for my part consider the«vinds so pernicious to health 
as they are commonly accounted, or coincide with HuflTmann when he 
says, that “ God has placed his chemical laboratory in the earth, whence 
issue winds and malignant effluvia.” Essential as it is that we should 
live in a pure air, if we would remain healthy, sa essential is it that 
there should be winds to purify ouf atmosphere of the many noxious 
vapours, which would but too speedily corrupt and infect our juices. 
In Spring, the warm breath of milder brazes opens the bosom of the 
earth, which was closed throughout the winter. The changeableness of 
the weather fills the atmosphere with aqueous va,pours. The beneficial 
frost which purified it in winter, now leaves us; and we should there¬ 
fore have just reason to apprehend unwholesome air and malignant dis¬ 
eases in Spring, did not storms supply the place of frost and cleanse the 
atmosphere. Hippocrates, in his time, observed, that a wet Spring oc¬ 
casions contagious fevers, and the experience of all succeeding physi- 
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cians proves, tliat the air, when impregnated with damp vapours, pro¬ 
duces dangerous diseases of that kind; Hence it is easy to infer, that 
Spring would be pr.olific in such diseases, but for the prevalence at that 
season of high winds which dispel these vapours and ptirify the air. 

But, it may l^e objected, do not these winds bring noxious vapours 
along with them ? This case is possible enough. Darvieux relates, that 
Barut was formerly rendered very unhealthy by the sea-winds, but that, 
to screen it from them, an Emir caused pines to be planted, and these 
trees keep oflf the pernicious marine exhalations, so that the place is now 
as healthy as any part of the surrounding country. When the Illyrians, 
apprehensive of a pestilence, consulted Hippocrates on the means of 
preventing it,' he took advantage of this enquiry, and warned the Greeks 
to guard against the jvinds which blew from Illyria: “ for,” said he, 
“beyond those mountains rages the plague, and these are the passes of 
those mountains. At such and such a time, the winds of the dog-days 
will blow and bring with them pestilential effluvia into Greece : there¬ 
fore close up those passes.” By this counsel he rescued Greece from 
the danger of the plague; and the wlxjle prediction rested on the know¬ 
ledge which Hippocrates had of the course of the regular winds which 
were accustomed to blow in Greece. Had he in this case quieted their 
alarms, and assured them tliat these winds, which were otherwise ac¬ 
counted salubrious, woidd not do them liny injury, he might have 
brought a dreadful calamity on his country. It is only in the c.ase of 
winds which recur regularly at a particular season, that such anticipa¬ 
tions can be formed. When, on the other hand, irregular winds waft 
pestilential effluvia along with them, this danger cannot be foreseen; 
and in this manner the winds may,"under certain circumstances, prove 
as detrimentiil to health, as in others they are beneiicial. 

This objection warns me, then, not to bestow on the winds in general 
greater or more unqualified praise than they deserve. So little as we 
can assert without qualification, tjiat this or the other kind of food, 
drink, or medicine, is absolutely wholesome or pernicious, ^o little can 
the same thing said of the winds. The winds render the air of a 
certaiHi^igiyjJj^ healthy or unhealthy, according as they bring with them 
from different regiiftps certain vapours, which produce a change either 
for tlie better or worse in the atmosphere of that country. If damp sea- 
winds blow over an arid, parched tract, they improve its atmosphere, 
which dry winds, on the contrary, would deteriorate; but the self-same 
winds W'ould produce the very contrary effect, if it ' were a low, damp, 
and swampy region. It is equally hazardous to pretertll to determine 
the qualities of winds in general. We cannot positively assert, for exam¬ 
ple, that an cast o® a north wind ig dry, and that a west or south wind is 
obmp; for if an east wind has to traverse an extensive, low, and swampy 
plain before it arrives at a certain country, it must fill tlic atmosphere of 
the latter with damp and delrtcrious effluvia. With us, on the contrary, 
first sweeping as it does over a vast continent, it is generally of a dry na¬ 
ture, and our invalids are but too sensible of its pernicious effects upon 
them. A physician, therefore, is liable to involve himself in many con¬ 
tradictions by pronouncing unconditionally on the qualities of the winds. 
The celebrated Hoffmann considered the east and north-west winds as 
salubrious, and the west and south as unhealthy. What would our in¬ 
valids say, if I were to assure them in the very words of that eminent 
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physician, that “ the east wind renders body and mind more alert, 
improves the appetite, sharpens the senses, invigorates the fibres, and 
imparts a lively colour ? ”—Boerhaave was more cawtious. He would 
not venture to determine the properties of a wind till he was acquainted 
with the country in which it was to blow, and its whole vicinity. Frorn- 
mond relates extraordinary things of tlie south wind when it blows in 
the Azores. “ The inhabitants," says he, “ then go about as melancholy 
as if some great misfortune had befallen them. 1 he little children stay 
within doors quite dull: none of them are to be seen running about and 
playing in the streets. But as soon as the north wind again begins to 
blow, all is once more life and bustle."* Who would be so bold as to set 
down the south wind in general, on the strength of this observation, as 
an enemy to our comfort ? and in what a delectable situation we should 
be placed by a Persian, if he were to, add to Frommond’s observation 
the result of his own experience respecting the west and south-west 
•winds 1 It is known that in Persia these winds, when they pass over 
heated rocks and marble mountains, carry along with them hot and 
suffocating vapours ; and that, to avoid their dangerous effects, people 
are obliged to lie flat on tlie ground, and in that situation to endure heat 
and anxiety, if they would not drop down dead on the spot. Itisonlyin 
the night-time and on rivers that they are able to withstand it, and for 
this reason the Persians are not fond of travelling by day. This extreme 
dryness of the air in Persia is probably the cause of a circumstance 
which Varro relates, on the authority of Xenojihon, concerning the Per¬ 
sians ; namely, that their bodies were so exceedingly meagre and dried- 
up, that they never had occasion either to spit or to blow their noses. 
Herodotus gives iis another story on this subject. He tells us, that 
owing to tlie drouglit of their climate the heads of the Persians arc so 
brittle, that a stone thrown at them passes right .through the skull; 
whereas those of the Egyptians are so hard, that no stone can make any 
impression on them. It may be so; we will not fall out with the writers 
of antiquity: but I shall only say, iP the Persians were to desire us to 
throw oursdves at full length on the ground whene^r a .soudi wind 
blows, how we should laugh at them ! 

Every town, then, and every country has its goodjmfI"TOn5M wind, 
according to the nature of the atmosphere through i^ich that wind has 
passed; and on this ground I readily admit, that we cannot assert 
generally that all storms purify the atmosqrhere. If winds blow long, 
and without intermission, from unhealthy places, they sire not beneficial 
to a country. But were I to be asked whether an uninterrupted calm 
or variable whuls were more salubrious, I would give the preference to 
occasional storms. Every thing on this restless ea:|^h must have mo¬ 
tion. It revolves itself upon its axis. •The vegetables arc shaken by the 
winds, and mountains and provinces by earthquakes. The sea would 
soon become putrid, were its waters not kept duly mixed by its incessant 
agitation. The whole animal kingdom is constantly in motion. Here 
are tribes which soar into the clouds and ^ort in the atmosphere—there 
are others which burrow in tlie ground. This species creeps, that hops, 
a third swims, and a fourth walks. Should the atmosphere alone, then, 
be able to repose without detriment?—No. Nature knew how to order 
matters better. She has charged impetuous winds to blow from every 
quarter, and seldom long together from one point. By their means she 
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not only dissipates the stagnant vapours in the atmosphere, which are 
like the swamps in low valleys, but also keeps incessantly mixing to¬ 
gether vapours of totally different kinds; and she thereby improves tlie 
air in the same manner as a skilful cook mixes up a variety of ingredients, 
which, taken separately, are pernicious, in order to compound with them 
a dish that is wllolesome. 

Such is, then, the relation in which the winds stand to the health of 
mankind. But now we come to the question: What are the particular 
effects which they produce on every human body? Here a distinction 
is to be made. The winds operate on the human body, in the first 
place, inasmuch as they change tlie gravity and properties of the atrno- 
sjihere; but in this respect they do not act in ret^ity as winds. The 
second effect is, that which they producer inasmuch as they are air in 
motion; and it is on this point that 1 propose to subjoin a few r(>inarks. 

When the air is in rapid motion, it presses in the same manner as if it 
had become heavier on the surface of the human body: for it is .1 well- 
known axiom of natural philosophy, that the power of a body is aug¬ 
mented not only by the increase of its bulk, but also by the increased 
velocity imparted to it. This augmeifted pressure of the air particularly 
ifffects the lungs, especially of those who are weak in the chest; and 
every body knows how difficult it is for a man walking against the wind, 
to get rid of the air that rushes of itself into the lungs. It is, therefore, 
necessary that such persons should be cauftous not to injure (he chest 
by too rapid motion against the wind. 

The principal effect of winds, however, is, that they dispel tlu; warm 
atmosphere w'hich constantly surrounds the body, and in which, if it 
were visible, we should look like saints encompassed with a nimbus or 
glory:—or, in other words, the w'inds cool the human body. They 
would consequently suppress the transpiration .so essential to health, if 
we were not to use some precaution to keep the pores open by an in¬ 
crease of the internal ‘heat. To this end spirituous liquors and bodily 
exercise are subservient. When recourse is had to these means, the wind 
must rather tend to augment than to stop transpiration ; for tkj transpira¬ 
tion of fluids is (ffTiefly owing to their particles being carried away by the 
partiand these pass off rapidly in a cold air. Whoever, 
therefore, cannot J^p himself warm in windy weather, either by exer¬ 
cise or some other means, ought to avoid exposure to it if he has any 
regard for his health. , 

I shall hence deduce two inferences which may be useful. Spring is 
the season w'hen we have to expect many cold, stormy winds. For this 
reason I warn my readers not to change their winter dress for lighter 
apparel too early. Nothing is more liable to give cold than wind. If 
I chose to make a parade of quotations on this subject, I should never 
have done transcribing. Sydenham declared, that “ out of'a hundred 
persons ill of colds and inflammation of the lungs, scarcely tw'o yvould 
be found who had not brougfit these disorders on themselves by change 
of clothing; that is to say, not by dressing too warmly, but not warmly 
enough.” Boerhaave coinciddff in this opinion; and Hoffmann re¬ 
commends that “ in Spring, when the weather grows warm, people 
should beware of exchanging their warm winter apparel for lighter 
and he assures us, that “ it would be better to wear the same kind of 
dress all the year round, so as to prevent the inclement air, in all vicissi- 
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tudes of weather, from penetrating the pores of the skin.” But of what 
use is all that eminent physicians may have advanced, even though 
every body must allow it to be true ? People follow these rules only 
so long as they would have done had such rules never been given; and 
they violate them and sacrifice themselves, as thotigh the salvation of 
their country required it, merely perhaps to comply with the supposed 
dictates of fashion. * 

The second warning which I have to give relates to a draught or cur¬ 
rent of air, which is an artificial wind that we produce in an apartment 
by the opening of doors and windows standing opposite to one another. 
An apartment, under such circumstances, should either be avoided alto¬ 
gether, or a person should move about in it to keep up the insensible 
transpiration, or shun the current of air by retiring into a yomer. With 
these precautions a draught of air in rooms is not only innocent, but to 
be recommended; because it is the,best method of dispersing the 
noxious effluvia which may have collected in them. It would, conse¬ 
quently, be the height of folly for a person in a profuse perspiration to 
place himself in a draught for the purpose of cooling himself, like a man 
whose case is stated by one of our physicians, and who, though previously 
the picture of health, died on the seventh day of an inflammation of the 
chest, brought on by this imprudent exposure. To act thus is to ruA 
headlong into destruction. Who, indeed, could conceive it to bo neces¬ 
sary to forbid such things t^ persons having the use of their reason? 
But so it is in our profession. We are obliged to tell people things 
which their own sense ought to suggest even to the meanest under¬ 
standings. We have to demonstrate positions which are not more diffi¬ 
cult of comprehension, than that a ship must be.jcapable of floating on 
the water. Wc have to recommend precautions which, as daily expe¬ 
rience shows, cannot be neglected but at the hazard of life. We have 
to exert all our eloquence to prevail upon them no|^ to die before they 
absolutely must, and to remain healthy while they may. In physic, 
more than in any other profession, it is incumbeht on a writer to bear 
in mind the maxim, not to take readers to be wiser than they 
really are. • _ 


STANZAS TO PUNCHINELLdT 

Thou lignum-vitoc Roscius, who 
Dost the old vagrant stage renew. 

Peerless, inimitable Puncliinello! 

The Queen of smiles is quite outdone 
By tliec, all-glorious king of fun. 

Thou grinning, giggling, laugh-extortin^ellow ! 

At other times mine ear is wrung, 

Whene'er I hear the trumpet’s tongue. 

Waking associations inelanchplic; 

But that which heralds thee recalls 
All childhood's joys and festivals, 

And makes the heart rebodhd with freak and frolic. 

Ere of thy face I get a snateji, 

O with what boyish glee 1 catch 

Thy twittering, cackling, bubbling, squeaking gibber- 
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Sweeter than syren voices—fraught 
With richer nierritiicnt than aught 
That drops from witling mouths, though utter'd glibber 1 

What wag was ever known before 
To keep the circle in a roar. 

Nor wound the feelings of a single hearer ? 

Engjossing all the jibes and jokes. 

Unenvied by the duller folks, 

•A harmless wit—an unmalignant jeerer. 

The upturn'd eyes I love to trace 
Of wondering mortals, when their face 
Is all alight with an expectant gladness ; 

To mark the flickering giggle first. 

The growing grin—the sudden burst. 

And universal shout of merry madness. 

I love those sounds to analyse, 

From childhood’s shrill ecstatic cries. 

To age's chuckle with its coughing after; 

To see the grave and the genteel 
lieiii in awhile the mirth they feel. 

Then loose their innscl*^, and let out the laughter 

Sometimes 1 note a hen-peck’d wight, 

Enjoying thy marital might. 

To him a beatific beau ideal ; 

He counts each crack on Judy’^atc, 

7’hen homeward creeps to cogitate 

The difl'erence 'tvvixt dramatic wives iuid real 

But, Punch, thou 'rt ungallant and rude 
In plying thy persuasive wood ; 

llemember that thy cudgers girth is fuller 
Than that compassionate, thumb-thick. 

Establish’d wife-compelling stick, 

Marie legal by the dictum of Judge Buller. 

When tlic ollicious doctor hies 
To cure thy spouse, tly:rc’s no surprise 

Thou shouldst receive him with nose-tweaking grappling ; 
Noj^can we wonder that the mob 
Encores each crack upon his nob, 

Vyhen thou art feeing him with oaken sapling. 

As fo^ur common enemy 
Old Nick, we all rejoice to sec 

The coup degree that silences his wrangle j 
But, Jack Ketch!—ah, welladay ! 

J)ramatic justice claims its prey. 

And thou in hempen handkerchief must dangle. 

Now helpless hang those arms which once 
RatlRid such music op the sconce ; 

Hush’d Is that tongue which late out-jested Yorick ; 

That hunch behind is shrugg’d no more. 

No longer hcavQD that pauiicn before. 

Which swagg’d with such a pleasantry plethorick. 

But Thespian deaths are transient woes. 

And still less durable arc those 
Suffer’d by lignum-vitse malefactors; 

Thou wilt return, alert, alive, ^ 

And long, oh long may’st thou survive, 

First of head-breaking and side-splitting actors! H. 
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Grand Cairo. 

After a delay of a few hours we landed at Alexandria. It was mid¬ 
day ; the heat vras excessive, and there were few pa'tsengers in the 
streets. We were quickly doomed to feel what ftiight well be termed 
the succession of the Egyptian plague; swarms of flies were perpetually 
fastening on our faces and eyes, so that we coxdd scarcely find our way, 
and were obliged to keep our handkerchiefs perpetually waving. When 
wo entered a coffee-house, our sherbet or lemonade was instantly 
covered by a dark mass of insects, if we happened to leave up the tin 
cover, with which the drinking-vessels are always provided, to guard 
against this invasion. We went to ah Okkal, and ordered some dinner: 
the apartment was filled with a variety of people of difl^prent costumes: 
a Txirk felt disposed to entertain titern with a song—he put his two 
fore-fingers behind his cars, and bending forward as he sat cross- 
legged, ejected such hideous nasal sounds, intended to be pathetic, 
that we were obliged to take refuge in a small room upstairs. Here 
they soon brought us a dish of kid, deliciously dressed, and a dessert of 
fruit, which, with some excelle^ coffee, made a superb repast after the 
starvation on board ship. We hired apartments in a private house, and 
took ])ossession of them the same evening; but the musquitoes were 
dreadfully annoying—it was almost useless to close your eyes, for you 
were quickly awoke by h.-jlf-a-dozen keen bites on different parts of the 
body; but die face was the favourite part, which next morning looked 
any thing but pale or fair. I'lie following day, having hired a couple 
of donkeys, the universal mode of conveyance in this country, and an 
Egyptian guide, I rode to Pompey’s Pillar. It is Corinthian; the shaft 
is about ninety feet liigh, and the base about five; formed of three 
pieces of red granite, and stands on a small eminence. It may be seen 
from a great distance around. The Needle of Cleopatra, not far off, is 
near seventy feet in height, and formed of an entire piece of the same 
stone, covered with hieroglyphics, some of w^iicli arc nearly cflaced. 
The guide who attended me was aliandsome elderly Egyptian, of a tall 
figure, and white beard ; and was dressed in a lojjg blue cloak, which 
left his bust and arras naked: he walked and ran beside our noble 
coursers in the intense heat of the day. Vast slfS^clcSS heaps of 
ruins are all lliat remain of ancient Alexandria^ and one cannot well 
imagine a residence more mournful and heart-oppressing tlian the mo¬ 
dern city. Tracts of sand spread on every side, varied here and there 
by a spot of verdure, or a group of jialms, Thcre^s not one object of 
interest, or a single pleasant walk, in the flat and motiotonous region 
around. The Convent of Mamoudich and the English Consul’s garden 
are the only exceptions. The houses of the city, #t least the European 
part, are in general lofty, and plasfered white. Those of the nierclianis 
are handsomely furnished, and well adapted to the climate, whicli is the 
coolest in Egypt, a fine breeze from tko sea getting in regularly every 
day. There are several coffee-houses kept by Franks here, of which 
the principal was the only tolerable place-ef resort—v\here are met the 
merchants, adventurers, and natives of different countries. 7’hc fortifi¬ 
cations erected by Mahmoud Ali the Pacha of Egypt, around this 
city, are extensive and strong. This prince is a bnirably fitted to rise 
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to eminence in the Turkisli empire. Of Greek extraction, possessed of 
great talents, a wily politician, yet daring and bloody in the execution 
of his plans,—as was proved in the massacre of the three hundred Mame¬ 
luke Beys whom he invited to a banquet,—the time will soon come 
when he will throw dfl^ his dependence on the Porte, and erect Egypt 
into a sovereignty. He is very fond of Europeans, and has engaged a 
great many in his service; and being perfectly free from bigotry to the 
faith of the Prophet, he never requires them to change their religion. 
He is ardently desirous to improve his country, and has established a 
sugar-manufactory on the Nile, and several of cotton in Cairo. He 
longed for the luxury of eating ice; and there being no such thing in 
Egypt, Mr. Salt, the British Consul-general, sent to England for an 
apparatus for making it. The machine was conveyed, on its arrival, to 
the Pacha’s palaCe, and the Nile water made use of for the purpose. 
Mahmoud Ali hung over tj.ie whole operation with intense curiosity, and 
when, after several disappointments’, a large piece of real ice was pro¬ 
duced, he took it eagerly in his hand, and danced round the room for 
joy like a child, and then ran into the Harem to show it to his wives 
and mistresses, and ever since he luxuriates upon it. The great canal 
of Cleopatra which he has lately made, a* rather revived, forty miles in 
length, connecting the Nile with the sea at Alexandria, is an extraordi¬ 
nary work : for a considerable time he employed a hundred and fifty 
thousand men about it, chiefly Arabs of Upper Egypt; of these, 
twenty thousand died during the progress of Vhe work. Having rode 
out early one morning, in the neighbourhood of the city, and entered an 
elegant house whicli Ali was building for his son, we suddenly heard 
the sounds of music from without, and perceived it was the Pacha him¬ 
self, with his guard, who had just arrived from Cairo, He was on foot, 
and stood on the lofty bank of a new canal he was making, earnestly 
observing the innumerable workmen beneath. He w'as of middle 
stature, and plainly dfessed; his age appeared between fifty and sixty; 
his features were good, .md had a calm and thoughtful character; and 
his long grey beard fell over his br/?ast. The bed of the canal below 
presented a novel spectacle, being filled with vast numbers of,Arabs of 
various colours, t^ing in the intense heat of the day, while their 
Egyptian ^skn]^sters, with whips in their hands, watched the progress 
of their labour. It *wii^ a just and lively representation of the children 
of Israel, forced to toil by tlieir oppressive niasters of old. I'lie wages 
Mahmoud allowed these unfortunate people, whom he had obliged to 
quit their homes an^ families in*Upper Egypt to toil about this work, 
was only a pemjy, a-day, and a ration of bread. Yet such is the buoy¬ 
ancy of spirits of the Arabs, that they go through their heavy toil with 
gaiety and cheerfulness. By moonlight I took a w'alk round the spot 
where they were encamped: they wcntc seated under their rude tents, or 
lying down in ranks without any covering but the sky, eating their 
coarse meal of bread; yet nothing was heard all around but the songs of 
their country, unmelodious enough, mingled with the loud clapping of 
hands in concert, which is always with them a sign of joy. The dis¬ 
tance to Rosetta from this town is about two or three days’ journey. 
The contrast of scene is delightful on approaching the former place. 
Situated in the midst of groves of date-trees, and gardens of banana, 
orange, and lemon-trees, on the banks of the Nile, Rosetta is probably 
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the most desirable residence in Egypt. At present its commerce has 
much declined, and is inferior to that of Damietta, though few places 
can be more monotonous or stupid than the latter town, situated on a 
perfect flat. ' 

A wedding that took place at Damietta, on the occasion of the mar¬ 
riage of the Consul’s daughter, afforded an amnsmg*scene. The Con¬ 
sul, who was a native of the country, invited all the travellers to the 
ceremony and the feast. The bride was attired in her gaudiest apparel, 
her hair braided in the most exquisite manner, and the eyc-lashes and 
brows tinged with surmeh. All the relations and a great number of 
friends were present, and the banquet was profuse and luxurious. The 
company sat on cushions ranged against the walls. The dishes, of the 
Turkish and Grecian cookery, were handed round in succession, with 
various kinds of wines, and a profusion of-iJwcetmeats and sherbets. 
At last, when the music w'as brought, and the lights threw a vivid glare 
through the room, the company became gay and joyous. A number of 
Ahneh girls commenced their voluptuous dance to the noise of the tam¬ 
bour and castanets. Many of the guests of both sexes joined in 
dancing, while others formed i1? groups to enjoy their chibouque and 
coffee. The bride and bridegroom stood beside each other, and looked 
very inanimate and unimpassioned. The former, who was an insipid 
good-looking girl, seemed, resolved nothing should ruffle her Oriental 
apathy. After they had retired, the mirth of the company became more 
vocifeious, and was kept up till a late hour. This Consul had a very 
pretty wife, of whom hi; was extremely fond, and to whom he behaved 
with as much and more deference than if he had been a European hus¬ 
band. He never ventured to join her parties vinless invited but this is 
the Eastern etiquette, the ladies who visit the Hiarem being always 
sacred from intrusion. He one day introduced^two English travel¬ 
lers to her, who were at Damietta: she was reclining on soft cushions, 
and had on a handsome robe of green, and no tilrban on her head. She 
liad large black eyes, a languisliing look, and a complexion perfectly 
colourlesy. in conversation she seemed to be indeed idealess. 

Having taken passage on board a vessel of the co?intry for Cairo, we 
sailed up the canal, the shores of which presentei^Othing buisand and 
barrenness to the view. But bow delightfully Imj scene was changed, 
when, on coming upon deck early the next morning, we perceived the 
vessel going slowly down the Nile! It^vas just before sunrise, and the 
softest hues w’ere spreading all over the horizon. Thoshores were cover¬ 
ed with groves of palm, among which were numerous" villages, while 
here and there the white thin minaret rose into the air, and a universal 
stillness reigned throughout the scene. It was imj^ossible to find one¬ 
self, for the first time, on this erfebrated river without the liveliest 
emotion. The boat stopped for sonic hours at the town of Foua. 
Having bathed in tlie river, I walked through the town: though so 
early, the shops were open, and fruit sdling in the streets; more than 
one good Moslem, who had just risen from his bed, had taken his 
seat without his door, and with the Koran in his hand, was reading the 
Prophet’s splendid promises, or teaching his child liis prayers. Even 
in this town there werif twelve mosques, and the Muezzin, from the top 
of the minaret, had begun to call to prayers. This cry, in so still a 
country as Egypt, and heard at the daqp or night from a distance, lias 
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an eflect the most beautiful and solemn that can be conceived. The 
Orientals choose those who have the niosit powerful and melodious 
voices for this service. Often on the Nile in Upper Egypt, when the 
silence of the desert has been around, that cry has come from afar:— 
“ There is but one God—God alone is great and eternal, and Moham¬ 
med is his prophetf’ like the voice of an undying being calling from the 
upper air. The Nile is, in general, a calm and beautiful river, about a 
quarter or half a mile wide, frequently less, but during the inundation 
it often spreads two or three miles in width. Having returned on 
board, instead of some rice and a piece of buffalo, which 1 had pictured 
might be the fare in Egypt, I found a traveller might have his luxuries 
here as well as ip more civilized lands, as my breakfast consisted of new 
bread, milk warm from the cow, coffee of the East, delicious grapes, and 
fresh cheese. On board \vere a number of passengers of various de¬ 
scriptions. Among them was a Janizary above the common rank, on 
his way to Cairo, where he had a home; he was a little man, well 
dressed and armed, and amused himself with abusing the Arabs; and 
having spread his handsome carpet on the deck, and reclined on it with 
his pipe, he looked about him like a fhrd: he had tlirce or four mis¬ 
tresses. On the deck, beneath a canopy, and attended by her black 
slaves, sat an Egyptian lady; she sometimes allowed a portion of her 
features to appear, and, though in general ^hrouded from view, con¬ 
trived to see very well all that was going on upon deck, as we found by 
the occasional loud peals of laughter that came from behind the curtain: 
once or twice she sent us a present of some sweetmeats. In a small 
cabin adjoining ours, were two Frenchmen, who laughed and talked as 
if they were in Paris, took their meals d la Fran^aise, the deJeinH- a h 
fourchettc at eleven, and dined at six in defiance of Orientalism: there 
were sundry other p^issengers of less note. Our progress was rather 
slow, as the crew appeared indifferent sailors; but nothing covdd be more 
lovely than to glide along'at night in the calm cloudless moonlight: amidst 
such scenery it rvas difticidt to close bne’s eyes in sleep. The effect of 
the moonlight on the eyes in this country is singularly injurtous : the 
natives tell you, asTfound they also afterwards did in Arabia, always 
to cover y®ur eyes when you sleep in the open air. It is rather strange 
that passage in the P^ltlms, “ the sun shall not strike thee by day, nor 
the moon by night,” should not have been thus illustrated, as the allu¬ 
sion seems direct. The moon here really strikes and affects the sight, 
when you sleep exposed to it, much more than the sun: a fact, of which 
I had a very unpleasant proof one night, and took care to guard against 
afterwards: indeed the sight of a person, who slept with his face ex¬ 
posed at night, wouljJ soon be utterly impaired or destroyed. On the 
second day a very distressing circufnstance happened. Our Reis, or 
captain, was a respectable and venerable old man, very devout; and 
it being past mid-day, and the j^essel crowded with passengers, he was 
anxious to be as retired as possible at his afternoon prayers, and went 
into the small boat astern. He had knelt and turned his face to Mecca, 
and was quite absorbed in his religious exercises, his long white beard 
and tranquil features, with his position, presenting a meet picture of 
Oriental devotion, when in making one of his prostrations he bowed too 
low, and losing his balance, plunged headlong into the Nile. The alarm 
was instantly spread, and “Thcil^eis, the Keis is in the water!” resounded 
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from all parts of the ship. The vessel w'as going at a rapid rate, and we 
saw him borne down by the stream for some distance, buffeting witli 
the waves, and uttering feeble cries. Three Arabs, who were good 
swimmers, plunged overboard, but they were unable to overtake him. 
The old man’s life was quite thrown away : had the ship been backed 
immediately, he would have been saved; but the (mnfusion on board 
was so great, that this was neglected. His son, a tali young Egyptian, 
walked to and fro for some time on the shore opposite to where his 
father sunk, uttering loud lamentations, and calling sadly on All, Ali, 
the name of the old man. 

On the fourth morning I landed with Michelle, and took a long 
walk by the shore, till we came to an Arab village, with a few date- 
trees around it. It was built as all the Egyptian villages are, of un¬ 
burnt brick; the houses consist only of one^ory, and the earth-floor 
is partly covered with rush-mats, and seats of earth, a few feet high, are 
raised next the wall, and covered with mats as a divan. We succeeded 
at one of the huts in procuring a bowl of delicious new milk, and some 
hot unleavened cakes baked on the hearth: Michelle having bought a 
couple of fowls at another cott?,ge, prepared one for dressing, as it was 
uncertain what time we should rejoin the ship. One of the Arab 
women undertook to cook the fowl, and carried it into the sanctuary of 
her house, which we were not suffered to defile by our presence: the 
Sultan could not be morif watchful of his seraglio than these women, 
though they could not have a better guard to their honour than by put¬ 
ting one of their own foces at the entrance, for they were excessively 
plain. These people were of a dark complexion, and imprint their 
names in Arabic on their wrists; and the women have a similar indelible 
mark, stained with a green colour, extending from the mouth to the 
chin. At last, having seated ourselves under the shade of a wall, 
amidst a crowd of Arabs, some naked and some jlothedjthe fowl made 
its appearance, swimming like a great frog in a Jarge vessel of hot water, 
and we had to tear it in pieces wi^i our fingers. These people are very 
indolcnt^re seldom seen at work in the fields; and though the Nile has 
plenty of fish, they do not care to be at the troubhkof catching them. 

On the Monday morning we entered Boulac, the ^ port of Grand 
Cairo. Our effects being put on a camel, and having' proftired asses, 
we proceeded a mile and a liaJf to the consular nousc, passing, ere we 
arrived at the city, through large 'uninhabited tracts, covered with 
sand, and enormous heaps of rubbish, the ruins of the old city. The 
day before, we passed near the village where the family and relations 
of the unfortunate old Reis lived. His son landed tliere to meet a 
number of friends who drew near ; and when the latter understood the 
unhappy death of the father, they began to mour» in a loud voice, and 
for a good while continued to join their tears and wailings, striking 
their breasts and clasping their hands. The Orientals, on tlic various 
occasions I have had of observing thefn, express with great force and 
simplicity the stronger emotions of the soul, of sorrow, of joy, or at 
meeting after a long separation. 

The parting of a Turkish family in Greece, when death luiiig over 
every member of them—the meeting of (wo friendly tiibcs of Arabs in 
the desert,—wore scones never to be erased from my remembrance. 
Mr. Salt, the Consul-general, who was at Alexandria on our arrival 
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there, having handsomely requested us to make his house our Iiottio 
during our stay at Cairo, we proceeded thither. It is in a very retired 
situation, the approach being through narrow streets and passages. It 
was now tlie month of August; and though the wcatlter was very sultry, 
I did not in general find the heat oppressive, except when walking out 
at midday. The purity and charm of the mornings and evenings in 
this splendid climate are very great: a cloud is scarcely to be seen in 
the sky; or, when visible, it is of the most transparent whiteness. 

In Cairo you seek in vain to realise the magnificent descriptions of 
the Oriental writers ; hut it is not fair to form a judgment of its ancient 
glory from its present appearance. The immense hills of rubbisli on 
all sides of the city, which have been accumulating for ages, and which 
are still increased by what is brought out from Cairo daily on the backs 
of mules, prove the superior magnitude of the old city. But with re¬ 
gard to the general mass'Of the buildings, the modern capital is per¬ 
haps as splendid as the famous “ Masr” of old: the palaces of the 
caliphs, and some other public buildings, might have beautified it, but 
most of the streets in Cairo have an extremely antique appearance, and 
present in architecture and materials, no^doubt, a picture of what it was 
formerly. In extent it is very inferior to Constantinople, and contains 
about two hundred and fifty thousand inhabitants. But much of the 
former is taken up with gardens, whereas Cairo is almost destitute of 
those elegances. The houses are built of brifli: of a dirty colour, and are 
more lofty, and the streets are w'idcr, tlian those of the capital of 
Turkey. The windows of lattice or frame-work of wood often project 
a couple of feet beyond the wall, and admit the view of what is passing 
without, and are at the same time screened from observation : here the 
inhabitants love to sit. The interior of tlie houses, from their construc¬ 
tion and the position of the windows, has scarcely any sun,—coolness 
and shade being stiulied as much as possible. I'lie streets are unpaved, 
but hard ; and to allay the dust and keep them cool, the inhabitants 
throw water over them. Camels, loaded with skins of water, are almost 
continually driven through them, and the water flows out on^ the path 
as they go along. ^ traveller is soon convinced that the Orientals 
judge rightly in building tlieir capitals with such narrow streets; it is 
quite a lujwry in this climate to enter one. The height of the houses, 
and the projection o^he upper stories, keep them always cool and 
shaded, and the burning sun is excluded. This city is chiefly supplied 
with water from the Nile, in tlfc conveyance of which to the different 
dwellings a vast nifitnber of camels are daily employed. The houses 
have all terraced toofs, and that of the Consul’s commands an extensive 
view of the city. It is delightful to rise by night and walk there in the 
brilliant moonlight, Mijiiich has the apj)earance of a tranquil and beautiful 
day: you can see to read with perfect ease. From thence you can look 
all around on the terraces of other dwellings, on which numbers of tlie 
inhabitants lie buried in sleep, c During the greater part of the night 
you hear no sound in this wide capital, not even the tread of a passing 
traveller or houseless Arab; nothing disturbs the impressive tranquillity 
of the hour, which strikes on the imagination. The lonely palm-trees, 
scattered at intervals around, and rising high above the houses, are the 
only objects which break the view. The habits of life of the Europeans 
resident at Cairo are very regular: you find individuals of Spain, 
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France, Italy, Germany, &c., many of whom live in good style, and 
give handsome entertainments occasionally. One cannot find the com¬ 
forts of an English breakfast at Cairo : a cup of coffee and a piece of 
bread are ready at an early hour for whoever chooses ; at midday comes 
a luxurious dinner, of foreign cookery, with the wines of Europe and 
fruits of the East; and seven in the evening introduce! supper,—another 
substantial meal, though rather less profuse than the dinner; and by 
ten o’clock most of the family retire. This is not the way of living best 
adapted to the climate, which seems to require only a slight refreshment 
during the sultry hours, and the solid meal to be reserved till the 
cool of the day. There is no good, market to be found at Cairo ; ex¬ 
cellent mutton is always to be had, but dther meats arc difficult to be 
procured ; of wine there is none save what is imported,'and this is very 
dear, and not of good quality. The oranggg,. and bananas of Rosetta, 
which are brought to Cairo, the fresh figs, almonds, and other nuts, 
and pomegranates, afford an excellent dessert. A singular luxury in 
this city, as well as in every other in the East, is the Caimac, or clouted 
cream, exactly the same as that made in Devonshire and Cornwall, and 
manufactured in the same maniler. It is cried about the streets, fresh 
every morning, and is sold on small plates ; and in a place where butter 
is never seen, it is a rich and welcome substitute. Many European 
ladies of different nations reside at Cairo, being married to Frank 
merchants : some of thestf are very agreeable women, and appear con¬ 
tented and happy with their situation. It is curious that you meet with 
wpmen of every civ ilized land settled in the Eastern cities, save those of 
England. Scarcely ever will you find one of our own countrywomen 
living in climates and among customs so different from her own, though 
most of the English merchants are unmarried from this very reason. 
The want of the spirit of enterprise and the over-attachment to their own 
comforts are probably the causes which keep oiit ladies at home, or 
would make tliem unhappy abroad. I knew two who were settled in 
tlie East, but they were always complaining, and mourning after England. 

The Idth of August was the day fixed on for the celebrated cutting 
of the bank ol tlic Nile ; a time of great rejoicing*with the Egyptians, 
tlie inundation being now at its height. It is the custon^for a vast 
number of people of different nations to" asscjjtblc and pass the night 
near the appointed spot. We resolved to go and mingle among them, 
not doubting that something highly imeresting would occur. We ar¬ 
rived at the place about eight at night, it being dist{^nt a few miles from 
the city: there was firing of cannon, illuminations in their way, and 
exhibitions of fireworks. The shores of the Nile for a long way down 
from Boulac were covered with groups of people, some seated beneath 
the large-spreading sycamores, .smoking; othirs gathered around 
parties of Arabs, who were dancing with infinite gaiety and pleasure, 
and uttering loud exclamations of joy, affording an amusing contrast 
to the passionless demeanour and tranquil features of their Moslem 
oppressors. After some time, we crossed to tlie opposite shore: the 
scene was here much more interesting; ranks of people were closely 
seated on the shelving banks of the Nile, and behind them was a long 
line of persons selling various articles of fruit and eatables. A little to 
the left, amidst widely scattered groups of trees, stood several tents, and 
temporary coffee-houses, canopied over, and lightCid with lamps. Per- 
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petually moving over this scene, which, both shores and river, and 
groups of palms, was illumined by the most brilliant moonlight, were 
seen Albanian soldiers in their national costume, Nubians from the 
burning clime of farther Egypt, Mamelukes, Arabs, and Turks. At a 
number of small sheds, each of which had its light, or small dre, you 
might have meat, fish, &c. ready dressed. We entered one of the 
coffee-houses, or large tents, to the top of which a row of lamps was 
suspended; and, being open in front, we could sip the refreshing beve¬ 
rage, and still enjoy the animated spectacle around. Being much fa¬ 
tigued, I wrapped ray cloak round me, and slept for a couple of hours 
upon a rush-mat on the floor, so soundly as to hear nothing of a loud and 
desi)erate cpiarrel between some Arabs and Albanians in the same tent; 
but there was little cause for uneasiness in any situation, while my faith¬ 
ful Michelle was near; he knew so ^well the manners of these people, and 
possessed such perfect presence of mind. The night was wearing fast 
away, and, leaving the tent, we again joined the various parties in the 
Shade or on the shore; some feasting and dancing, others buried in sleep. 
The other side of the beautiful river^ which shone like glass in the 
splendid light, still presented a gay appearance ; lights moving to and 
fro amidst the trees, boats pushing ofl’with new comers, and sounds of 
gaiety, with the firing of muscpietry being still liearcl. 

At last day broke, and soon after the rep(^t of a cannon announced 
that the event so ardently wished for was at hand. Wc proceeded to 
the spot, around wdiich immense crowds were rapidly gatliering. The 
high and shelving banks of the canal, into which the Nile was to be 
admitted, were crowded with spectators. We obtained an excellent 
situation for observing the ceremony, by fortunately meeting with 
Osmin, a Scotch renegade, but a highly respectable man, and the con¬ 
fidential servant of Mr. Salt, The Kiaya Bey, the chief minister of the 
Pacha, soon arrived with his guards, and took his seat on the summit of 
the opposite bank. A ‘number of Arabs now began to dig down the 
dyke which confined the Nile, the bosom of which was covered with a 
number of pleasure-boats, full of people, waiting to sail down-the canal 
through the city. '^Already the mound was only partly demolished, 
when the«increasing dampness and shaking of the earth induced the 
workmen to leave offi. Several Arabs then plunged into the stream, 
and, exerting all their strength to push down the remaining part, some 
openings w'ere soon made, and fhe river broke through with irresistible 
violence. For some time it was like the rushing of a cataract. Accord¬ 
ing to custom, the Kiaya Bey distributed a good sura of money, throw¬ 
ing it into the bed of the canal below, where a great many men and 
boys scrambled for i|j(. Several of them had a sort of net, fastened on 
the top of a pole, to catch the money as it fell. It was an amusing 
scene, as the water gathered fast rouml them, to see them strugglihg 
and groping amidst the waves for the coin ; but the violence of the tor¬ 
rent soon bore them away ; and there were some who liad lingered to 
the last, and now sought to save themselves by swimming, still buffeting 
the waves and grasping at the money showered down, and diving after 
it as it disappeariCd. Unfortunately this sport every year costs a few 
lives, and one you.ng man was drowned this morning. The different 
vessels, long ere the lall had subsided, rushed into the canal and entered 
the city, their decks crowded with all ranks, uttering loud exclamations 
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of joy. The overflowing of the Nile is the richest blessing of heaven to 
the Egyptians : as it finds its way gradually into the various parts of the 
city and neighbourhood, the inhabitants crowd to d^ink of, and wash in 
it, and rejoice in its progress. The vast square, called the Birket, 
which on our arrival presented a sad .and dreary area, was now turned 
into a novel and beautiful scene, being covered wkh an expanse of 
water, out of the bosom of which arose the fine sycamore trees. On 
one side of this square is a palace of the Pacha; on the opposite side is 
the Coptic quarter:—the palace of the chief of the Mamelukes, of a poor 
appearance, with some houses, fortifications, and ruins, form the rest of 
this square. In walking round the ’city, and observing so many flat 
and naked parts, destitute of verdure, and encompassed with piles of 
ruins, one can hardly conceive how the waters can ever reach them; 
but every day, after the cutting of thp bank,.^ is interesting to see how 
silently and irresistibly space after space is changed from a dreary, 
useless desert, into a smiling bed of water, which brings health and 
abundance with it. The sounds of joy and festivity, of music and songsj 
arc now heard all over the city, ^ith cries of “ Allah, Allah,” and thanks 
to the Divine bounty for so inestimable a blessing. 


THE SA^HlElCIt OF IPIllGENlA. 

AiTctr df /f«l KXtfiovas irarpifovs 
nap' ovSft', alwva •rrap9fvewv r, 

’'EBevro (piAdfiaxoi PpaSets.—. 

Tnii Prophet spoke ; the Father heard, 

And shudder’d at each awful word 
Which, utter’d by that white-robed seer. 
Smote deeply on his startled ear; 

—“ And is it thus,” he wildly cried, ^ 

“ And may no blood save thine boshed. 

My daughter? They, my earliest pride. 
The sunbeam of iny w'intry years. 

On whom 1 rested hojjes and fears, 

Shalt thou be number’d with the dead? 
Thine ’twere a meeler task to fling 
Fresh flowerets o’er my pictured nrwf 
And bearing first-fruits of tlje spri"g. 

And bidding Argive maid^ts mourn. 

To soothe, with rites all tluly paid. 

Thy father’s solitary shade, * 

Than thus, in virgin beauty given 
A s])oticss victim to the skies. 

Thy soul should seek its native heaveij^ 

A sinful sire’s atoiting sacrifice. 

Yet. as 1 gaze, and sazing weep, 

The north wind’s wrath is heard on high 
The breaker sounds along*lhe deep, 

'J’hc storm is brooding in the sky j 
And here a thousand sails are set, 

All idly to the opposing blast; 

And here, in fruitless council met, 

W'e ponder upon injuries past, 

And muttering curses to the main, 

And vows of vengeance made in vain, 
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Still linger. O’er the troublous sea 
The occan-spirit summons thee. 

And voices mingling with the wave 
Have doom’d thee to a fearful grave. 

—Andwouldst thou bid thy father’s name 
Be brandetl with a traitor’s shame ?— 

Sht'.il after-time to mockery give 
The sire, who chose his child to live. 
Rather than, leading to the hght 
A Grecian people’s warrior might. 

With snow-white crests all proudly glancing 
Where Hellespont’s blue waves arc dancing. 
On peijurcd 7 roy’s devoted shore 
A dreadful retribution pour !”— 

H'e ceased, and in his half-closed eye 
Flash’d for\k-unutterfd agony; 

And thoughts of death were blended there, 
Aitd inward workings of despair. 

And memories of the past, tnat stole 
In tumult o’er his shuddering soul. 

But of the darkness of his*J|ot 

All other outward sign was none ; 

He stood, as though he trembled not 
For her, his best-beloved one. 

He gave the word : the priestli-obey’d ; 

The victim on the shrine was laid, 

And, shrouded in her salfron vest. 

She meekly bowed to meet her doom. 

No power withstood the Chief’s behest. 

To snatch her from an early tomb. 

Alute, like a form of stone, she seem’d. 

Save that, as on the King it beam’d, 

Withijx her blue eye’s tremulous gaze 
Some feeling yet survived, which spoke 
Remembrhnce of those happy days. 

When in her father’s lioll sne woke 
Sweet music’s voice, or to the skies 
Join’i^'in the hymn of sacrifice. 

That dreadful deed was wrought at last— 
The wild waves knew the changing blast; 

A thousmid oars prepared to sweep 
The freshening seas, a thousand sails 
Quiver’d upon thtf'western gales— 
The<3tormy Pa:an rung along the deep. 

“ Away, away, the rites are paid. 

And vengeance, which hath long delay’d. 
With heavier, surer, deadlier blow 
Shall fey the lordly citjtlow : 

Away—away—” But he, their chief, 

Nor heard those sontids, nor long’d to hear; 
He felt a father’s iF'^deiiing grief; 

His daughter’s groans were on his ear:— 
And, oh! through many a distant year, 

’Mid festive shout, or battle’s din. 

The quenchless memory burn’d within 
Of her whom, in her purity. 

His ruthless voice had doom’d to die. 
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CAPTAIN parry’s SECOND VOYAGE.* 

We would gladly have deferred our notice of this highly interesting 
publication until our July number, when it would have furnished a most 
cooling and pleasant article; but as the impatience of our readers is not 
to be reasoned with, we have ventured, even at this season, upon the 
icy task of reviewing it, and they may now enjoy the satisfaction of 
shivering over its freezing details. With the result oflhe former expe¬ 
dition every one is acquainted. The zeal apd ability displayed by Cap¬ 
tain Parry upon that occasion were such 4s to induce the fullest confi¬ 
dence in his talents, in case of another attempt: and accordingly, when 
it was determined to repeat tlie experiment, he was immediately placed 
in command of the new expedition. The Fury, a vessel of 372 tons, 
was equipped for the purpose; and the Hecla was recommissioned by 
(’aptain Lyon. In preparing their vessels, the estperiencc of their 
former voyage enabled the adventurers to#adopt many precautions 
against the dangers of the navigation and the severities of the climate. 
An excellent stove was erected to supply the ships with warm air, the 
sides of the vessels were covered with a close lining of cork to prevent 
the rapid escape of the warmth^ and large supplies of warm clothing 
were laid in. In victualling the ships many improvements were made, 
and a stock of preserved meat was put on board sufficient to last for 
tliree years. The catalogue of delicacies, mentioned by Captain Parry 
in the Introduction, absolutqly makes us hungry while we write; “ a few 
casks of beef, corned expressly for our use,”—“ vegetable and concen¬ 
trated-meat soups,”—“ carrots preserved in tin cases, by Messrs. Gam¬ 
ble and Co.”—“ cranberries, lemon-marmalade, tamarinds, pickled wal¬ 
nuts and cabbage and to all these must be added “ spirits at thirty- 
five per cent, above proof,” and vinegar “ concentrated to one-seventh 
of the ordinary bulk.” The officers who accompanied tlie former expe¬ 
ditions volunteered their services on the present qijpasion, and such of 
them were reappointed as the establishment admitted. The Rev. Mr. 
Fisher was named chaplain and astronomer; ancl thus provided and ap¬ 
pointed, the expedition on the 8th oT May, 1821, left the Nore. 

After eftcountering some perils, the expedition jp the beginning of 
August arrived off Southampton Island, when it became necessary for 
Captain Parry to determine the course of his operations. Afi»r mature 
deliberation he resolved to sail tlirough the Frozen Strait, and search 
for a passage to the westward through Repulse Bay ; but it was soon 
ascertained that no such passage exists, and the expedition returned to 
the eastward through tlie Frozen Strait. Every opp(frtum'ty was taken 
of examining the coasts by boats and walking-parties, and on these oc¬ 
casions many traces of the Esquimaux were found. <The rein-deer were 
numerous; and a large one was shot by one of the#nen, who, after the 
animal had fallen, struck it a blow 5n the head with the butt-end of his 
piece, and leaving it for dead, ran for a knife to bleed and skin it. 
The deer, however, did not wait for 4his operation, but very com¬ 
posedly got upon his legs, swam across a lake, and escaped. The exa- 
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mination of the coast was continued till nearly the middle of October, 
and more than two hundred leagues in extent were discovered and 
minutely explored. In prosecuting these discoveries, Captain Parry 
exercised his undoubted privilege of immortalizing all his friends, re¬ 
latives, and patroijs, by bestowing their names upon capes, creehs, 
straits, bays, points,i inlets, and islands. Any gentleman desirous of 
lasting fame might have secured it by making interest with the Captain ; 
and should he ag^iin adventure into the Arctic Seas, and should the re¬ 
quest be thought not too presumptuous, we woidd petition that our own 
puldication may be immortalized in Point New Monthly. 

The navigable season now making a rapid retreat, the ships were re¬ 
moved into winter-quarters, and arrangements were made for passing 

* this dreary season in as much security and comfort as circumstances 
might afford. Due provision being made for the economical expendi¬ 
ture of the stores, and for the maintenance of cleanliness amongst the 
crew, it bec-ame necessary to devise some mode both of entertainment 
and employment for the men; and accordingly, as on a former occasion, 
a series of theatrical exhibitions was set on foot, much to the amuse¬ 
ment of all the parties concerned. Captain Lyon was the manager; 
and as some preparation had been ma^le previously to leaving England, 
a very respectable theatre was soon constructed on board the Fury. On 
the otiicr evenings a school was csUiblishcd in each of the ships, at which 
a great number of the men continued to attend with laudable assiduity 
the whole of the winter. An observatory ah;p was erected on shore, for 
■the purpose of prosecuting astronomical observations. The officers, by 
way of beguiling the long winter-hours, occasionally held a concert, 
such as the musical talents of the expedition afforded. “ i^Iorc skilful 
amateurs in music,” says Captain Parry, “ might well have smiled at 
these our humble concerts ; but it will not incline them to think less of 
the science they admire, to be asstired that, in these remote and desolate 
regions of the globgj, it has often furnished us with the most pleasurable 
sensations which our situation w’as capable of affording.” In this man¬ 
ner the winter wore away. 

Early in February 1822, a numbbr of the Esquimaux came down to 
the vessels, and w^e accompanied to their habitations by ^me of the 
officers. Their houses, which were built entirely of snow, were con¬ 
structed with the greatest ingenuity, with blocks of snow so cut as to 

• form a substantial arftJied apartment, into which the light was admitted 
through a circular window of ice. These Esquimaux appear to have 
been a much more decent raee of people than those who have held 
more frequent intercourse with the Europeans. They neither cried 
“ pilleldi/” (give), nor saved the strangers the trouble of giving—a cus¬ 
tom much ill vogue amongst some of the Esquimaux. With this party 
of the natives a frequent intercourse was kept up, and full opportuni¬ 
ties were afforded of becoming acquainted with their habits and dispo¬ 
sitions. The officers gave a concert to the ladies, wl^o, in their turn, 
favoured them with some vocaj. music. During this harmonious scene. 
Captain Lyon, like a cunning limner, took the opportunity of sketching 
some of these hyperborean St. Cecilias; “ especially Togolat, the 
prettiest of the party. She was about six-and-twenty years of age, 
with a face more oval than that of Esquimaux in general, very pretty 
eyes and mouth, teeth remarkably white and regular; and possessed in 
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her carriage and manners a degree of natural gracefidness which could 
not be hid even under the disguise-of an Esquimaux woman’s dress, 
and, as was usual with Togolat, the dirtiest face of her whole tribe.” 
Upon several occasions the voyagers had an opportunity of observing 
the Esquimaux mode of seal-hunting, as well as of seal-eating; tlie last 
by no means a delicate operation. The intestines being taken out, and 
“ the blood baled up” and “ the ribs divided,” “ all ^hc loose scraps 
were put into the pot for immediate use, except such as the two 
butchers now and then crammed into their own mouths, or distributed 
to the numerous and eager hy-standers, for still more immediate con¬ 
sumption. Of these morsels the children came in for no small share : 
every little urchin that could find its way to the slaughter-house,, 
running eagerly in, and between the legs of the men and women, pre¬ 
senting its mouth for a large lump of raw flesh, just ,as an English 
child of the same age might do for a piece of siigarcandy.” On the 
2Gth of February the theatre closed. * ^ 

In the early part of March it was determined to despatch a party 
across Winter Island; and the command of it was entrusted to Captain 
Lyon, who narrowly escaped perishing, with all his companions, in con¬ 
sequence of a high gale and strojflg snow-drift which overtook them on 
their journey. The short narrative which he gives, reminds us of the 
dreadful sufferings of Captain Franklin and his party. Having 
pitched their tents for the night, a hole was with difficulty dug in the 
snow, into which they all Wuldlcd; and lighting a fire, contrived, by 
suffering none of the smoke to escape, to raise the temperature to 20", 
while on the outside it was 2.5” below zero. The next morning they re¬ 
solved to attempt returning to the ships (about six miles). After wan¬ 
dering for some time, they became completely bewildered, and several 
of the party “ began to exhibit symptoms of that horrid kind of insen¬ 
sibility which is the prelude to sleep. They all professed extreme 
willingness to do what they were told in order to li*ep in exercise, but 
none obeyed: on the contrary, they reeled abtpit like drunken men.” 
Poor Sergeant Spackman was repeatedly told that his nose was frozen, 
but paid np attention to the admonition. The picture of the Sergeant’s 
situation is really terrific. “ The frost-bite had extended over one side 
of his face, xohich was frozen as hard as a niaskl the eyc-Iids were stiff", and 
one corner of tlie upper lip so drawn iq> as to expose the^eeth and 
gums.” At length, most happily, the wanderers^et with a new-beaten 
track, which led them in ten minutes to tlfe vessels. 

The firm but kind and conciliating 'conduct observed by Captain 
Parry towards the natives, cannot be too highly praised. Upon one 
occasion, information being given that Okotook, one of the Esquimaux, 
was dangerously ill of a pulmonary complaint, he was brought on 
board, accompanied by his wife, Ig^igliuk, the molt intelligent of the 
Esquimaux. The account of his taking his first dose of physic is amu¬ 
sing enough. “ He knew its taste was not pleasant; but this was cer¬ 
tainly not all that he dreaded; for before? he put the eup to his lips with 
one hand, he held his wife by the other, and she by him with both hers, 
as though th^ expected an- explosion, or some such catastrophe, as the 
immediate effect of the potion; nor did he venture to relinquish his 
hold till the taste began to leave his mouth.” The patient recovered, 
and, with the customary ingratitude of his countrymen, which appears 
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to be their most odious characteristic, took leave of his benefactors 
without a single word of acknowledgment. 

In May, the weather becoming milder, another travelling party was 
despatched to the Northward, for the purpose of making further obser¬ 
vations in that direction. This excursion employed about twelve days, 
but was not productive of any very interesting information. Towards 
the middle of tho. month, a number of the Esquimaux established their 
snow-tents near the vessels, where they remained some days, and on 
their departure were presented with “ a couple of boarding-pikes, some 
knives, and several tin-canisters filled with bread-dust, for their journey.” 
These marvellous acquisitions “ threw them into immoderate fits of 
* laughter, almost amounting to .hysterics, which were succeeded by 
tears." There appears to have been considerable danger of their in¬ 
tellects sufFeririg, as those of wiser people have done, % these sudden 
influxes of prosperity. On another occasion “ the women screamed in 
a convulsive manner at every thing they received, and cried for five 
minutes together with the excess of their joy.” So backward was the 
season this year, that it was not until July that, after much exertion 
and sawing the ice, the vessels were eoablcd to leave their winter sta¬ 
tion ; in accomplishing which, they wefvi exposed to extreme peril, from 
the breaking up of the ice. The good citizens of London, at the con¬ 
clusion of a severe frost, may be seen gazing with groat admiration at 
the plates of ice which float down the Thames and force their way 
through the bridges ; but w'hat would they Uiink of a heavy floe some 
miles in length, driving fast tovvard.s them ?” The crew of the Fury 
must have suffered no small degree of anxiety, when exposed to a pos-‘ 
sible collision with this floating continent of ice; they beheld it “ come 
in contact, at the rate of a mile and a half an hour, with a point of the 
land-ice left the preceding night by its own separation, breaking it up 
with a tremendous cra.sh, and forcing numberless immense masse.s, 
perhaps many tons in weight, to the height, of fifty or sixty feet, 
whence they quickly tolled down on the inner or land-side, and 
were as quickly succeeded by a fresh supply. Having escaped these 
dangers, the expedition proceeded in a northwardly course, until 
arriving off the s^aif, afterwards called the Strait of the Fury and 
Hecla, tltfjy found their further progress opposed by a fixed barrier of 
ice. Landing on the^jsland of Igloolik, they had an opportunity of ob¬ 
serving something of the sunjraer habits of the Esquimaux, from whom 
they received some valuable geographical information. On a former 
occasion Captain Parry resorted to the same source of intelligence, and 
the maps which were theo drawn by Igligliuk, “ the wise woman,” as the 
sailors called her, are inserted in the present volume. Towards the 
conclusion of July,^Captain Lyon and one of his men accompanied a 
party of the natives on an excursion of some days, and were hospitably 
entertained at the mansions of their conductors. The place of honour, 
the deer-skin seat, was cleared for the Captain’s reception, and a por¬ 
tion of the tent was screened o*tf for him, where at night ho went com¬ 
fortably to sleep. He was, however, awakened, no doubt much to his 
surprise, “ by a feeling of great warmth,” and “ found himself covered 
by a large deer-skin, imder which lay his friend, liis two wives, and 
their favourite puppy, all fast asleep and stark-naked.” On the follow¬ 
ing day he was invited to a soiree dansante, where he found eighteen 
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ladies sitting round the tent, with the two gentlemen performers, tlic 
dancer and his assistant, standing in the middle. ** Tlie assistant, when 
the principal had pretty well exhausted himself, walked gravely up to 
him, and taking his head between his hands, performed a ceremony 
called Koo-nik, which is rubbing noses, to the great amajsement ana 
amidst the plaudits of the company. After this, as if much refreshed, 
he resumed his performance, occasionally, however, taking a koo'iiik 
to enliven bimseff end the spectators.” The Captain, in his turn, was 
required to display hip saltatory abilities ; and afterwards performed the 
koo-nik with the prettiest of the Esquimaux ladies. The nose is a fa*. 
vourite organ of salutation in many parts Of the world : in New Zed^'^ 
land, according to Captain Cruise, friends and relatives who have been 
long absent, will, on meeting, sit nosc-to-nose for a full half hour. 

The navigable season was now rapidly closing, and the progress of 
the vessels in the direction in which, from th«f testimony of the Esqui¬ 
maux, there was every reason to believe the most important discoveries 
might be made, was still rendered impossible by tlic ice. Foiled in the 
attempt to force the vessisls forward, Captain Parry and a small piwty 
proceeded overland; and after fpur days’ journey, had tlie satisfaction 
of arriving at the extreme northern point of the Peninsula, where they 
discovered the sea stretching to thd Whstward, and hailed it with three 
cheers. On the 20th of August the party again reached the ships. The 
observations made upon thi#and other excursions, all tended to confirm 
the idea, that the desired passage might be attained through the Strait 
of the Fury and Hecla, though the attempt for the present season was 
impracticable. Captain Parry therefore, having advised with his senior 
officers, resolved to return to the Eastward in search of winter-quarters; 
in which the ships were placed at the end of October, after a long and 
fatiguing process of sawing a canal through the ice. Here the Expe¬ 
dition was visited by many of the Esquimaux, and^amongst them by 
some of their old Winter Island friends, whose company effiivened the 
dreary months of the winter, mote c^specially as the distance of the two 
ships precluded the renewal of the dramatic entertainments. The 
schools, however, were resumed, and, as before, wall attended by the 
men. Nothing could exceed the kindness displayed by Captain Parry 
and Captain Lyon towards the poor Esquimaux. Several of (hem who 
were afflicted w’ith sickness, were comfortably lodged in the sick-bay of 
the ships; and on the number of patient^ increasing, a proposal was 
made to build an hospital for the use of the natives, “ and a plan for the 
building, medical attendance, and victualling, was immediately settllft, 
with a degree of cordiality and zeal,” adds Captain Parry, “ which I 
can never forget.” To victual the hospital was rather a serious matter, 
for one of the patients who had reqpived a severe ^ouiid in tlie leg, 
consumed four pounds of solid meat, in addition to about as much more 
which he received from his friends. The gastric capacities of tlie Es¬ 
quimaux are certainly extraordinary. A4joy, scarcely full grown, was 
allowed to help himself freely from the stores, and in twenty hours 
despatched the following quantities of solids and fluids: 

Sea-horse flesh, hard frozen . . 1 d)s. 4 oc. 

Ditto, boiled ..*..44 

Bread and bread dust . . 112 


2 II 


VOL. X. NO. XLI. 


10 4 



458 


Captain Parry's Second Voyage. 

Rich gravy soup . • . . 11 pint 

Raw spirits . .... 3 wine-glasses 

Strong grog.1 tumbler 

Water . , . ... . . 1 gallon 1 pint. 

After this we wer^ not surprised to read, that at one of their villages 
Captain Lyon met with two young men, “ one of whom was slowly 
recovering from ii.n illness occasioned by excessive eating, and the other 
had just fallen sick from the same cause, but was relieved by bleeding." 

As the year 1823 advanced, it became necessary for Captain Parry 
to determine finally the course which it was proper to pursue. It had 
in the previous winter been in contemplation to remove the remaining 
stores of the Hecia to the Fury, to despatch the former vessel to Eng¬ 
land, while .the latter, under the command of Captain Parry, should 
remain another winter, with the object of prosecuting the attempt in the 
ensuing year. The health, of the,crews, however, was evidently yield¬ 
ing to the climate; and after mature consultation with the medical men, 
and by the advice of Captain Lyon, the commander of the Expedition 
finally resolved to return to England. On |he lOth of October, the 
ships put into Lerwick in the Shetland^fslands, where they were greeted 
widi ringing of bells and a public illuimnation in the evening. 

The result of this Expedition,!, though not successful, is yet highly 
satisfactory. It has strengthened the conviction, not only of the exist¬ 
ence of a North-West passage, but of tli^ ultimate practicability of 
accomplishing that passage. A strong presumption, as Captain Parry 
remarks, arises from the recent discoveries in these regions, that the 
Continent of America does not in any part extend far beyond the 70tli 
or 71st parallel of latitude. That the sea is sometimes navigable upon 
the northern shores of America, has been ascertained by Captain Frank¬ 
lin ; but the difficulty of approaching this sea on tlie Eastern or Atlantic 
side is still to be^overcome. Captain Parry is of opinion that this 
difficulty is not insuperable, and that the route pursued by the present 
Expedition is the one Best calculated to ensure eventual success, “ For 
my own part,” adds Captain P., “ I never felt more sanguine of ultimate 
success in the ente^rise in wdiich I have lately been engaged,than at the 
present moment; and I cannot but entertain a confident hope that Eng¬ 
land rnayAe yet destined to succeed in an attempt, which has for centu¬ 
ries past engaged hvr attention, and interested the whole civilized 
world.” Of the high talents^and indefatigable zeal displayed by Cap¬ 
tain Parry and his officers during this Expedition, it is difficult to 
spaak in terms of adequate commendation. Perhaps no two indivi¬ 
duals could have been selected more fit for the prosecution of an enter¬ 
prise like this, than the commander of the Expedition and his able 
coadjutor Captain«Lyon. To the latter gentleman die public are 
indebted for the drawings, from wWch the beautiful prints which orna¬ 
ment the present volume have been engraved. 

At the conclusion of the volume Captain Parry has devoted several 
pages to a further account or the Esquimaux of Melville Peninsula 
and the adjoiiung islands, more particularly Winter Isl^d and Igloolik. 
Of their personal appearance the Captain speaks more highly thnn we 
should be inclined to do, forming our judgment from the representa¬ 
tions of their features which his work contains. The. colour of S'young 
Esquimaux woman, “ when divested of oil and dirt, is scarcely a shade 
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darker than that of a deep brunette; so that the blood is plainly per- 
ceptible when it mounts into the cheeksi’*—“They are by no means," 
continues Captain P., “ an ill-looking people; and there were 
among them three or four grown-up pei;sons of each sex, who, when 
divested of their skin-dresses, their tattooing, and above all, of their 
dirt, might halve been considered pleasing-looking if not handsome 
people, in any town in Europe.” With regard to thefr moral character¬ 
istics, the Esquithaux are a very sdngular race. Amid'all the ignorance 
and privations of savdge life, they dwpkiy-nothing of its ferocity. They 
live without government and without religion, appearing to have no 
idea of the existence of one Supreme Being, though they believe in the 
agency of spirits. ' No authority but thC patriarchal one of parents and 
husbands is known amongst them, and that authority is,seldom subject 
to abuse. The affection and kindness of parents towards their children 
has been remarked by former, travellers, ««nd is the most amiable 
quality which they possess." “The gentleness and docility of the 
children,” says Captain Pari-y, “ are such as to occasion therr parents 
little trouble, and to render severity towards them quite unnecessary. 
Even from their earliest infancy they possess that quiet disposition, 
gentleness of demeanour, and uncommon evenness of temper, for which 
they are in more mature age for the rifost part distinguished. Disobe¬ 
dience is scarcely ever known; a word or even a look from a parent is 
enough; and 1 never saw atfsingle instance of that frowardness and dis¬ 
position to mischief, which with our youth so often require the whole 
attention of a parent to watch over and to correct.” In point of 
honesty the Esquimaux are fully as virtuous as any reasonable moralist 
could expect, and occasionally withstand temptations to which many 
civilized consciences would yield. Their worst qualities appear to be 
ingratitude, selfishness,' and envy. Of their manual arts, and of their 
mode of hunting and living, many curious details arc given in the 
volume before us, to which we can only refer, the reader. Of their 
amusements the following eirtract will give some idea. 

“ It may^be supposed that among so cheerful a people as the Esquimaux 
there are many sports or games practised ; indeed it wawrari^that we visited 
their habitations without seeing some engaged in them, (^e of these our 
gentlemen saw at Winter Island, on an occasion when most the men 
were absent from the huts on a sealing excursion; an^ in this lligliuk was the 
chief performer. Being requested to amuse ^em in'this way, she suddenly 
unbound her hair, plaited it, tied both en^js together to keep it out of the 
way, and then stepping out into the middle of the hut,,began to make the 
most hideous faces that can be conceived, by drawing both lips into fTer 
mouth, poking forward her chin, squinting frightfully, occasionally shutting 
one eye, and moving her head from side to side as if her neck had been dis¬ 
located. This exhibition, which they call ayo/cit-lah^ke*, and which is 
evidently considered an accomplishmem that few of them possess in perfec¬ 
tion, distorts every feature in the most horrible manner imaginable, and 
would, I think, put our most skilful horse-collar grinners quite out of coun¬ 
tenance.” • 

" The next performance consists in looking steadfastly and gravely forward, 
and repeating the words tahak-lfibak, keil>o~keibo, kelang-e-rm-to-eek, kehangem-- 
toeek, amatama, amatartM, in the order in which they arc here placed, but 


* “ This name, ns well as those of the other games I nrti now describing, is given 
in the third person singular of the verb used to esiiresS the iierformance.” 
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each at least four limes, and always by a peculiar modulation of the voice 
speaking them in pairs as they are coupled above. The sound is made to 
proceed from the throat in a way much resembling ventriloquism, to which 
art it is indeed an approach. After the last amalama lligliuk always pointed 
with her finger towards her body, and pronounced the word afigclkook, 
steadily retaining her gfavity for five or six seconds, and then bursting into a 
loud laugh, in which she was joined by all the rest. The women sometimes 
produce a much nfliiore guttural and unnatural sound, repeating principally 
the word ikkeree-ikkeree, coupling them as before, and staring iu such a 
manner as to make their eyes ap^ar ready to burst out of their sockets with 
the exertion. Two or more of%em wifi sometimes stand up face to face, 
and with great quickness and regularity'respond to each other, keeping such 
exact time that the sound apjiears to come from one throat instead of several. 
Very few of the females are possessed of this accomplishiiient, which is called 

f »ltkoo-she-rak-ppke, and it is not uncommon to.see’»everal of the younger 
emales practising it. A third |)arl of the game, distinguished by the word 
keitik'poke, consists only iq fallyig, on each knee alternately; a piece of 
agility which they perform with tolerable qq|ckness, considering the bulky 
and awkward nature of their dress.” 

** The last kind of individual exhibition was still performed by lligliuk ; to 
whom in this, as in almost every thing else, the other women tacitly acknow¬ 
ledged their inferiority, by quietly giving pkee to her on every occasion. She 
now once more came.forward, and lettmglica^arms hang down loosely, and 
bending her body very much forward, snook herself with extreme violence as 
if her whole frame had been strongly convulsed, uttering at the same time, 
in a wild tone of voice, some of the unnatural pounds before mentioned.” 

We have refrained from entering into any scientific details, as the Ap¬ 
pendix, containing tlic most important discovt^riesin Natural History, and 
other similar matters, has not yet been published. * 


WCNTEK SONG. TO MY WIFE. 

Ths birds that sang so sweet in the summer skies are lied. 

And we trample under foot leai^s that flutter’d o’er our head; 

The verdant fields of June wear a winding-sheet of white, • 

The stream ha^iost its tune, and the glancing waves^their light. 

Wrtoo, iny faithful wife, feel our winter coming on, 

And our dreams bf early life like the summer birds are gone; 

My head is silver’d o’er, jvhiic thine eyes their-fire have lost. 

And thy voice, so sweet of yore, is enchain’d by age’s frost. 

But the founts that live and shoot through the bosom of the earth. 
Still prepare each seed and root to give future flowers their birth ; 
And we, my dearest Jane, spite of age’s wintry blight. 

In our bosom%will retain Spring’s floresc^ce and delight. 

The seeds of love and lore that we planted in our youth. 

Shall deyelope more^ and more their attractiveness and truth; 

The springs beneath shall f un, though the snows be on our head. 
For Love’s declining sun shall with Friendship’s rays be fed. 

Thus as happy as when young shall we both grow old. my wife. 

On one bough united hung of the fruitful Tree of Life j 

May we never disen^ge through each change of wind and weather. 

Till in ripeness of old age we both drop to earth together! H. 
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That portion of the above unique collection, ^wbich was noticed in 
ray last paper—namely, die portraits and theatrical scenes—if more 
striking in its general character than the pbrtion now to be described, 
Is perhaps less interesting, and comes less home to the business and 
bosoms’* of those who peculiarly concern themselves in theatrical 
affairs.—And who is it that does n^t, in the present day—in wish nnd 
in thought, at least, if not in fact?—Of all the various classes of which 
society is composed, there is not one,’about which all the others feel so 
much curiosity as they do about actors. And the next best thing to 
knowing a person about whom one feels interested, is to have an oppor¬ 
tunity of inspecting those objects whidi are calculated to enliven and 
call up the various associations, both actual and imaginary, of which 
we are possessed concerning him. From this it follows, that to all 
lovers of the drama, and admirers of those who give a substantive being 
and existence to it, the actors—the Gallery now before us will offer more 
subjects of attraction than any other that I have yet had occasion to 
describe; and that attraction will be of a more intimate and permanent 
nature. And if the interest excited by it is not of that high and enno¬ 
bling character, which resuks from the inspection of those collections 
devoted to die more imaginative classes of Art, perhaps it is not the 
less valuable on that account—since the human heart by which we live 
is kept in a sound and healthful state, not so much by gazing on the 
everlasting stars that are above and at a distance from it, as by feeding 
on the humble roots that grow in the common path which we are des¬ 
tined to pass over, and inhaling the breath of those frail flowers of a 
day that spring up by its side. % 

The first portion of this secondary departiq^ent of Mr. Matliews’s 
gallery, which I shall now describe, is what may truly be called the 
Garrickiana—consisting of busts, casts, models, medallions, medals, 
drawings, Engravings, dresses, and an almost innunaerable collection of 
other objects, all referring to the various circumstances of that distin¬ 
guished artist’s life, as connected witli the British stage. I^rhaps the 
most valuable and interesting among these, as € detached object, is a 
beautiful and elaborate casket, exquisitely carved out of the wood of 
the mulberry-tree, ascertained to havc'been planted by Shakspeare’s 
hand. In this casket was presented to Garrick, by *thc corporation of 
Stratford-upon-Avon, the freedom of that city; and that document 
itself, with the letter which accompanied it, still retain their place in the 
casket.—The allegorical subjects dejiicted on the fotfr sides and the top 
of this casket, are executed with extreme delicacy—being carved into 
high-relief out of the solid wood.—For those who are capable of using 
visible objects as a means of calling up, vr even of creating, imaginative 
abstractions, the sight of this casket (together with several other minor 


* In tbe first paper on this subject there weie two tiifling criors which should be 
corrected, la Zoffanj's picture of Jaffier and Belvidera, the Bclvidera was desciibed 
as Mrs. Beverly, instead of Mr#. Cibber; and the characters of Charles aud Joseph 
Surface, in the original cast of the School fur Scandal, were reversed.—Charles was 
pci formed by " gentleman Smith,” and Joseph by John Paltuci. 
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objects preserved here, illustrative of the general feeling that prevailed 
during his own day, in regard to this extraordinary actor) will furnish 
a striking idea of that truest of all fames, which consists in feeling that 
our being is projected without us, and has become part and parcel of 
the being of those with whom we live. Posthumous fame, as an antici¬ 
pated possession, *4s but a cheat after all—a castle in the air. It is a 
splendid mockery, to be sure, and a useful one; but it a mockery 
nevertheless.—But the man who has lived to have his shoe-tie craved 
as a boon, and sold as a sacred relic-*, may set posterity and its awards 
at defiance; for he has lived, and nothing that those who are to live cap 
do, either for or against him, is worth a moment of his consideration. 
In fact, there is no fame and distinction like an actor’s. It not only 
comes home to his bosom" but to his very senses ;—he sees it with his 
eyes—he hears it with his cars—he feels it tingling at the very tips of 
his fingers:—and yet he is not content. -There never was an actor that 
did not, in his secret heart, curse his choice of a profession ;—at least, 
after the novelties attending the first practice of it were a little faded. 
He sighs for “ the scholar’s, statesman’!, soldier's, pen, tongue, sword 
for any kind, of distinction, in short, but thpt which he has : as if there 
were any difference in distinctions, as such, except in degree—and as if 
any were so tangible, so palpable, so unequivocal, as that belonging to 
a favourite actor. In fact, the applause whifdi Ac gets, is the thi^itself; 
while all other is but “ as the echo that doth appkud again.” There is 
no exception to this remark, unless it be in the case of th^ public 
speaker : and this can scarcely be considered as one—inasmuch as die 
public speaker, whatever his views or sentiments may be, is in a great 
degree an actor. 

There are two other detached objects in this part of the collection, 
which I cannot hel]j( mentioning in particular, on account of the associa¬ 
tions they excited in nijr own mind, in regard to the character of Gar¬ 
rick, as a dramatic artist; and 1 confess (without pretending at present 
to investigate the why and wherefote) that they called up before me a 
more distinct and Risible image of that artist, in all the exSraordinary 
variety of his alleged power, than all the portraits of him that I have 
ever seenfor all the descriptive criticisms that I have read. These are, 
the head-dress in whi«h he performed the mad and heart-stricken Lear; 
and (think it not an anticlimax, reader—“ from the sublime to the ridi- ’ 
culous is but a step!”)—the ihocs in which he played AbehDrtigger. 

I shall leave the'mention of these two objects to produce their own 
effect on the reader, and pass on, if not to “ mettle more attractive,” at 
least to tliat about which I may more safely trust myself to remark: 
for to say the truth, I find some difficulty in escaping from the above- 
named objects, without being imjfbllcd to exclaim, in the language of 
Lear himself— “ Stay—I’ll preach to thee! &c.and forthwith proceed 
to pen down certain wise reflections, which are at this present writing 
rife within me, but which the reader might possibly think “more 
honoured in the breach than the observance;” especially as the ine- 


• The shoe-rose which Garrick wore on the night when he quitted the staae is 
among the relics preserved in this collection. It was begged as a boon by his fnend 
Davis, and has since come%t;p Mr. Mathews's possession, accompanied by a docu¬ 
ment duly authenticating it! This “ is true fame.” 
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vitable efiect of indulging in them, would be to preclude further ac* 
count of the subject of this paper. 

The principal portion of the Garrickiana are contained in an immense 
portfolio, which may be considered as an illustrated life of the artist— 
the different objects it comprises being arrange^ in something like a 
chronological order, with reference to the various epochs of his public 
career. Any thing like a detailed notice of these is of course out of the 
question; but some idea of their extent and interest may be conveyed, 
by mentioning, that they comprise qo less that! two hundred and thirty 
original drawings, engravings, letters, &C..&C.—all strictly applicable lo 
the subject, to the iUiistration of which they are devoted. The follow^ 
ing original letter, in Garrick’s hand-writing, I have leave to copy an(i 
lay before the reader—who will find it highly interesting on various ac¬ 
counts. In the first part it proves the careful manner in which Gar¬ 
rick studied and investigated ijie different bearings of every portidh of 
the character he was ^picting; and the conclusion offers a pleasing 
specimen, most pleasingly expressed, of his candour in admitting the 
influence which praise exercised upon him.—^This letter has never be¬ 
fore been printed: ^ 

“ Dear Sir, ^ Monday Mornine. 

** The next best thing to saying your prayers was certainly reading Mac¬ 
beth—so you have not tnuch^o answer on my account. * 

“ 1 am always happy to agree with you, and which 1 do most sincerely in 
your opinion ot the scene with Banquu. I was, indeed, not quite master of 
my feelings, till 1 got to ciutc/i the atr-dravm dagger. I like your description 
of the stale of Macbeth’s mind and body, at the time he affects cheerfulness 
to Banquo—it is a well-painted picture—but 1 won't flatter myself that 1 ever 
played up to your colouring. 

"You are certainly right in your account of my speaking, ‘Doctor, the 
Thanes JiyJrom me,’ —but I differ a little with you in opmion, that 1 formerly 
spoke it in a b7irst of mdunchohf. Macbeth is greatly healed and agitated 
with the news of the English force coming upon him. His mind runs from 
one thing to another—all is hurry and, confusion. Would not his speaking 
in a melancholy manner in the midst of his distraction be too calm ?—‘ Come, 
put my armStr on—Give me my staff — Seyton, send ouU^Doctor, the Thanes 
Jiy from me ! — Come, sir, dispatch — Pluck it off—Dring it qfter me, (sfc.‘ 
You have flattered me much by your very obliging letter, and I ?hall profit 
by your criticism this evening, if I should hapjien tf be in order. 1 am an 
* old hunter—touched a little in wind—and somewhat foundered—^but stroke 
me and cWi me on the back, as you have kindly done, and I can make a 
shift to g&lTop over the course. Once more I thank you for your letter, and 
am most truly, " Your obliged humble servant, 

" D. Garrick. 

“ P. S. 1 returned too late last night from Hampton to answer your letter.” 

In looking over the numerous portraits of Garrtck (all which are 
known to be extant) mounted in this splendid volume, we are struck 
with the infinite variety of character and expression which they in¬ 
clude { and yet we arc at the same tim# satisfied that they are ^1 in 
some degree like the original, since they are all, without exception, in 
some particular like each other. In fact, 1 should think that the ex¬ 
treme volubility, if it may be so expressed, of Garrick’s face, must have^ 
been the most extraordinaiy characteristic belonging to it.—Among 
the numerous objects collaterally connected withQarrick in this volume, ■ 
perhaps the most interesting is a lovely portrait of his wife, taken at a 
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very early a^e. To those who remember to have seen the late Mrs. 
Garrick sitting in her box at Drury-lane theatre—a withered lady of 
ninety— seeming to listen to the performance on the stage, but in reality 
only hearkening after the dim echoes that it awakened in her own 
heart—the sight of this picture will be peculiarly touching! 

To the theatrioal antiquary this portfolio will also furnish a high 
treat. Not the least among the items that will attract his attention is 
the play-bill, in which is announced Garrick’s lirst performance at the 
Goodmaii’s-delds theatre., The words “ Richard III. by a gentleman, 
being his first appearance on any stage,” will serve to prove the im¬ 
portant proposition that the authors of play-bills are the least in the 
world of innovators! 

We must no\<' turn from this splendid volume of illustrations of the 
life of one English actor, to another work, which is intended to include 
thosf of all the English actors of any^note that have flourished in 
London since the days of Shakspeare. This may be considered, in its 
plan, as an entirely novel undertaking; and the lovers of the acted 
drama will unquestionably regard it as a really important one. The 
first part of it is already complete, mid comprises the period from 
Shakspeare’s day up to the year 1760—including engraved and other 
portraits of one hundred London actors, with biographical sketches of 
all that is authentically known concerning each of them. 'Hie portraits 
are mounted at the head of the folio page, and'comprise all that are 
rare in their class; and the biographical notices occupy the lower part 
—being extended or compressed, as the materials seemjt'o requiw—but 
professing to include facts and events alone—not criticisms. As a spe¬ 
cimen of the manner in which the biographical portion of the work is 
executed, I have copied out the following interesting notice of a person, 
who is perhaps at once more and less known than almost any other that 
has lived in what rday be called our own times. 

I 

“Joe Miller. —The name of this actor is familiar to every body, and is 
perhaps more frequently repeated than that of any of his more celebrated 
orethren of the sock^Eyery wit, every punster, every retailer of anecdote, 
good or bad, is in the nabit of meeting the name of Joe Miller j and but few 
out of iheciuinbcr are aware that he was a comedian of considerable cele¬ 
brity ; and that to his events on the stage solely, it is believed, he is indebted 
for the fame and notoriety attached to nis name. Samuel Ireland, in his il¬ 
lustrations of Hogarth, says, Miller’s Jests (a circumstance butJUde 
known) was compiled by Mr. MStley, a dramatic writer. Indeed, poor Joe 
was so far disqualified from writing, that he could not read.' Victor asserts 
that Miller could not read—as if it were a matter of notoriety. He says of 
him, ‘ Joe Miller is known to have been a lively comic actor, and agreeable 
favourite of the towqin several of his characters, particularly in Ben, in Love 
for Love.’ The above engraving is taken from the original edition of the Jests. 
He is there represented in. his favourite character of Sir John Wittol, in the 
Old Bachelor. He is repdi'tcd to have kept a public-house in the parish of 
St. Clement Danes ; at least, if b? did not, there is little doubt, from his ge¬ 
neral mode of living, that he contributed in no small degree towards keeping 
up one for some other person. He passed moat of his time with the whimsi¬ 
cal Spiller, whom I shall hereafter mention, and their general place of ren- 
«,^zvous was at the Spiller's Head, in Clare Markitt, This son of mirth died 
in 1738, at the age ot fifty-four, and lies buried in.sfhe upper church-yard of 
St. Clement’s parish. His epitaph was written by Stephen Duck, the noted 
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thresher, and Queen Carohne’s poet. The lines engraved on his tombstone 
are as follows; ‘ Here lie the remains of honest Joe Miller, who was a ten¬ 
der husband, a sincere friend, a facetious companion, and an excellent 
comedian. 

• 

* If humour, wit, and honesty could savQ 
The humorous, witty, honest from the grave. 

The grave had not so soon his tenant founds 
With honesty and wit and humour crown’d. 

Or could esteem and love preserve our breath, 

Or guard us longer from the stroke of death; 

The stroke of death on him had later fell. 

Whom all mankind esteem'd and loved so well.*^ 

* Stephev Duck. 

'* Miller was a natural, spirited comedian. He was the fampus Teague in the 
Committee, and in all the comedies where that character is introduced^Ctnean- 
ing, 1 suppose, that he acted all the low Irishmgp): and though 'the gentlemen 
of Ireland would never admit that he had the true brogu^, yet he substituted 
something in the room of it, that made his Teague verv diverting to an English 
audience. Miller was excellent in Sir John Wittol, Talboy, Castril, Ben, 
&c.; and as a proof of it, he died in the receipt of a good salary, which he 
had Jong enjoyed without being.aj^e to read, iliey said his principal motive 
for manning was not for a fortune, but for a wife learned enough to read his 
parts to niin. 

“ In a review of a new edition of the Jests edued fay Cumberland, it is said 
* Miller was an actor of ver^dull capacity, and his dulness made it a good 
joke to call a book of jests by his name.' ” 

It was mentioned in my last paper that these notices have been col¬ 
lected, and that the whole is arranged and written by Mr. Mathews 
himself. Tt sliould be added that the Gallery contains ample materials 
for completing the work up to the present day. So that we may hope, 
after Mr, Mathews has gone through his range of all other possible 
characters, to see him “ at home” at last in that ofsin author. 

In glancing at the general theatrical library which forms a part of 
this gallery, we must only stay to mention that it contains, among a 
variety of other curious works, the four first editions of Shakspeare-— 
those of1l623, 16S2, and 1685; also almost singular folio 

volume, containing an illustrated copy of Ireland’s Confessions, pre¬ 
pared by his own hand, and including all the original drawii^s, papers, 
letters, &c. by means of which he contrived to iatry on his strange im¬ 
positions. Besides these objects, we me%t with play-bills in complete 
sets, for a period of no less than thirty ^ears—including Garrick’s day; 
numerous single plays; and finally, three large volumes of Autograph 
Letters. As I have been favoured with the liberty of using these, 
the reader may chance to liear more of them hereafter. In the mean 
time I cannot resist the temptation of stimulatin^^is curiosity (whe¬ 
ther I should ever satisfy it or not) by telling him that this MS. trea¬ 
sure includes scraps from the hands of aloi^St every great and little 
known, gentle and simple, that has flourished during the last half cen¬ 
tury ; together witli not a few from the hands of certain great and little 

unknowns,” from which we shall perhaps beable to extract still more 
amusement. 

The only otlier portion of this collection which my space will allfl'lf^ 
me to describe in detail, is, (lie busts which ornament vaiious parts of 
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it. There is sornetbing at once strange and impressive in the effect we 
derive from the marble presence of an tmkpoun person, about whom, 
from whatever cause, we may have felt a deep interest or an intense 
curiosity. It is almost like being in the presence of the dead form, pre¬ 
served by some strange magic, so as to exhibit all the intellectual cha¬ 
racter which it possessed, or rather typified, during its mortal lifetime, 
but none of the physical character. It is a paradoxical existence—a 
sort of life-in-deatli—an immateriality emanating from the most mate¬ 
rial of things. There is nothing, in short, which creates at once so dis¬ 
tinct and so ideal an existence in the mind, as tlie bust or statue of a 
person whose real form and lineaments arc unknown to us. But the 
sight of a bust or statue representing one with whose person we are ac¬ 
quainted, and whom we are almost daily in the habit of seeing, or of 
hearing mentioned as a living being engaged in the active pursuit of our 
own time, excites,.in those who take the pains to examine the affections 
and operations of their own mind, still more strange and anomalous 
sensations. And the more striking the likeness to the person repre¬ 
sented, the more strong and strange will be the effect produced. It 
will seem as if some fairy’s wand had sfj^uck the living, breathing, and 
thinking being, into an image of stone—but still suffered it to retain the 
human passions and affections that we have seen it exhibit the effects of 
in life; and we feel as if the same hand that has here fixed the faculties 
into a preternatural stillness, could by aiibther touch, set them free 
again, to act and be acted upon as before. 

We have some striking examples of both these classes of busts here. 
In the centre of the gallery—like the sun of the drama in the centre of 
that host of satellites to which it has given life and light—stands Shak- 
speare—his dead eyes beaming with immortality, and his lofty brow 
discoursing of all things—past, present, and to come. Near him stands 
the loftiest of thosewvhom he lias contributed to render illustrious, and 
who (let us not fear to say it) has contributed no less, in her turn, to 
illustrate /ni»: one who may be coniydered as the grandest specimen of 
“ a glorious human creature,” that modern times have seen.. Need I 
add to this the name of Sarah Sid dons ? There she reposes, in the 
rich meridian of her glory—serious from deep thought, but untouched 
by the sligfitest degree of severity—proud in conscious power, but with 
no tinge of pretence of affectation—majestic from a constant commu¬ 
nion with high thoughts and fa^jestic images, but altogether removed 
from that mock majesty which ^ises from station and state alone. And 
then for passion, true tragic passion—what a world of it is concentrated 
in that “proud patrician lip!” Upon the regal brow thought sits, like 
an enthroned monarch; while about the mouth sensibility lingers, as 
if reluctant to depart—still living, hutyet retiring and repressed—subdued 
and rendered subservient to those more lofty attributes in the presence 
of which it stands rehukeilt' To have seen this lady is to have lived not 
in vain ; and to stand before th» fine representation of her is the next 
best thing to seeing her still.—Near the above-named bust stands one 
of Charles Kemble, which will excite particular attention, on account of 
its having been modelled by Mrs. Siddons herself. Next in attraction 
'’^^JPthat of Mrs. Siddons, and only next, is the bust of Sir Walter 
Scott.—It is admirably executed as a work of Art; but it possesses 
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the crying demerit of making the worthy Baronet look like no imaginary 
person so much as “ the Author of Waverley!" 

The only other busts that require particular mention are two, repre¬ 
senting Liston and Mr. Mathews himself. A bust Of Liston! think of 
that, reader! And one, too, that while it preserveli an admirable like¬ 
ness, excites no sensations or associations of a ludierqus, still less of a 
ridiculous nature. I must leave the reader account for this fact 
himself: suggesting, however, in passing, that 1 can scarcely conceive 
how a man of genius can look ridiculous, in his own proper person, and 
without intending to look so. Certain it is, however, that in this bust of 
Liston, there is a something not undignified. 

The bust of ftlr. Mathews himself whiqh is the last object I shall 
particularly refer to in this singular collection, strikingly confirms a 
favourite theory of mine, that the “ human face divine” is almost entirely 
moulded by the still more divine mimf, to tUb operations of which it is 
made subservient. In Garrick's face, fine as it is, there is no charac¬ 
teristic expression whatever—nothing but that mobility (or, as I have 
ventured to call it, volubility) which enabled it to become “ all things to 
all men.” And it is nearly same with the private face of Mr. 
Mathews, as represented in this bust. It has so long been employed in 
illustrating the characters of others, that it has :at length lost its own. 
And this should be a subject of any thing but regret to its possessor; 
for from this quality it is thft much of his extraordinary power arises, 
poetically speaking. His face, like the material of the bust before us, is 
as clay in the hands of the modeller; and he himself is the artist, who 
can mould it by turns into whatever he wishes it to be. So that (“ not 
to speak it pvnninglt/”) if Mr. Mathews has lost the cwmtenance of one 
person, he has gained that of every body else. 


POETICAL SCENES.—NO. III. 

% 

pANDiEMONiUM .—J Sketch. 

• 

The following Sketch was written last year, as introductory to a 
drama, founded in some measure upon the “ fuvst” of Goethe, or 
rather upon the ** Prodigious Magician" of Calderon, wlig is clearly 
the original of the celebrated German. Goethe lias introduced his. 
evil spirit in Heaven. It is, at least, as mu^ in character to give 
him his credentials in Hell. * 


[Scene — PANDiEMONiUM. A vast Hall, dimly lighted^is seen, and in the 
distance a river of fire. A throne and seats around it are vacant. A hand 
<j/’S pirits is heard in the air.] 


Chorus of Spirits. ^ %■ 

Spirits !—Angels!—Chcpubim ! 

Kings,—anil Stars,—and Seraphim! 

Armies, and baltallions—driven 
Headlong from the azure He.>ven 
By the keen and blasting light. 

And the racking thunder-bhght, 

And the terror of The Ban,~ 

Come !—unto our great Divan! 

[Hosts of Spirits descend and rise up from different quarters. Moloch 
descends suddenly and takes his station. Chorus resumes.} 
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Come 1—He comes, the crimson king ! 

On his broad wide-wandering wing, 

Aff a comet, fierce and bright. 

Hushes through a moonless night. 

f Belial descends swiftly upon kis throne.'] 
brother! 

Fairy, and yet like ihe other. 

As tne thought is like the deed. 

Swift, but with unerring speed. 

[Abaddon descends.] 

And a third (amongst a choir 
Of thunders)—the sublime Destroyer! 

Who from blood did take his birth. 

And built his fame upon the earth. 

Higher than the victoi’s glory, 

Death-propp’d and made false in story. 

»> • [Mammon descends slowlu.] 

Spirits. 

Who is this,—a flaming error. 

Without speed or sign of terror. 

Cover’d by his golden robe ^— 

, Chorus. 

He is king of all the globe •, ” 

Master of the earthen deeps. 

Where the blind bright treasure 4 lepps j 
Crowned lord of courts and bowers, 

Dicers’ hearts, and women's hours. 

host of Spirits is heard rushingjonemds ] 
Come 1—They come. The air is heavy 
With the iron-banded levy. 

Every wind is loaded well 
With the rank and wealth of Hell; 

And t^ fiery river dashes, 

Boundn^ig into double light. 

As one by (9ne a Spirit flashes 
On the cloud-incumber’d night. 

The triple dog doth quit his feast. 

And bayeth at the burning East : 

[The light increases ; Jlowets arc seen springing up.] 
And, lo ! the vast blood-grained flowers 
Unfold wi(le their'broad pavillions; 

.And the night-cxiinguish’d dreams, > 

And the star-awak^’d millions 
Clothp them in fresh powers. 

And rush to the dawning beams. 

Spirits. 

Come,come! In this crimson air, 

The children of ruin aniVsin are fair : 

We shout and we play. 

For Death is%way. 

Making on Earth a dark holiday. 

O King of the Night! 

Where sleeps thy scorn ? 

Where tarries thy light, 

O Prince of Morn ?— 

Come ! O come ! 

[^The approach «/Satan is seen afar off.] 
Come!—He comes, he comes, he comes! 

Strike the tempest from the drums! 
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Scatter music on the air ! 

I>rown the dissonant tongues of care! 

Bid the racing trumpets blow ! 

Let the crimson liquor flow 1 
Bid the Bacchanals shriek and cry, 

’Till the madden’d Kchoes fly 
Round and round the mighty halls. 

Where the fiery river falls 1 

«. IHc is distinguished near€r.'\ 
Come I—He comes, the king of kings! 

On his bright angelic wings. 

Which have swept through space and night. 

Swifter than the arrow’s flight. 

Thorough Chaos and its dark atre|un. 

As a thought doth pierce a dream.' • 

[Satan descends upon his throne, which expands J 


General Chorus qf Spirits. 

Hail, all hail!—^Thy brethren bowed 
Welcome thee from flame and cloud,— 

Spirits of the wind and thunder, 

(Who have lain in sultea wonder 
fiver since the great Dismay,) 

Stand up again in their strong array,— 
fiugle spirits wh^face the Sun— 

Gods, whose glitTering deeds are done 
On the crumbling edge of ruin. 

When the muttering storm is wooing 
(With love-threats upon his lips) 

Earthquake, or the coy eclipse. 

Hail I Hail! Hail I— We sing 
Great welcome unto our exile king! 

Satan. 

Spirits I for this large welcome thanks as large! 

Hail all !—Since last we met I have been wandering, 
^Through stars and worlds, to the shut doors of Heaven ; 
And thence have sailed round the huge gl^cs which lie 
Lazily rolling in the twilight air, ^ 

And done ye service.—On one (a belted world) 

I alit, and faced great statures like cursives. 

On one a race of madmen, on another 

Women to whom the planets dime down at night: 

AH shapes I look’d on,-—souls of every tinge,* 

From black ambition down to pallid hope : 

Some worshipp’d the white moon, and some the sun. 
Some stars, some darkness, and a host—themselves. 
Some bow’d before Abaddon’s glory; some* 

Call’d on our Moloch here, an<7 drapk hot blood : 

Others to princely Mammon knelt, a|^ watched 
His golden likeness j while our JBelial (shaped 
Like Venus or libidinous Bacchus) reigned 
Omnipotent as Death. Even myself a few 
Did not disdain.— 

Spirits 1—-I have sown fear 

Deep in bold hearts, and discord amidst calm 

Sharp hate 1 planted in the soil of love. 

And jMlousy, that bitter weed which springs 
Even in the sky. Doubt and revenge I gave 
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To worms, which else had crawl'd* whercal they rear'd 
Their straining necks on the mountain'tops, and stood 
Questioning every pale star on its way. 

And argued 'gainst fierce Fate, until the doors 
Of Death gave back in fear, and they were—gods! 

This hai-e 1 done, and for it claim your thanks. 

All. Haijl Hail!— 

Satan. Since when I have flown across the perilous deep, 

Haunted by pain: the crash of rocks uptorn 

Sang by me, and the loud mad hurricanes 

Roar’d through the ether, and hot lightnings sought me. 

And bellowing in my track the thunder ran. 

Moloch. Still thou art here, ughurt? 

Satan. Still am I here, 

Undaunted and untouch'd.—Now speak, Abaddon! 

What hast thou wrought on earth these hundred years i 
Ahad. Earth has, iheu know’st, been Moloch’s. When he drove 
His red battallions through the wind, 1 chained 
Outrageous Famine in her den, and fed 
The blue Pl^ue till it panted into sleep; 

Then lo the Earthquake gave a [)opulou8 town, 

And so they rested : yet,—■'i.o pass my time, 

J pluck’d a Seville doctor from his chair. 

And, cloth’d in his lusty likeness, taught through Spain 
Averroes and Galen. I talked boldly. 

Concocted poisons, and foretold eclipse. 

And wed inseparably mind to dust: 

So 1 'd a host of sceptics. Some went mad ; 

Some let their souls out through a gash i’ the side; 

The. rest drank deep of Xercs. W^hat didst thou ? [To Mammon. 
Mam. Hearing there was a Cardinal 'bout to die, 

1 lay me down beside the Vatican ; 

And, when I saw his soul escape in smoke 
Ovci^Saint Peter’s, I uncased my spirit. 

And stoic into the scarlet churchman’s heart. 

His corpst was quite oppress'd, so many mourn’d ! 

Sighs that would ships,uiianchor, groans which shook 
The Palatine and its myrtles, heaved the room : ^ 

To stiy which storm I rose. You should have seen 
The petticoat-mourners ! Two sad sons o’ the Pope 
Cried “ Curse I” and dried their grief:—the rest all fled. 

How weil 1 did as —,-the-, 

Becomes not to mention. 

Belial. 1 have drunk deep 

Amongst the Muttulmans, and unveil'd looks 
In cloisters that made monks forget their beads,— 

Blown lax siroccos on strong honesty. 

And fired with amorous dreams the virgin’s sleep—- 
Satan. W hJt, says our gravest brother ? 

Beeli. 1 sate beside * 

A throned-king, and was his counsellor: 

And we knit laws together, such as bind 
Strong hearts unfl^ our side, and some which chained 
The panther-people, as the witchmoon binds 
In terror or mute dreams the raging sea. 

Sometimes these links fell shatter'd; but we glued 
The fragments with hot blood, and all grew firm. 

At last, that million-headed beast, whose frown 
Doth scare even thrones—the riotous rebel mob 
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Satan. 

Mam. 


Alad. 


Moloch. 

Belial. 


Satan. 

Moloch. 


Belial. 

Satan. 


Belial. 


Satan. 


Mordax 

Satan. 


Belial. 

Mordax. 

Satan. 

Mordax. 


Rom up, and trod'^my master-king to dust. 

1 left his fragtnSiits on the city gates. 

And flew to join ye. 

The same burthen still. 

This picture hath two sides; and one is bright. 

Wilt thou hear all? —Our gold forgets its<power: 

It glitters still, looks rich, and smues—but yet, 

Like a false friend, it fails. * 

Men multiply 

Like worms; but though the strong still slay the weak. 

Yet ’tis not much. Some rascal qualities. 

Pity, Remorse, and Fear« usurp men’s souls. 

Away! away! 

The church, which late we thought 
Grew up so lofty with its load of clay , 

And toppled to its ruin, now revives. 

Ah, Moloch ! did I not confide to Ihcc 
That dusty planet? * 

1 have done my best; 

Nay, have done well, too. For a hundred years 
The wretches liave been fighting, men and boys, 

Slandering, thieving, lying, cutting throats. 

And drown’d, their passions in a crimson rain. 

Fierce Ignorance in college and church has sate 
Throned, and (from fear) respected. Knaves have thrived : 
Fools have surun^up and prosper’d : Truth has perish’d. 

A few poor ticvilsonly (spare the word!) 

Have starved themselves in caves, or preach’d to air 
’Bout matters beyond my capacity. 

’Tis that, good Moloch, which has wrought this ill. 

These imps, though small, ate cunning. Thy plain virtue. 

Is no match for their tricks. Our Behai here 
Shall waste his leisure there a hundred years. 

Wilt thou have comrades? 

One. Our friemPhere (Mordax) 
Will give me his aid perhaps, unless he«owns 
Some better engagement for the time. Wilt go? 

Speak, spirit! Wilt,thou follow our great brother? 

Wark ! if thou dost,—though here thou ’rt ^ee as wind. 

Thou must obey. 

I will obey the prince. • 

’Tis right .—{To Belial) He shall have licence and large gifts. 
And take what shapes he likes and stretai of power.— 

Hast thou matured thy plan ? p98t thou afl'ect 
Any particular quarter of the gltme? 

No, so it be but warm; somewhere i’ the Soutli. 

1 f 1 may speak— 

Speak out! 

As there are j^me 

Who in the race of thought outstrip the ' 

And pluck the fruit alone,—would’t not be well 
To make one great example?—^There i» » fellow 
Who, as ’tis boasted, scares the awervlng stars. 

Hoodwinks the mooii| ant) earthquake and eclipse 
Commands by strength of prayer; and he can tame 
The tempest, and vast seas, though raging mad. 

He untwists dreams : Time he outstrips; and looks 
Right through the future. Thus men boast. In fact. 

He can read our black language.— 
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Satan. How 1—Who is’t ? 

Mordax. A Count of Ortiz, Fernaii tie Marillo. 

Satan. He is descended from'a meddling stock. 

One of his fathers I struck dead with lightning 
At Cordova. He fain would read our acts. 

And learn the qualities of death and Are. 

Hie tjiee to Spam, good Mordax 1 Fly, my brother! 

There’s muck to do on earth if this be true. 

Belial ^Tis truth, indeed. I have some good friends there. 
Inquisitors, and nobles, and cowrd monks. 

Who, with the common herd, will give us help. 

Mordax. Ay —Montemar, and Sanchez, and ine Pope 
Will aid us, and—4ndr-*-Kunez— , 

Satan. Sir, speak truth! 

Ysu are not now on earth, 'midst dust and worms, 

But in the palace of your king, where Truth 
Reigns as in aiiv Be silent 1 

Moloch. There is nothing 

1 hate so utterly as an useless lie. 

Mordax. Pardon! 

Satan. Thou hast our licence to betray. 

To sting, to slander, and to practise pain 
On earth,—not here. 

Belial, Poor fellow, pardon him! 

He could not help it: Nature— 

Satan, ^e’s forgiven. 

No more, good brother I we must say farewell. 

When thou art gone we will proceed in council. 

Belial. FareweU! I ’ll have some curious talcs for you 
At our next meeting. Long farewell to all! 

[Belial and Mordax ascend, and arc gradually lost in the distance.'] 

Chorus. 

•Fare ye well! Farewell!— 

May ye prosper, wheresoever 
Through the scorned earth ye go, 

Amidst death and pdin and woe, 

Srq^ting always, healing never. 

Fare yc w'ell! Farewell!— 

All the regions of great Hell 
Echo jheir wide wonder. 

That a god y^ould elsewhere roam. 

And the strong^unwieldy thunder 
Leaves his black and hollow home. 

And along the brazen arches 
Pealeth, and the wing’d blast parches 
With its breath the iron shore; 

Afd the billows, in red ranks. 

Rush upon the scoithed banks, 

Sighing evermore! 

[DarAnm covers thg assemlly at the conclusion of the Chorus.] 


No IV. *Raffablle and Fornarina.’ 
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There is no living man who baa filled so greataspacein the literature 
of the last half-century, and that in such varied, and to appearance, in¬ 
consistent departments, as Goiithe. The author ojf Faust, and Werdier, 
and Gotz von Berlichingen, has set his strong impress on the genius of 
the age. Wc accordingly liail with much pt^ure «he appearance of 
his Memoirs'—the work and amusement of bis old age—in an English 
dress. 

This present translation t is respectably executed, though occasionally 
a few foreign idioms—a fault difficult to be avoided—Ijave crept in. 
The translator has judiciously struck out those passages which in the 
original contained the accounts of his travels in Italy, France, &c. which 
do not fairly come under the head of biographical narraCive, and consist 
chiefly of antiquated details. , , 

Goethe opens the account of his life with the description of his 
horoscope. 

It was on the 28th of August, 1749, exactly at noon, that 1 came into 
this world, at Frankfort on the Maine.* I was born under fortunate aus¬ 
pices; the sun was in the sign dT the Virgin at the utmost degree of eleva¬ 
tion. The aspects of Jupiter and Venus were favourable to the day. Mer¬ 
cury testified no signs of hostility; Saturn and Mars were neutral. The 
moon, however, then near the full, was an important obstacle; and the more 
so, as the labour which attended rny birth coincided with the hour of her 
new phase. She retarded my entrance into the world until that moment had 
elapsed.”! 

He dwells with the most agreeable minuteness on the feelings of his 
childhood, and describes with a lingering eloquence the walks, haunts, 
and amusements of these early days. He gives us even graphic de¬ 
scriptions of the rooms of the house h# was born in—its furniture—its 
books—its pictures. He justly considers the almost unremembered 
events of that period as the materials for the thoughts and actions of 
future life. His childish imagination was filled with deep reflections on 
the object^ of the highest and most mysterious nature—such as the 
existence, government, and providence of the DeiSy, [ p. 17.] and with 
glowing contemplations of the gorgeous days gone by. [p. g. 11. &c.] 
In these early indications we may trace the line adopted by the future 
poet. ' ^ 

His habits even then were solitary, ^hht he received an excellent 
education by means of home instruction—a system whiqji he mostjrainted- 
ly condemns, [p. 19.] He recalls with delight the recollection of his 
first reading Robinson Crusoe, which truly is An-event in a jton’s life, 
and dwells with rapture on the happiness which was iippartedTo Kim by 
the Contes Bleus, Fortunatus, the V^ndcring Jew, tales which are 
the common property of Europe, and which will continue to delight the 

• Translated from the original German. 8vo. 1824. 

t We have before taken a concise notice of the present Mcmoiis, prior to their 
translation. See vol. v. page 521. 

t “ Here GoCtbe, in imitation of Sterne, alludes to the reveries of the astrologers. 
Our readers are aware that, according to their system, tlie revolutions and mo«^ 
ments of the stars in their course have a decisive influence over the birth aad des¬ 
tiny of every individual. To determine this influence, according to the position of 
the stars at the moment of birth, is what they call drawing the horoscope.” 

VGL.'X. NO. XLI. 2 1 
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rising mind long after the trashy stories which are now forced into the 
nursery, under the pretext of utility and instruction, shall he forgotten. 
From tile beginning of his life he had the enthusiasm and the whim¬ 
sicality of genius, both of which are eminently shewn in his original 
method of adoration.. The passage is eloquently written. 

“ My attention had been particularly fixed on our first article of faith. 
(Jod, in intimate *tinion with nature, which he cherishes as his work, ap- 
jicared to me to be undoubtedly the same God who is pleased to niainlam 
habitual relations with man, In fact, uhy should not this Omnipotent 
Being interest himself in our proceedings as well as in the motion of the 
stars which regulates the order of days and seasons, as well as in the 
care of plants and animals ? Scvejral passages of the gospel contain posi¬ 
tive expressions on this subject. Being unable to form an idea of the 
Supreme Being,,,1 sought him in his works, and resolved to erect an altar to 
him, after the manner of the patriarchs. Certain productions of nature were 
to rcjircsent the world, and a,fiaine was fo arise, figurative of the human soul 
ascending towards its Creator, 1 therefore chose the most valuable articles 
in the collection of natural ciuiosiiies which I had at hand. The difficulty 
was to arrange them in such a manner as to compose a Kltle edifice. My 
father had a handsome music-desk of red lacquer, adorned with golden 
flowers, in form of a four-sided pyraniidj^wilh ledges, to execute quartettos. 
Th is desk had not been used for sonic time. I took possession of it, and laid 
my specimens of natural hisloiy upon it in gradation, some above others, in 
regular and significant order. 1 wished to ofl'er my first act of adoration at 
sunrise. 1 had not yet determined on the iii>unner in which I should pro¬ 
duce the symbolical flame, which 1 intended at the same time to emit a fra¬ 
grant odour. At length 1 succeeded in securing these two conditions of my 
sacrifice. I had in my possession a few grains of incense. If they would not 
produce a flame, thc^ miglit at least give light, and spread an agreeable per¬ 
fume in burning. This mild light, shed by burning perfumes, expressed 
what p.isses in our minds at such a moment, even more pcrleclly than a 
flame. The sun had long risen aboic the horizon, but the neighbouring 
houses still interceplcd his rays. At length he rose high enough to allow 
me, by means of a burning-glass, to light my grains of incense, scientifically 
arranged on a fine porcftlaiii ciq). livery thing succeeded according to my 
wishes. My piety was satisfied. Mit altar became the principal ornament 
of the apartment in which it stood. Others perceived in it iio^liing but a 
collection of natural«curiosities, distributed with regularity and elegance: I 
alone knew iHs real intention. 1 wished lo repeat my pious ccieniony. IJn- 
Utckily, vflttn the sun appeared 1 had no porcelain cup at hand; I placed rny 
grains of incense on thr^lop of the desk ; I lighted them ; but 1 was so ab¬ 
sorbed in my contemplations, ^^at 1 did not perceive the mischief which my 
sacrifice had done, until it was t*o late to remedy it. The giains of incense, 
in burning, had cohered the fine red lacquer, and the gold flowers, with black 
spots; as if the evil spirit, driven away by my prayers, bad left the indelible 
traces of his feet on the desk. Tire young pontill" now found himself in sad 
perplexit* He succeeded in concealing the damage by means of his pile of 
natural curiosities ;lbut he ne\er afterwards had the courage to attempt lo 
repeat his sacrifice, and he thought h? saw in this accident, a warning of the 
danger of attempting to approach the Deity in any manner whatsoever.” 

The flames of the seven yqnrs’ war occasioned some discord in his 
family, one party espousing the cause of Austria, another that of Prussia. 
His great-grandfather, as senator of Frankfort, had carried the crown at 
the eleofion of Francis the First, and, as became the hearer of such a pre- 
MCOiui weight, was Austrian, and carried with him part of the family : his 
'father had been nominated Imperial Counsellor by Francis’s rival, 
Charlc.s VII., and inclined to the Prussian interest. Goethe himselfwas 
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dazzled by the talents of Frederic, and, without entering into the merits 
of the dispute between tlje states, made him his hero. He quarrelled 
accordingly with his grandfather, and other disputes on different grounds 
vvhicli he had with his schoolfellows estranged him from society. To 
these quaiTels and their consequtjnces he attributes his indiflerence for 
the public opinion of him, w’hich, he truly remarks, has been a striking 
feature of his life. His studies continued unabated; ^nd he particularly 
notes the effect Klopstock’s Messiah had on him at its first appearance. 
His fatlier, however, would not allow it to be a poem at all, it being un¬ 
fortunately without rhyme ; a circiimstance which “ stumbled ” as many 
in Germany, as a similar w’ant in Paradise Lost did the reading public of 
the days of Ci)arles; but the other members of the family paid it the 
national tribute of admiration. • 

An unexpected event introduced him to the theatre. The hrench 
entered Frankfoitinl75{), and of coutse brought with thorn their drama. 
Goethe became accpiainted will) t1)e players, and entered with much in¬ 
terest into all their affairs. His father’s house was occupied by the 
Count do Thoiaue, wlio behaved witli the politeness which at that time 
characterized the French anny,^ut was unable to conciliate old Goethe, 
whose conduct certainly was l af her brusque. The circumstance of having 
such a guest impi'oved his knowledge of French, to which he soon 
added Englisl) and Hebrew. 'I'he reason of bis learning Hebrew is sin¬ 
gular OKuigh: —lie liad composed a little romance in which he introduced 
a ridiculous cliar.icter sjieaking the jai’gon t)f the German Jews, and this 
wliimsically sugge sted to him tlie idea of iipcending to pure Hebrew. 
His studies were hence naturally directed to the Bible, and 

“ J'his study of tin; s.icred hooks concentrated on one single point all my 
sealtered acquirements—all llie powers of iny understanding and judgment. I 
am unable lo describe the sensation of internal peace which I experienced, 
when I coiild penetrate into the jjrol’ound meaning ot»thesc wondrous writ¬ 
ings. When my too active im.igiuation led me astray—when fable and his¬ 
tory, mythology and leligion, mingling in my mind, left my ideas confused— 

I look refuge in those .int?lenl Oriental*countries 3 I plunged into the first books 
of Moses :»and amongst those laccs of slicpheids who neopled Asia, I found at 
once the charms of the deepest sf)litiule, wheu niy fancy wgndered in the 
wilderness ; and those of the most agreeable and sweetest sqjjiety, when I 
imagined myself beneath the tents of the patriarchs.” 

Under these feelings he wrote the history ^fJostiph in ;i poetical kind of 
prose, which certainly was a great exe«tion for a boy scarcely advanced 
beyond childhood, • 

His st)idics continued, and his circle of acquaintances increased. 
Nothing can be better, or inore dianiatic, than his character oi^thc friends 
of the family, Oi hlenschlagcr, Rcineckc, Malapar^ &e. How graphic 
particularly is the picture ol'thointwviow betwoeuthe two hitter, and their 
dispute about touching a trdij)! Btit we soon find him in a difterent 
situation. He falls in love, and describes the interview in which he 
ventured to declare his passion, with a pencil worthy of Werther. He met 
the lady at a siipper-parly given by a relation, for whom ho hatl written a 
love-song to pass a jest on an acquaintance. He got but one glance, and 
his love was fixed. He discloses his affection in tlic most delicata^H^^ 
graceful way in tlie world. A flirtation of tiie most refined kind folIows7 
even after he has discovered tliat his Margai'ct is of much inferior rank. 
On these scenes Goethe dwells with a rapturous and minute eloquence, 
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Mrhich proves that length of years has ^ not weakened their ianpression/ 
Af)«r lul, it has an unhappy ending. Margaret’s relations become im^ 
plicated in disgraceful transactions of forgery and swindling. Goethe’s 
constant visits to their private haunts induce a belief that he is con¬ 
nected with their proceedings, from which suspicion he of course frees 
himself; but his miondara associates, of whose desperate proceedings he 
knew nothing, are banished, and Margaret, though innocent, quits the 
town. He is inconsolable for a long time, but is at last cured by learn¬ 
ing that his mistress had sworn in hex declarations before the magistrates 
that she only regarded her lover as a child, and permitted him but 
childish liberties. I his rouses his jpride: He, almost a man—but three 
years her junior—to be called a child! The thought is insupportable, 
and he banishes from his heart the fair author of so truculent an affront. 

Contrary to liis wislies, which directed liim to Gottingen, he wfis sent 
to study law at Leipsig, wliere he was put under the care of Bochme. 
Here he made great progress in variaus branches of literature, and con¬ 
tinued to cultivate his poetical powers. He met here also some of the 
most celebrated men of that day in Germany, and on them and their 
works he makes most acute and ingenious remarks. Ills introduction 
to Gotfsched (p. 198) is particularly amusing. Of course he fell in 
love, and wrote dramas—neither of which were destined to make any 
great impression, or last any long period, for we find that on his leaving 
Leipsig he forgot the one and burnt the oftcr. On coming home he 
was afflicted with an abscess of the neck, and assailed by the mysticism 
of an enthusiastic female difciple of Count Zinzendorf. He was cured by 
his physician in a manner which he evidently half considers as miracu¬ 
lous, and his mind did not wholly escape from the influence of the 
mystic doctrines preached to him. He fell to reading alchyroy, astro¬ 
logy, and cabalism ; and he gives (p. 259) a long and most interesting 
account of his ideas^as to the objects which are beyond the reach of our 
senses. He appears to have been even affected by omens ; of which we 
give one specimen, as it relates to,her whose death and misfortunes 
have, in spite of the errors of her life and government, made feer one of 
the most intercsting«women of the last century,—Marie Antoinette. 
She passed through Strasbiu-g. while Goethe was there, and was re¬ 
ceived with* much pomp. An edifice was erected in an isle of the 
Ithine for her receptioft, and its grand hall was decorated by most 
brilliant and rich tapestries, efegited after pictures of the French artists 
of that period. ^ 

" I should, in alt probability, have seen something to admire in the style of 
these artists ; for neither my judgment nor iny imagination was inclined to 
cvciusive prejudices. ^ But the subject of these paintings shocked me. It 
was no other ihan the history of Jasqn, Medea, and Creusa; that is to say, 
the picture of the most clisa.strou3 of all marriages. To the left of the throne 
was seen the unfortunate bride, expiring in the agonies of the most cruel 
death. To the right was the distracted Jason, deploring the death of his 
children, wbo lay dead at his feet; whilst the Fury who had destroyed theat 
fled through the air in her car drawn by dragons. 

“AH the maxims of taste which 1 Had imbibed from Oescr were ferment- 
head. The placing of Christ and his apostles in one o^tho apanrt- 
7!|P|fts of an edifice devoted to a nuptial ceremony, was a breach of propriety 
io'my cstlmatipii. There could be no doubt but that this singular choice 
had been dictated solely by the size of the room, 1 excused this, however. 
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in consideration of the pleasure 1 had received from the tapestnes. But the 
enormous blunder committed in the principal room quite astonished me. 
I loudly called on my companions to witness this flagrant attack on go(^ 
sense and taste. ‘ What 1’ 1 exclaimed, regardless of the bystanders, * will 
they actually set before the eyes of the young Queen, qt the very first st^ she 
makes in her new dominions, the representation of the most horrible of nlaiv 
riages? Is there nobody amongst the French architects and decorators able 
to understand that a picture is a representation; that it acts on the senses 
and the mind ; that it must produce an impression; that it excites presenti¬ 
ments? Had they nothing more appropriate than these frightful spectres to 
exhibit to their Iteautiful and amianle Queen on her first arrival ?’ I know 
not how much more I said; but my friends were anxious to prevail on me 
to be silent, and to hurry me away, for fear of some unpleasant occurrence* 
They assured me that people did not lose their time in looking for the mean¬ 
ing of pictures; and that nobody in the whole population ofStrasbuig and its 
vicinity, nor even the Qiieen herself, or her court, would think of any such 
matter. ’ * 

“ I still well remember the beautiful and noble countenance, the gay yet 
majestic air, of tlii.s young princess. We saw her very plainly through the 
glasses of her coach. She seemed to be conversing in a very affable manner 
with the ladies who accompanied her, and to be much amused with the sight 
of the crowd which thronged aroufftl her. 

The Queen pursued her way. The crowd dispersed, and the town re¬ 
sumed its usual tranquillity.” 

«• «««««•*• 

“ Scarcely had the echo of fhe news of the Queen’s arrival in the capital 
ceased to resound, when we were thunderstruck by the report of the drcaidful 
event which had attended her marriage fSlcs. Owing to the neglect of the 
police, a multitude of men, horses, and carriages had been precipitated 
amongst heaps of building-materials which cncuinuered the public road; and 
these royal nuptials had juunged the whole city in mourning and affliction. 
Every endeavour was used to conceal the real extent of this disaster from the 
world and from the royal couple. Numbers of individuals who had perished 
were secretly interred. Many families were only convinced of their share in 
tills fatal event by the indefinitely prolonged absence^pf their relations. Need 
1 say that this disaster forcibly reminded me of the terrific images which had 

been presented to the Queen in her gr5nd drawing-room atStrasburg?” 

• 

His career as an author was soon about to cdffnmence. “Certain 
subjects,” he says, ^ had in a manner rooted themselves in n^r soul, and 
were by degrees taking a poetical aspect. 'I’hese were Gotz von 
Berlichingen and Faust. The life of the |brmef had made a deep im¬ 
pression upon me. I'he rough and honaurable character of this inde¬ 
pendent man, at a period of savage anarchy, inspired me with the 
liveliest interest. In the popular drama of which Faust is the hero, I 
found more than one tone whicli vibrated strongly in my very soul. 
I also had passed through the circle of the sciences, |nd had early con¬ 
vinced myself of their vanity. All my endeavours to find felicity in life 
had hitherto proved fruitless. I delighted in meditating on these sub¬ 
jects in my solitary hours, although as yet without writing any thing.” 
With these feelings he read the Vicar of Wakefield, which appears to 
have strongly affected him, and on which he makes some admirable re- 
fieclions; and about the same time Shakspeare became the idol of his 
soul. From this moment he threw off* the trammels o’f French authorial* 
aud renounced Voltaire, though he pays due tribute ta the talents o: 
that extraordinary man. 

In preparing for Werther he endeavoured to free his mind from all 
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external influence, to regard all out of himself with benevolence and‘ 
affection, and to leave all beings to produce their effects on him ac¬ 
cording to their respective natures. Such is the mystic sort of language 
in wliich he, like most of his brother critics of Germany, thinks proper 
to describe his mentdl emotions. Causes more matter-of-fact may be 
found in his havipg become acquainted with people whose habits and 
manners he has pourtrayed in his romance. Of these Werther himself 
(which w'as once doubted) is only the representative of ^ young gentleman 
of the unromantic name of Jerusalem, whom he describes as middle- 
sized, oval-faced, blue-eyed and fair-haired, dressed in a blue frock, 
yellow leather waistcoat, and boots with brown tops. Young Jerusalem 
had fallen in love with his friend’s wife, and blew his brains out in due 
course of tim6. Charlotte was every thing Uiat we find her in the 
Sorrows of Werther, as was Albert also; and Goethe's practice of hold¬ 
ing imaginary conversation^ in solitude, in which he made his friends 
fancied interlocutors, gave him a facility of combining these ciraracters 
together in the situations he has so eloquently described. The work 
made a great sensation in Germany, and the author becamo at once 
popular. Ladies vied with one anotker as to who was the original 
Charlotte—a circumstance not a little amusing to Goethe; and critics 
reviewed it, as critics will do; and wits, as wits will do, parodied and 
burlesqued it. In this country we all kno^- what a noise it made, and 
what serious alarms it excited. 0 ci/ras lummmu! We are too fond 
of alarming ourselves. The robust and inaiily intellect of Englishmen 
is not made of such milk-and-water stuff that we need fear any danger 
from excess of romantic sensibility; and .as to our religion or morals 
being hurt by a tale, which besides was not intended to do either, why 
we look upon it to be a most uncalled-for libi'l on both. But among 
us every generation of‘literature as well as politics must have its hug- 
bear to frighten it.* 

Goethe now mixed*with the litc'rati of Germany, v\ith whom he 
had taken a high rank. He sketclics the characters of stwcral of the 
most distinguished, in a highly vivacujus style, and continues 4he details 
of his adventures anS his loves, for he Was very susceptible, as gaily as 
usual. Bi#we cannot afford room for farther analysis. Every page of 
the book teems with profound views of human nature, with powerful cri¬ 
ticism, and with sharp ^)ictu^'s of human life. Wo recommend the cha¬ 
racter of Zimmerman, particularly, to the attention of our readers. His 
temper, his convcvsation, his domestic tyranny, his stern enthusiasm, 
are given with the hand of a master. 

It would be unjust if we were to conclude this article without re¬ 
marking, that the ^llcction of memoirs of German literati given at the 
conclusion, is excellently drawn and highly useful to English 
readers. 
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THE HUNTER OF Tllff UEUGUAY TO HIS LOVE. 

WouLDsT thou be happy, wouldst thou be free. 

Come to our woody islands with met* * * § 

Come while the summer sun is high. 

Beneath the peach-tree’s shade to He; « 

Or thy hunter will shield thee the live-long Jay 
In hi|thut of reeds from the scorching ray. 

Those countless birds with wings light 
Shall flit and glitter before thy sight; 

And their ceaseless songs from the palm-trees nigh. 

Shall charm thee with echoing melody. 

The leopard shall yield his spotted skin. 

That thy couch may be softly spread; 

Nought of evil shall enter iii 
JTo lurk around thy bed. * ' 

The Aof shall shun that sacred spot. 

And flee away in fear: 

The river-serpent shall harm thee<itot. 

Nor the Cayman vfjiture near. J 

Thou shalt list fo the hymn of the bearded choir § 

As eve comes gently on j 
How the woods resound 
With the lengthen’d sound. 

Till in distance it is gone ! 

Thou shalt mark the Ounce || in the leafy shade. 

How he lures his finny prey, 

Whose colours in the gleam disjilay’d 
Illumine the watery way : 

The bright Dorado shall glitter by 
With scales of gold and blue. 

As the lucid waters tremblingly 
Reflect each varying hue. 

Come, my beloved—delay no more— 

I linger for thee upon the shore. 

Fear not the rocks that darken our cours9$ 

Our canoes are swift and strong; 

Fear not the eddy’s hurrying force— 

Wc shall dart like light along! ^ 

The willows are waving to hail ill home. 

When the hunter and nis brieft shall come. 

All the joys of summer stay for thee, » 

Oh ! come to our woody islands with me. M. E. 


* The Uruguay river is full of wooded islands, consisting ok willow, peach, and 
palm-trees: they are the haunts of innumerable birds, reinark^le for the splendour 
of their plumage and sweetness of their note. The Vaguarete or leopard of South 
America abounds here, and men pass the summer on these islands in hunting them 
for the sake of their skins, 'lliere are many rapids and eddies in some parts of 
this river, and the Indians use double canoes wnh oars, some seventy feet long, 

t The Ao is an amphibious animal, very ferocious and formidable. 

^ The Cayman, an animal of which some tribes of Indians stand in strange fear, 
believing it ran only be killed by the reflection of its basilisk cyc- 

§ The bearded monkeys, a troop of which are called by the Portuguese a choii 
from their singing in concert at sunrise and sunset. 

II The Ounce has a singular stratagem to lure his prey.—Sec Southey's Hist, of 
Bi azil. 
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* THK CHOICE. 

Flora had an e^e of blue, 

Oentle, languishing, and clear—* 

L»ips like roses dipp*d in dew. 

Vermeil cheeks, and forehead white— 
Such a being of delight 
*^l?oets sometimes bring us near. 

Mary had a dark full eye. 

And a'cheek of healthy red ; 

Brown her hue—good-naturedly 
ffer lips were ever on the smile 
With expression free of guile ; 

N^one her beauty captive led. 

Flora knew she had a face 
Lovely as monal ever saw $ 

She was vkin, and every place 

'Where she moved, admirers came. 
Praised her beauty, spread her fame,-— 
Made her nod a sovereign law. 

Mary of herself ne’er thought— 

Never dream’d of filty lovers } 

For her sober reason taught 

She could be content with one. 

And her wishes never rus. 

On a troop of idle rovers. 

Flora, fond of coquetry. 

Pitied none who signed before her; 
Open, generous, vain, or sly— 

Alt who bowed she welcome gave. 
Proud to hail a new-made slave— 

A fresh suppliant to adore her. 

Mary, simple creature ! thought 
Suah a homage insincere ; 

She all lovers set at nought. 

But the youth who little praised, 
^ighed, and blushed, and slily gazed. 

If another eye were near. 

Flora was a beauteous show, 

Co^ as marble was her heart; 

Love ner bosom never knew. 

Passion snealiad never felt 
, When her warmest lover knelt,— 

She was but a thing of art. 

Mary had a bosom soft, 

^ Beating fondness and good-nature ; 

Sne would weep a^d sigh as oft 
She met with woe or misery— 

If her lover bent his knee. 

Passion burn*|} in every feature. 

'Who to choose woul4 hesitate— 

Between love or lifeless beauty ? 

Need I then my choice relate 1 
1 despise the fairest face 
That no sweet emotions grace— 

1 to Mary pay my duty. 


L. 
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ABSENTEEISM.—'NO. J. 

' K 

** Lcs abs^ns ont toujours toft/ 

The phrase “ Absentee,” says Dr. Johnson j is on^ used nfit h.regard 
to Irishmen living out of their countryand as its origin is Irish, so its 
use and application are strictly confmed to the history of that unfortu¬ 
nate people. The inference to be drawn from this^act is plain: that 
there is sometliii^ in the circumstances 6f the Irish, peculiar to them¬ 
selves,—somethi^ which forces upon them^aa line of conduct contrary 
to the ordinary instincts of humanity, and compels them to fly from that 
land which all other nations regard with more or less of favour and 
affection,—from that land which youth quits with regret, and to which 
age clings with passion, when all other passions fade,—the land of their 
nativity. * 

In every history of Irish grievances, this cabalistical term “ absentee” 
appears in the front of the arivay, and, like' the terrible “ II Bondocani" 
of the Calif of Bagdat, strikes down all before it: the apology for every 
abuse, the obstacle to every plan of amelioration,* the bugbear of the 
timid, the stalking-horse of the designing. 

“ Absenteeism,” observes the Eecretary for the Home Department, “ is 
an opeiative cause of tumult, but it is without a remedy and thus dis¬ 
missing all ministerial responsibility with a laconic aphorism, he launches 
an integral portion of the,empire committed to his management, to 
revolve for ever in the turbulent whirlpool of a vicious circle of cause 
and effect. Tumult expels the rich landholders, the absence of the 
rich landholders perpetuates tumult; this is a law of nature, which 
admits of “no remedy;” and the executive have nothing to do but to 
procure the passing of penal statutes according to the necessities of the 
moment, and to find the means of extorting four mdlions a year from 
English industry, to pay the expense of Irish misrul^. 

In political philosophy there are no evils without a remedy, .save 
those which arise out of the common condition *of humanity;—and the 
minister who confesses a political evil which he cannot remove, should 
remove Iriaaself; for he is himself the greatest ^vil with which the 
people have to contend. Sully, who administered the affairs of France 
under the most adverse circumstances, when it was still hafassed with 
civil contentions and torn with religious factio^, saw no political im¬ 
possibilities, though many political difficijjties, with which he coura¬ 
geously and successfully grappled: b#t, alas! the Secretary for the 
Home Department is n«t Sully. • 

To what physiological peculiarity of constitution this irremediable 
tendency to wander, inherited from their progenitors by the restless 
sons of the great Milesius, is to be attributed, the leavned Secretary has 
not informed us; and it is certain that Spurzheim, on his vkiit to the 
Irish capital, discovered no migratory inequality upon the surface of the 
Irish cranium, to account for the disposi^on. But in whatever particu¬ 
lar of temperament or exuberance of cerebral developement the cause 
of this effect defective lies latent, it is iiuitter of historic fact, that though 
the ancient Irish were restless enough at home (“ never,” says Campion, 

“ wanting drift to drive a tumult,”) yet this activity, which induced the 
” to pick a quarrel, fall in love, or any other diverting accident of that 
kind,” never found vent in absenteeism. Where, indeed, could Irishmen 
VOL. X. NO. XLII. 2 K 
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go to better their condition, when all in Ireland, who were not saint.% 
were kings; and many were both, while none were martyrs.* “ II est 
certain negoce" says the French proverb, “«/> lonprrd beaucoupen quit- 
tant boutique /” and this proverb, at all times applicable to Irish absen¬ 
tees, was particularly so in that golden age, so often referred to by 
antiquaries, when Ireland, “lying aloof in the Western Ocean, was a 
nest of kingdom?,” when superb and wealthy monasteries and royal 
palaces occupied every foot of the territory, and wl)|^n swallows built 
their nests in old men’s beards for want of worse habitations. In those 
true church and state times of Ireland’s prosperity, of which the Orange¬ 
man’s Utopia is but a type, it is little wonderful that the people gave 
into no wanderings, but those “rfa rceur cl de Vesprit;” and that a pil¬ 
grimage to St.,Patrick’s purgatory, a royal progress of some Toparck 
of the Soutli to a Dynast in the >h)rth, or a morning visit from King 
Mac Turtell to his close neighbour King Gillemohalmoghe t (which 
occasionally ended in the broken heads of both parties), should include 
the recorded absenteeism of two thousand years. 

It was reserved, however, for one of these royal heroes first to commit 
the patricidal crime: and the first Irish absentee of note, though a great 
king, was but a mauvais sujef, having pillaged his people, wasted his 
revenue, ran away with his neighbour’s wife, and sold his country for a 
mess of pottage. It is almost unnecessary to add that this royal 
founder of absenteeism is condemned to ftie contempt of posterity by 
the title of Dermot Mac Murrogh O’Kavenagh, King of Leinster; and 
that the result of his absenteeship was the successful invasion of Ire¬ 
land by Henry II. the crusading grants of Pope Adrian IV., and, above 
all, the fearful forfeitures followed by rebellion on one part, and on the 
other by an effort at extermination, which have multiplied from age to 
age those possessors jand deserters of the soil, who have drawn over 
“ the profits raised out of Ireland, and refunded nothing.”! 

— • ■ ■ ■ - - _ - , - _ , -- 

* Irish potentates were then as plenty “ as Munster potatoes.” “ Ils se cou- 
doyert,” as in the salle des rois of Napoleon. Irish saints were cqua^y numerous; 
but, if the scandalous^hronicles of the times be worthy of credit, the social order 
of that day was not the better for the circumstance. While King Mac Murrogh 
was runniifk away with Queen O’Rourke, wife of O’Rory, King of Briffny, who was 
on a pilgrimage to St. Patrick’s purgatory, his son was undergoing the operation 
of having those eyes put hut, which had looked too tenderly on the queen of Ossory. 
The gallantries of these Macs fniO's from the earliest ages to the present day, 
recall the answer of the French Silvester Daggerwood to his manager, who asked 
his line of parts, ** Chac^in s'en tienne au mel’er df ses*pirei je sais que da7is noire 
famille, nous sommes tons amonreux de pere enfib." 

t King Mac Turtell was King of Dublin, and held hfs kingdom by tribute from 
the King of Leinsten “ Not far from Dublin,” says the admirable Maurice Regan, 
historiographer to Mac Murrogh, and who wrote in French,—“ not far from Dublin 
there lived an Irish king named Gilllmohalmoghe.” Of the territories of this 
prince, MichacVs-lanc in Dublin formed a part. It is called in the black hook of 
Christchurch, Gillcmohalmogh. As there is some reason to suppose that the 
kingdom extended as far as Swords, Sir Compton Domvillemay be regarded as the 
modern representative of the Gillemohalmogh dynasty, 

X Child’s Discourse upon Trade.—“ No inconsiderable portion of the entire of 
Ireland has been confiscated twicer and perhaps tlirice, in the course of a cen- 
^ty"—LoTd Clare*s Speech on the Union. 

The causes of absenteeship are, in fact, coeval with the first steps of English 
power in this country. “ Those that were advenUirerSjj^'says Temple, " in the 
first conquests, and such others of the English nation «s came over afterwards, 
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It appears very probable tl»at one of the motives by which the lords 
of Ireland (as the English kings were long styled) were actuated in 
giving such large tracts of land to great English proprietors, was to 
get rid of the troublesome and rebellious Barons, by tempting them to 
reside in that “ most beautiful and sweet country as any is under heaven,” 
where so much was given up to their power and pillage, and where the 
services demanded in return, “the raising of forts and castles and 
fencing themselves with garrisons, as captains, keepers, and constables,” 
might forward tffe royal interests by protecting its power against the 
inroads of the natives. “ For, except Leinster,” says Campion, “ all 
other parts retayned still their ancient kind of government, and were 
always ready to start at every corner, iag and rag, to expell the English.” 
But the framers of Magna Charts, the guardians of all that was then 
known of liberty in England, werg not by the bribe "bf principalities 
to be kept from the great scene of action ; and some of the most con¬ 
siderable, having accepted, or seized upoh the fairest portions of the 
land, made them over to sons-in-law or other kinsmen; ahd having 
thus, by the scratch of their rude pen *, conveyed to others the fee 
simple of an Irish province, hastened back to England to dispute the 
power of the barbarous despa.s, who reigned by their sufferance, Or 
were deposed by their caprice. 

In process of time, the mischief of this sjjecies of transfer was not 
only felt as an additional 'vievance by the Irish, but as an annoyance 
by the Ehglish sovereign.! The injury done to their power by the 
absence of those whom they had deputed to watch over it, at a time 
when that power was held by a precarious tenure, was deemed so 
great, that a law against absentees was passed so early as the time of 
Richard II. The divisions of Uie houses of York and Lancaster, 
however, abrogated all laws; “ at which time,” says Spenser, “ all 
English lords and gentlemen which had great' possessions in Ireland, 
repaired over hither into England, some to succour their friends here, 
and to strengthen their partie, others for to 'defend their lands and 
possessions here against such as hovered after the same, upon hope of 
the alteration of the kingdom, and success of ^hat side which they 
favoured and affected.” t The result of this absenteeism of the great 
_ _ 2 _ 

took possession by former grants of the whole kingdoi’n, and drove the Irish in a 
manner out of all habitable parts of it, and settled themselves in all the plains an<l 
fertile places of the country, especially in tlfh cliicf towns, ports, and sea-coasts. 
It was wo capital offence tp kill any of the rest of the Irish p the la v did neither 
protect their life nor revenge their death.”— History of Irish Rehelbon. Here is the 
starting-post of absenteeism, pointed out by an EnglLsh minister and historian. 

* The siguatiires of IKoff^a Charts evince that the nobility of those times, like 
Pierrot in the farce, were un pen brouilUi avec (’Alphabet ^ but the spirit which 
founded that great .arch of British freedom, was well worth all the namby-pamby 
acquirements of all the inddern nobles who over presided over archaeology, ^or, as 
Walpole calls it, “ old woman’s logic,’*; flitted with the muses, and combined to 
give tracts to England, or rose-trees to tlie,starving peasantry of Connaught and 
Munster. 

+ Henry II. obliged tlie Earl Stronghow to return to Ireland, “ being likely for 
bis own wealth and assurance to procure ail possible means of bridling and annoy¬ 
ing the Irish ” in the time of Edward III. military emigration seems to have been 
considerable. The Irish robbers did good service at Creasy. * 

7 The Irish were always ready for a little commotion at home or abroad : 
“ Great was the credit of the Gensldines ever when the House of York prospered, 
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landholders of Ireland was natural and inevitable. “ The Irish, whom 
before they had banished into the mountains, where they lived only 
upon white meates, * as it is recorded, seeing now their, lands so dis¬ 
peopled and weakened,-came down int6 all the plains adjoining, and 
thence expelling those few English that remayned, re-possessed them 
again.” But these re-possessions were only temporary. New con¬ 
quests and new fovfeitures ensued. New possessors, unaffected to the 
soil, and disdainful of its children, afforded fresh causes of absenteeism, 
which, in whatever way it operated, was injurious to the country; till 
at length the forfeiture of Leix and Offaly (the King and Qurtn’s 
Counties) under Edward VI. threw the whole of those spacious and 
fertile districts into the hands of* new proprietors; who having esta¬ 
blished themselves by “ fire and sword,” transferred the ownership “ to 
foreigners by connexion, and resided themselrcs in England” 

But if the first barbarous English legislators for Ireland (and when 
has the epithet been inapplicable?) were, at an early period of their un¬ 
fixed power, sensible of the injury which the state and the country 
suffered from absenteeism—if the Plantagenets took cogniisance of the 
evil, and endeavoured to provide against it by statute, the Tudors 
(those sanguinary but sagacious despot^ considered the absence of the 
Irish from their homes and country as a state engine; and wielded it 
with a policy which always advanced their own interests, and confirmed 
their power over that unhappy land. Somafeinies they allured the Irish 
nobility to their Splendid court for the purpose of dazzling their ima¬ 
gination and corrupting their patriotism. Sometimes they ciU'd them 
as accused or criminals on .shallow pretexts, to awe them by their array 
of power, or to intimidate them by their display of cruelty. Yet, fre¬ 
quently forced to feel that the prosperity of the country and the 
English interests were both best served by the permanent residence of 
the gentry of the p/jle, they did not the less frame laws which m.ade it 
penal for the proprietors of the soil to spend its profits elsewhere than 
at home.f The love wliich the Irish had borne to the house of York, 


and likewise the Butlera^ryvcd under the bloud of Lancaster.” It was this dis¬ 
position towards the House of York, wliich ensured a temporary success^ to Per¬ 
kin Warbecken Ireland. The unfortunate Duke of Clarence, who was drowned In 
a butt of Malmsey, was born in Ireland during the lieutenancy of his father, the 
Duke of York. His godfAhers were the Earls of Ormond and Desmond. Whe¬ 
ther this Irish origin will serve t# explain the peculiarity of his destiny, I cannot 
say; but the residence of a York in Dublin may in part explain the popularity of 
that faction there. Siiakspeare probably alludes to this'personage in Henry VI. 

“ Please it your grace to be advertised 
The Dukfkpi^ Vork is newly come fi-om Ireland, 

And with a puissant and mighty power 
Of 8allowglasscs and stout Kernes 
Is marching hitherward*ln proud array.” 

* The English reader is not to suppose that these blavc-mangers of the poor 
Irish were such as are to be had at the Verys or Beauvillicrs. The Irish white- 
meates were curds and whey, the only provisions which men whose lives were ** in 
wandering spent and care” could obtain. The Irish then lived like Arabs, a prey 
of cattle ^ng the subject of their fiercest contests. 

t* Had they made the country endurable to live in, they would have done what all 
th^^al laws that ever have been framed can never effect—they would hare kept 
thdirish at home. At the time when Henry VIII. was framing his " act ef ab- 
sende” for preventing the increase of the absentees, the state of the country in 
which they were hy law thus obliged to live, is thus described by Spenser s—Not- 
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had rendered it a point of courteous policy to appoint the second sons 
of the king to the Lieutenancy of Ireland, with a deputy for tlie execu¬ 
tion of the high office: and Henry VIIL as Duke of York, while yet 
a boy, and during the life-time of his elder brothef, began his career of 
power under this character, conjointly with his deputy, Gerald Fitz¬ 
gerald, Earl of Kildare, “ a mighty made man,” says his chronicler, 
“ full of honour and courage”(1501). This grand conservator of the 
peace, however, had the old Irish fashion of being occasionally disposed 
to break it; and his fierce feuds with the Butlers, Earls of Ormond, 
(“ nothing inferior to Kildare in stomache, and in reach of policy farre 
beyond him”) were the causes “ of much ruffie and unquietness to the 
realm.” These served his enemies for a pretext to draw down upon 
him the displeasure of the English government, and finally induced 
Henry VII. to summon the old deputy dVer to the English court, 
and to seek to break down that haughty and turbulent spirit in a region 
rarely favourable to powerful energies and independence of mind. A 
bon-mot saved the carl from the ganger which awaited him, and limited 
his absenteeism to a few months vesidcnce in the court of Henry, from 
which he returned to Ireland more powerful than he left it. 

Gerald Fitzgerald, son of the aforesaid carl, a gentleman valiant 
and well spoken,” succeede(^)is father in all his dignities ; but though 
appointed lord deputy of Ireland, his influence, power, and spirit, soon 
awakened the jealousy of Henry VIII. Being “ overtaken with ve¬ 
hement suspicion of sundry treasons, it was deemed politic to draw' him 
away from Ireland ; and, by secret hatvers and enviers of his fortunes, 
nourishers of the old grudge, the king was urged to call upon him to 
attend the English court.” The illustrious but involuntary absentee 
was, on his first arrival in England, treated with a severity vainly in¬ 
tended to intimidate a spirit, which was afterwards & be subdued by 
other and more seducing means. Among mtiny frivolous charges, 
he was opposed with divers inlerrf^ntories tmtehing the Earl of l)es- 
mmid, his souMn, a notorious trapior.” His trial^owever, was but a 
mockery*' and-as the object was to sink the pop^r chief of a nation 
into a plia);^'courtier, to bind him more firmly to the Englisk interests, 
and to weaken his feelings of patriotism, the union of the turbulent 
Gerald w'as proposed with the Lady Elizabeth tjfrey, the king’s own 
kinswoman, and daughter of the Duk,e*or Suffolk. This marriage, 
celebrated with royal splendour, with all the festivities of a boisterous 
but splendid court, was deemed a preliminary step to permanent sub¬ 
jection, and to frequent and long visits to the court. Scarcely, 

however, had Kildare returned bome ftiid resuroieti deputyship of 

. . . . . ■i.ii.... ..I..,- 1.11,,.—, — — . -I. — . 1.. .1 — I ■ 

withstanding that the same was a most rich and plentifU couQtry, full of corn and 
cattle, (Minister more particularly is here spoken of,) yet in one year and a half 
(during the war carried on against the Earl of Sesmond for'the purpose of forfeit¬ 
ing his estatc.s) the natives were brought to such wretchednes.s, as that any stoney 
heart would rue the same. Out of every edrner of the woods and glyns they eamc 
< reeping forth upon their hands, for their legs could not bear them, they looked 
like anatomies of death, they shake like ghosts crying out of their graves, they 
cat the dead carrion, happy when they rould find them : yea, and one another soon 
after, in as much as the very carcasses they spared not to scape out of tBfeir graves; 
and if they found a plot of water-crosses or shamrocks, there they flocked as to a 
feast for the time, ytt not able to continue them withal, that in short space there 
was none almost left; and a most populous and plentiful country suddenly left 
void of man and beast.”—iS’/a/t <</ Jnlamf, 1581, 
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Ireland, when the domestic tumults of the great .lords of the pak ia* 
solved him in new' accusations on the part of the crown, '* intimations 
of new treasons passing to and fro, with complaynts and replyesand 
as Cardinal Wolsey did hate the Kildare bloud," and hadrresolved on 
breaking down tlj^eir power, the earl was again called from his strong 
hold in Ireland, and accused of having “ wilfully winked at the Earl of 
Desmond (whose large possessions were his crimes in the eye of the 
minister), and with having curried acquaintance and friendship with 
mere Irish.” While lying under the imputation of a crime, always 
heinous in the Irish,—natural affection to the land and its suffering 
children,—the brave Kildare (like an eagle taken from its eirie in the 
niountain-cliffb of its native region, and chained to the earth in a golden 
cage) was suffered to loiter away his existence, in listless indolence and 
life-wearing anxiety, in the purfieus of a court Hhat resembled the se¬ 
raglio of an Asiatic satrap, alternately favoured and persecuted, as the 
caprice of the sovereign or the aversion of the minister ruled the hour. 
It was at this period, when his mind w|is borne down by his humiliating 
position, that he was prevailed oiurto consent to his daughter the 
Lady Elizabeth Fitzgerald’s permanent residence at court; and it was 
by this co'.icession that the loveliest of all Irish absentees, “ the more 
than celestial Geraldine," has become an object of interest and admira¬ 
tion to posterity, as the poetical idol of the gallant and unfortunate 
Surrey.* 


* En^libh antiquaries have been much puzzled to determine the identity of this 
“ more than celestial Geraldine.” “ Who she was,” says Walpulc, “ we are not 
directly told.” Surrey himself mentions some particulars of her, but not her name. 
The editor of the last coition of Surrey’s Poems, in some short notes onhislife, 
.•»ays, “ that she was the greatest beauty of her time, and maid of honour to Queen 
Catharine; but I think I have very nearly discovered who this fair person was, 
&c. &c. &.C. I am inclined to think her poetical appellation was her real name, as 
every one of the circumstances tally.” The elegant antiquary then devotes three 
pages to prove the probability that Lady Elizabeth, daughter of the Earl of Kil> 
dare, was the Gcralc^pe of Lord Surrey. W^ton adopts this supposition, and 
coniiilimeuts the biographer on having, with tlie most happy sagacity, solved the 
didiciilticsaof “ this little enigmatical ode .”—Hntory of Kngluh Poets. There 
was, however, a much shorter way of solving tlie difficulties, namely, the consul¬ 
tation of Irish authors fur nn historical incident respecting one of the most illustri¬ 
ous Irish families. Campion,ewh6 had probably many a time and oft seen the 
fair Geraldine,” with his usual Quaint simplicity says, The (Fitzgerald) family 
is touched in the 8onnet of Surrey made upon Kildare's sister, now Lady Clin¬ 
ton — 

From Tuscane came my ladyes worthy race, 

Faire Florence waa sometime her ancient seatc; 

The l^estern isle, whose plaisant shore doth face 
Wilde Cambre’s differ, did pvc her lively heate." 

The Ode goes on as follows;— 

Fostered bhe was wjth milk of Irish breast. 

Her sire an carle, her damh of prince’s blood ; 

From tender years in Britain she doth rest 
With kinges childc, where she tasteth costly food. 

Honsdon did first present her to mine ycen, 

** Bright is her hue, and Geraldine her hight, 

&c. &c. &c. 

This fair and celebrated Irish absentee, after having sent her illustrious lover to 
Italy “ to defend her beautie by an open challenge,” in which he was victorious, 
married the Earl of Clinton.—a most unsentiiiientril conclusion tu a must romantic 
story. 
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Although educated at the rural palace of Hunadon with her kins- 
women the Princesses Mary and Elizabeth, and though aftervrardf 
maid of honour to the Queen, is is probable that this lady was rather 
an hostage than a guest, and was detained more by force than by in¬ 
clination ;-^s the sequel of her story goes to proVe» ** All tins while,” 
says Campion, " abode the Earl of Kildare at th^ court, apd w,ith 
much ado found shifle to be called before tlie Lords to answer solemn¬ 
ly.” When, at last, every excuse for delay was exhausted, and every hope 
of subduing his invincible spirit faded, he was “ called before the lords 
to answer solemnly,” who sat upon him diversly affcctioned; and 
es{)ecially the Cardinal Lord Chancellor (Wolsey) who disliked his cause, 
comforted his accusers, and enforced the articles objected.” The whole 
scene of this mock trial is so graphic, and the speechesvif the Cardinal 
and of the Irish Lord Deputy so curious and descriptive of the state 
and manners of the time, that the introducrion may be pardoned of an 
episode which goes to prove, by a striking instance, that Irish absentee¬ 
ism under any form, voluntary or involuntary, graced by royal favopr, 
or marked by ministerial persecution, is derogatory to the dignity, and 
injurious to the interests of thc», Irish nobility. The Earl of Kildare, 
alone, unfriended, without the aid of counsel to plead, or witness to de¬ 
pose in his behalf, appeared in the midst of the Lords, every one of 
whom was the slave of the jibing or the parasite of the minister,—“ for 
what,” (says Walpole, one of their own caste,)—“ what twelve trades¬ 
men could be found more servile than every court of peers during the 
whole of tl)is reign?”—Wolsey was the first to speak, and he began with 
these words:—“ 1 wot well, my Lord, that I am notthemeetest manat tbis 
board to charge you with these treasons, because it bath pleased some 
of your pew-fellows to report that I am a professed enemie to all no- 
bilitie, and namely to the Geraldines, but seeing every curst boy can 
say as much when he is controled, and seeing tliese ^loints are so weigh- 
tio that tliey should not be dissembled of usi and so apparent tliat 
they cannot be denyed of you, L must have leave, noiwith.standing 
your state slaundcr, to be the mouth of these honorable persons at this 
time, and to trumpe your treasons,in your wayfhowsoever you take 
me. First, you remember how the Icwde Earle your kgisman, who 
passeth not whom he serve, might he change his master, sent his con¬ 
federates with letters of credence to Frauncis^the French king, and, 
having but cold comfort there, to Chai4es*the Emperour, proffering the 
helpe of Mounster and Connaght towards the conquest of Ireland, if 
either of them would helpe to win it from our King. How many let¬ 
ters ? what precepts ? what messages ? what threats have been sent you 
to apprehend him ? and yet not done! why so? forsooth, 1 could not 
catch him: nay, nay, Earle, forsooili you would not nightly watch him. 
If he be justly suspected, why arc you partiall in so great a cause? if 
not, wliy are you fearfull to have him tryed ? Yea sir, it will be sworn 
and deposed to your face, that for feare 6f meeting him, you have winked, 
wilfully shunned his sight, altered your course, warned his friends, 
stopped both eyes and eares against his detectors, and, when soever you 
tooke upon you to hunt him out, then was he sure beforc-hand to^bee 
out of your walkc: surely this juggling and false play little became 
cither an honest man, called to such honour, or a nobleman put in such 
trust. Had yau lost but a cow or a garron of your owne, two hundred 
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Kyrncglies would have come at your whistle, to rescue the prey frbm 
the uttermost edge of Ulster: all the Irish in Ireland must have giveiY 
you the way. But in pursuing so weightie a matter as this, merciful! 
God! how nice, how dangerous, how wayward have you bin! One 
while he is from hom'e, sometimes fled, sometimes in the borders where 
you dare not venfeire: I wist, my Lord, there be shrewde Bugges in the 
borders for the Earle of Kildare to feare: The Earle, nay the King of 
Kildare, for, when you are disposed, you reigne more like than rule the 
land:—where you are malicious, the truest subjects stand for Irish ene¬ 
mies : where you are pleased, the Irish enemie stands for adutifull sub¬ 
ject : hearts and hands, lives anddands, arc all at your courtesie; who 
fawneth not thereon, hee cannot rest within your smell, and your smell 
is so ranke, that you tracke them out at pleasure.” Whilst the Cardi¬ 
nal! was speaking, the Earle chafed and changed colour, and sundry 
proffers made to answer evefy sentence as it came; at last he broke out, 
and interrupted them thus. “ My Lord Chancellour, I beseech you par¬ 
don me: I am short-witted, and you, I perceive, intend a long talc. If 
you proceede in this order, halfe my p*trgation will be lost for lacke of 
carryage: 1 have no schoole tricks, n«r'art of memory; excepte you 
heare me while I remember your words, your second processe will hammer 
out the former.” The Lords associate, who for the most part tenderly 
loved him, and knew the Cardinal’s manned' of termes so lothsome, as 
wherewith they were tyred many years agoe, humbly besought his Grace 
to charge him directly with particulars and to dwell in some one matter 
till it were examined through. That granted, “ It is good reason (quoth 
the Earle) that your Grace bearc the mouth of this chamber. But, my 
Lord, those raouthes that put this tale into your mouth, are very wide 
mouths, such indeed as have gaped long for my wreck, and now at length, 
for want of better stuff) are fain to fill their mouths with smoak. What 
my cousin Desmond hath compassed, as 1 know not, so I beshrew his 
naked heart for holding'out so long. If hee can bee t.aken by my agents 
that j)resently wayte for him, then have my adversaryes betrayed their 
malice, and this heape of haynous wordcs shall resemble a maffof sfrawe, 
that seemeth at a blu^ to carry some proportion, but, when it is felt and 
poysed, disaovereth a vanity, serving only to fraye crowes; .and I trust 
your honours will see the proofe hereof and mine innocencie testified in 
this behalfe by the thin^ it sflfe within these few dayes. But goe to, 
suppose hee never bee bad, wh&t is Kildare to blame for it, more than 
my good brother of Ossory ? notwithstanding his high promises, having 
also the King’s power, he is glad to take egges for his money, and bring 
him in at leysure. Cannot the Earle of Desmond shift, but I mus^ be of 
counsell? cannot h^ bee hid, except I winke? If hee bee close, am I his 
mate? If he be friended, am I a tr^tour? This is a doughty kinde of 
accusation, which they urge against mcc, wherein they are stabled and 
myredatmy first denyall. You would not see him, say they: who made 
them so familiar w'ith mine eye-sight? or when was the Earle within my 
Equinas ? or who stood by when I let him slip ? or where are the tokens 
of my wilfull hood-winking? Oh, but you sent him word to beware of 
yo\t: who was the messenger? where arc the letters? convince my ne¬ 
gative. See how loosely this idle reason hangeth: Desmond is not taken, 
well, we are in fault: why? because you are. Who proves it? nobody. 
What conjectures? so it seemeth. To whom ? to your enemies. Who 
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told it them? What other grounds? none. Will thay sweare it? they 
will sweare it. My .Lords^ then belike they know it: if they know it» 
either they have niy hand to show, or can bring forth the messenger, or 
were present at a conference, or privy to Desmond, or somebody be¬ 
trayed it to them, or themselves were my carryersnr vice-gerents here¬ 
in. Which of these parts will they choose ? I know them^too well to reckoq 
myself convict by their bare wordes, or headlesse hearsayes, or frantick 
oathes: my letter were soone read, were any such writing extant; my 
servaunts and friends are ready to bee sifted. Of my cousin Desmond 
they may lye lewdly, since no man can heere well tell the contrary. 
Toucliing my selfe, I never noted in. them either so much wit, or so 
much faith, that I could have gagetL upon their silence the life of a 
good hound, much lesse mine owne. 1 doubt not, may* it please your 
lionours to oppose tljera, how they came to knowledge of these matters 
which they are so ready to depose, but yofi shall finde their tongues 
chayned to another man’s trencher, and as it were knights of the post, 
suborned to say, sweare, and stare the uttermost they can, as those that 
passe not what they say, nor wit^i what face they say it, so they say no 
truths. But of another thing, it grieveth me that your good grace, 
whom I take to be wise and sharpe, and who of your own blessed dis¬ 
position wish me well, should be so farre gone in crediting those corrupt 
informers, that abuse the ignorance of their state and country to my 
perill. Little know you, my lord, how necessary it is, not onely for 
the governour, but also for every nobleman in Ireland, to hamper his 
vincible neighbours at discretion, wherein, if they wayted for processe of 
law, and bad not these lives and lands you speakc of within their reach, 
they might pass to loose their owne lives and lands without law. You 
heare of a case, as it were in a dreame, and feell not the smart that vexeth 
us. In England there is not a meane subject that dare extend this hand 
to fillip a peerc of the realme;—in Ireland, except^he lord have cun¬ 
ning to his strength, and strength to save his owne, and sufficient 
.authoritic to racko thieves and varletts when they stirre, liee shall linde 
them swanne so fast that it will bee too late to call for justice. If you 
will have our service take effect, you must not ty^ us always to the ju¬ 
dicial proceedings, wherewith your realme, thanked bee God, is inured. 
As touching my kingdome, my Lord, I would you and I had exchanged 
kingdomes but for one moneth, I would tru^ to ^ther up more crummes 
in that space, than twice the revenues oftny poorc earledome;—but you 
are well and warme, and so hold you, and upbraided not me with such 
an odious storme. I sleepe on a dahlin, when you lye soft in your bed of 
downe; I serve under the cope of heaven, when you are served under 
a canopy; 1 drinke water out of a skull, when you ^finke out of golden 
cuppes; my courser is trained to th<? field, when your jennet is taught to 
amble; when you are bcgraced, and belorded, and crowched and 
kneeled unto, then I finde small grace with our Irish borderers, except I 
cut them off by the knees.” At thesi girds the coiinccll woidd have 
smiled, if they durst; but each man bitt his lippe, and held his coun¬ 
tenance. I'he Cardinall perceived that Kildare was no cake, and rose 
in a fume from the councell-table, committed the Earle, and dcfejged 
the matter till more direct probations came out of Ireland.—It is 
unnecessary to add, that these ** probations” were readily procured. 

“ For of this treason,” continues the tjuaint chronicler, “ he (Kildare) 
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was fouiwl guilty, and imprisoned in the Tower a long time. The 
gentleman betook himself to God and the King, was heartily loved of 
the lieutenant, pittied in all the court, and standing in so hard case, 
altered little his accustomed hue, comforted other noblemen prisoners 
with him, dissembling his own sorrow. One night, when the lieutenant 
and he, for dispprt, were playing at slidc-groat, suddenly commeth 
from the Cardinall a mandat to execute Kildare on the morrow. The 
Earl marking the Lieutenant’s deep sigh on reading the bill, * By Saint 
Bride,’ quoth he, ‘ there is some mad game in that scralle, but, fall how 
it will, this throw is for a huddle.’ When the worst was told him : ‘ Now 
I pray thee,’ quoth he, ‘ doe no more but learn assuredly from the King’s 
owne mouthe whether his Grq^e be witting thereto or not.’ Sore 
doubted the Lieutenant to displease the Cardinall; yet, of very pure de¬ 
votion to his friend, he posteth to the King at midnight, and said his 
errant (for all houres of the day or night, the Lieutenant hath acccssc 
to the prince upon occasions). King Henry, controwling the sawey- 
nessof the priest—those were his tearmes—gave him his signet in token 
of countermand; which when the Cqrdinall had scene, he began to 
breake into unseasonable words with the Lieutenant, whicfi he was 
loath to heare, and so he left him fretting. Thus broke up the stormc 
for a time, and the next yeare Wolsey was cast out of favour; and 
within few yeares Sir William Skevingtftn sent over deputy, who 
brought with him the Earle pardoned, and rid from all his troubles.” 

But this “ riddance” was only of short duration. New causes of 
complaint, and new reasons, were soon found or invented for once more 
drawing tlie Earl from the strong hold of his interest and power—his 
native country : and he was again “ commanded by sharp letters to 
repair to England.” His arrival there was followed by a report of his 
execution *, which soon reached his family in Ireland. His son, whom 
he had left Lord J\isticc in .his place, the gallant but impetuous Lord 
'Thomas, on hearing of this supposed act of treachery against his father, 
threw down the sword of office, and flew into open rebellion, followed 
by his five uncles the Lords Fitzgerald. The insurrection* was soon 
quelled; and the unfortunate Ger.ildines having surrendered, set out 
for England on the parole of the Lord Marshal Dorset, where, shortly 
after their arrival, they were all executed in one day. The death of the 
old Earl himself in thl; Tower, where he is said to have died “ for 
thought and paine,” ends the trfigic story of the enforced absenteeism of 
the Geraldines, t « 

This murder of the Lady Geraldine’s uncles, father, brother, and that 
of her unfortunate and highly endowed lover, “who,” says Lodge, “re¬ 
flected splendour ejen on the name of Howard,” and who was put to death 
by Henry VIII. for quartering the arms of Edward the Confessor, must 


* “ A false muttering flew about ihat his execution was intended.” 

+ “ Soon after,” says Campion, “ was the house of the Geraldines attaynted by 
Parliament, and il of tbe name busily trayned out for fcare of new commotions. 
BntHiomaB Leurces, late Bishop of Kildare, sclioolcniaster to a younger brother, 
Ge«ild Fitzgerald, the Earle that now liveth, secretly stale away witli the childe, 
first into Scotland, then into France, and, misdoubting tbe French, into Italy; 
where Cardinall Pole, his nearc kinsman, preserved him till the raij'nc of Edward 
the Sixt, with whom hec entred into high favour, and obtayned of him his olde in¬ 
heritance of Mcinothc.” 
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have rendered the Englii^ Court a dreary residence to her. Still, 
however, she remained there, most probably under the Influence of the 
saine major force which first drew her from her domestic home. But 
while Henry thus continued to retain the most beautiful woman oflre^ 
land near his person, hehegan to see, as it appears, the policy of keeping 
the men at home; and he passed his famous bill against ‘*ahsenc%e^^ 
the preamble of which is curious, as( portraying the evils against 
which it was framed—at least that portion of the evils by which the 
English government, for a long series of years,^ was alone touched. 
Like a good many more modern acts, be it remarked cn passant, it com¬ 
mences by the formal averment of a shlf-evident falsehood: “ That for 
as much as it was notorious and manifest, that this land of Ireland 
being heretofore inhabited and in dm obedience to the s'aid king’s most 
noble progenitors, who in those days ia the righte of the Crown of Eng¬ 
land had great possessions, rentes, -and profits, within the same 
land,” &c. It then goes on to state “the mine, rebellion, and decay,” 
which ensued by the absence of the great landholders; who, ** after 
abiding within the said land, iJobly and valiantly defended the same 
against all the king’s enemies, and also kept the same in such tranquillity 
and good order, as the King of England liad due obedience of the inha- 
bitance there, the laws obeyed, and the revenues and regalitie were 
duely answered;” but that^fterwards “they and their heiresabsented 
themselves out of the said land of Ireland, denjorning within the realm 
of England, not pondering, ne regarding the preservation thereof,-*-the 
townee, castels, and garrisons appertaining to them fell in ruin and 
decay, and the English inhabitants therein, in default of defence and 
justice, and by compulsion of tliose of the Irish, were exiled, whereby 
the king’s said progenitors lost as well their said dominion and subjec¬ 
tion there, as also their revenues and profites an^ their said enemies 
by redopting or retaining the said lands, dominions, and possessions, 
were elevated into great pride,” &c. &c. 

flitherm, with a lew exception^, ahscncie, as touching a residence in 
England, luid been confined to the great Irish jfirds of tlie pale, who, 
though of English descent, and bearing Norman names, had in the 
course of successive generations run through all those shades of natu¬ 
ralization, which left them in manners, habits, and aflections, but little 
distinguishable from the aboriginal Irishman,* who proudly traced his 
origin to the Lady Scota, the daughter or grand-daughter of King 
Pharaoh. * But it was reserved for die reign of the Virgin Queen to 
drive the genuine nobility of Ireland from th#r native land at any loss 
or risk into distant regions t and unknown countries, or to allure them 

- 1 _ _ - 

• 

* The various epithets applied to these retrogradations on the scale of civiliza¬ 
tion are very amusing. Between the “ mere and uncivil Irish,” and the “Eiiglish 
Lords of the Pale," were the “ English Lords beginning to wax lri.sh“ degene¬ 
rating," “becoming mere Irish," and ending by being “ very wildcIrish," &c. &c. 

t O’Sullivan Bearc, one of the bravest and noblest chiefs of Kerry, and Lord of 
part of the paradise of Killarney, in writing to the Spanish minister an account of 
his sulfcrings at this period, urges him “ to the speedy sending of a ship to receive 
him, Jiis wife, and children, to save them from the hands of his most m^ciless 
enemies ; Making choice (he pathetically a<lds) rather to forsake my ancient inhe- 
rit^i^c, friends, followers and goods, than any way trust to their graceless par¬ 
don or promise.”— Pacaia Ibhcima. Here was ahscnlecship in the sixteenth cen¬ 
tury ! ! 
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to her own forma] and fantastic court, by a show of feminine sympathy; 
which, though in direct contradictioiji to h^ whole policy and conduct, 
was well calculated to win the unwary, and to soothe the unfortunate. * 
The Queen, in her quality both of woman and sovereign, was fond of 
making speeches; ahd she probably found it prettier to be pathetic 
than just, as she^eertainly found it easier to chide than to call in the 
pack of bloodhounds she had let loose upon the devoted country of her 
delegated sway. While the Fitzwilliams, the Binghams, the Drurys, 
the Bagnals, and others of her Irish ministers, were carrying destruc¬ 
tion through the land by ‘‘fire, sword, and pestilencet,” the fair and 
royal rhetorician was exclaiming* in her closet against their conduct, by 
classical allusions to parallel facts, which shewed at once her learning 
and her sympathy. “ I fear,” she said, apostrophizing her ministers 
in Ireland, “ that the same reproach will be made to me as was formerly 
made by Bato to Tiberiufe. ft is you who are to blame for diese 
things, who have committed your flocks not to shejiherdvs but to 
wolves." The Irish, “ who love learning to a fault,” says Spenser, 
and women too, God forgive them, wore bewitched by sirailaj declara¬ 
tions of pity breathed in the language of the learned from the lips of 
the royal and the fhiv. The O’Rourkes, the O'Neils, the O’Connors, 
forgot the wiles and the treachery of which their fathers had been the 
dupes or the victims; and each in his tumfexpiated his credulity in its 
fatal results. I 

The English were accustomed to the presence of the Geraldines, the 
Butlers, the De Courcoys, Dc Burgos, and other great Anglo-Irish 
lords of the pale who, though by “gossipry and alliance” they occasionally 
fell into Irish habits, and sported a glib or a mantle at home, were still 
sure to resume the English costume when at the English court. But 
the true aboriginal Irish gentlemen, the brave O’s and Macs, who, 
driven to their woods and>morasses with no other weapon of defence 
than their skein, their hatchet, or their pike, had for centuries resisted 
the well-armed force of England,—they w'ere creatures of almost fabu¬ 
lous interest and exi.^cnce; and the “ anthropophagi and iften whose 
heads do grow beneatn their shoulders,” were not more monstrous to 
English apprehensions than the “flying Irish,” whose wings were sup- 

* Elitabeth frequently discovered that her Deputies were carrying the joke too 
far. On the orcasion of the wanton^lass.acre of Sincrwick, “The queen fsays the 
Bishop of Chichester) was not pleated at the manver of this execution, and was 
hardly ajler drawn to admit any excuse of the slaughter committed.” The “ manner” 
was curious enough,—“ It Mis concluded that only the leaders should be saved, 
(the leaders were Spanish officers,) the rest slain, and all the Irish hanged up: which 
was presently put into execution, to the great disliking of the Queen ; who detested 
the slaughter of such yielded themselves.”— liaktr’s Chronule. 

f “Thequeen was assured,” says Leliifid, speaking of the inhnm.an rigour of 
Lord Deputy Gray, “ that he tyrannued with such Harliarity, that little was left in 
Ireland for her Majesty to reign over but ashes and dead carcases.”— of Ireland, 
V. ii, p. 227r—Here are reasons for nitsentceship quite as cogent as any which can 
be advanced in the present day. 

J The credulity of the Irish Las ever been their niin. Some English officers 
haWng assured certain Irish chiefs that, upon surrendering themselves to the govern¬ 
ment they would obtain their pardon 5 those chiefs (says Lcland) “ embraced the 
courffcl, submitted, and consented to attend the Lord Deputy St. Leger to Ireland. 
But here the only favour granted (hem was, that they were not brought to iiiitne- 
diatc execution. They were cuniinitled to prison, their lands declared forfeit, and 
gi anted to those on whose counsel they hadsuncndcrcd.”—v. ii. 
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posed to grow beneath their beads. To the higher castes, however, 
they were known by the r^utation of their prowess and their comeli¬ 
ness ; and were noted by sXie of the poets of the day, alike for their 
invincible spirits and their lofty staj^ire.* This romantic interest 
thrown round a race at once so brave and so unfortunate, so wild and 
yet so gallant in their bearing, might not have been without its effect in 
influencing the policy of the coquettish queen, and draVWng to her court 
those (as yet unseen) Thanists, the known admirers of her sex and con¬ 
temners of her power. 

The restlessness of suffering, the enterprise of romantic valour, the 
partiality of the House of Tudor to the O’Neils, and other inducements 
which Elizabeth herself held out, determined the famous Shane O’Neil 
(by the prescriptive right of ages Thanist of his powerful sept, and by 
the patent of Henry VIII. to his fatlier, Earl of Tyrone) to visit 
the court of England in the most perilous /noment of his life. The 
sudden appearance of the representative'of the ancient kings of Ulster 
in the antechambers of Whitehall excited a sensation in which the 
“ lion-ported queen” is said to have deeply and obviously participated. 
He hurst upon the guarded prcsefice of her, whose acts against his re¬ 
ligion and his rights “ resembled the bloody mandates of a Turkish 
divan rather than the mild ordinance of a Christian queen,” in all the 
fearless hardihood of one “bore a charmed life,” fresh from the 
lines of revolt, with the excitement of the fierce contest between the ' 
oppressor and the opjircssed fluttering at his bold heart and fevering 
his manly brow, and robed in a costume new to the ribboned and 
lagged chivalry of the British court. He is described as entering the 
prcscnce-chainbcr at the head of a rude but imposing train, composed 
of his guard of honour, the Irish gallowglasses, who, armed with battle- 
axes, their heads bare, their long hair flowing in locks on their broad 
shoulders, their yellow surplices with open sleeves trailing to the earth 
and surmounted by a military harness—formed a strange contrast to 
the groupings and tournure of the cojirticrs through whom they passed, 
and who in their own frippery enphueism of dress and manner must 
have looked upon these singular absentees as ihougll they were the na¬ 
tives of some distant clime. Even the less rclined “ Londoners,” says 
Spenser, “ marvelled at this strange sight.” 

O’Neil had come to plead his own cause at tUe foot of the throne. 

“ The Queen,” says one of the court hist^riifhs, “ received him with an 
affectation of tenderness; and after he had resided so]jpe time at court, 
the flattery of his address, which appeared artl||s and unstudied, and 
the speciousness of his allegations, so wrought^pon her, that, at his 
departure, she dismissed him with favour and pre|ents.” This ab¬ 
senteeism of O’Neil, though favourajile to his pride,* and flattering to 
his vanity while abroad, was injurious to liis interests at home. His 
base-born brother, Matthew, availing himself of his absence, had usurped 
his rights, and assumed the chieftainship of his sept. The question 
was debated (as if it were debateable) by the Irish government, who, ia 
defiance of all law, “ ruled the point in favour of the bastard ; prac- 


* “ Then came the Irishmen of valiant hearts, 

And active limbs, and personages tall.” 

Sir J. Hat} irigton’t Translalioii of Orlando Furioso. 
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tising ^says Parnell *) a policy that has governed them (the English) to 
the latest times in India, where it has been the custom to raise to the 
throne, in violation of the customary mode^f succession, a person who 
depended for his station on their power, who was strictly a dependent, 
and who might he set aside whenever a favourable opportumty occurred.” 
The Sicjuoeo of the* Virgin Queen was, of course, decisive. The bastard 
was proclaimed /.he lawful heir; and the consequence was a rebellion 
on the part of Shane. In this rebellion the chieftain was unfortunate, 
and the whole possessions, both of Shane and Matthew, were confis¬ 
cated. “ In order,” says Parnell, “ to divert Shane, the territory was 
reputed Matthew’s; and in order to get rid of Matthew's claim, the 
territory was confiscated as Shane’s.” f Meanwhile, however, the 
Queen had won golden opinions in Ireland for her reception of the most 
popular of Irish chiefs. The gates of absenteeism were now thrown 
most seducingly open. The trjck was already beaten down which led 
from the desolated banks 'of the Shannon to the pavilioned shores of 
the Thames. Men, whose national failing was a sanguine credulity not 
untouched witli personal vanity, whose infirmity of temperament was a 
reckless impetuosity, and whose weariness of suftering caught at every 
change as a relief^ now first began to find new hopes for their country 
and themselves s|l^inging up in the “primrose path of dalliance” which 
conducted them to the British court, and placed them in personal con- 
-tact with a woman and a queen—with on# who, unlike her savage de¬ 
legates in Ireland, received them “ with tenderness, and dismissed them 
with favour.” The baubles given by a royal hand, and displayed at 
Shane's Castle, were pledges to the followers of O’Neil that the heart of 
the Queen was of another policy from the counsels of her ministers. A 
mandate, therefore got up in the form of a slight accusation, but consi¬ 
dered by the accused as an invitation, brought the O'Rourke chief or 
prince of Brefny^ promptly and inconsiderately to the feet of the fair 
sovereign who had issued it. 

This gallant Irishman, as renowned for his persomil beauty as for his 
turbulence, had long been a favo»/rite theme of complaint in the des¬ 
patches of the Iri^ deputies. Even his personal influence, and the 
splendid endowments out of which it arose, were brought as damning 
proofs aguinst him. These also induced, perhaps, the Queen to judge 
for herself; and the handsome absentee was received like O’Neil with a 
show of tenderness,^though not, alas! like him, “dismissed with 
favour.” While history has btiefly thrown off the fd,ct3 of his summons 


* Apology, p, 58. ^ 

. t Sije ne vo’ts mange pa$ en oisrau, je vous mangerat e>i souii^, “ Other times," 
they say, “ bring otker mannersand it is not impossible that men, re.strainrd hy 
the manners ofonr men. times, may avaik themselves of the circumstance of their en¬ 
forced moderation, to reproach the writer who thus recalls a fact disreputable to 
the English govcrnracut, with rtppins; up old sons. The fact, however, is “ger¬ 
mane to the matter fur it was such forfeitures that sowed the first seeds of that 
permanent absenteeism which modern ministers aifort to deplore ; and it was these 
flagrant violations of common justice, that first nurtured the lawless disposition in 
the peasantry, which is made an excuse for the suspension of all constitutional 
rights, and which is most unjustly charged on the Catholic religion. Besides, as 
IcAg as the system is continued, which withholds cinaneijiation, and gives over the 
land to the tyranny and plunder of churchmen and their inherents, the “ ripping 
up old sores" is both useful and justifiable. 
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to court, his detention, and his unexpected execution, tradition has 
woven his story in the many-coloured web of her own romantic loom; 
and though the catastropm of the tale, which still circulates in the 
neighbourhood of his ruined castle, attests the ignorance or the love of 
the marvellous of those who invented*and circulated it; still there is 
a dovetailing of the old Irish Shanaos with historic record, which 
shews that si cela pas vrai) c'Hoit bien vraisemb^able. 

“ A wild story concerning O’Rourke,” says the author of the History 
of the Irish Bards, “ wanders about the County of Leitrim. O’Rourke 
was a powerful and turbulent chieflain of this country in the reign of 
Elizabeth. The Queen invited liim to London, making him, at the same 
time, warm professions of honours and service, though she only intended, 
by this invitation, to lead him into a kind of exile, in order to secure his 
obedience. Tlie ingenuous O’Rourke, duped by the Quben’s arts, pro¬ 
mised to comply. Before his departur^e, he assembled his vassals and 
neighbours in the great hall of his castl^ aifd entertained them with all 
the splendour of the times, ^ This is the feast so humorously de¬ 
scribed by Mac Gauran. On O’Rourke’s arrival at Whitehall, the Queen 
was ready to receive him. Theiiclcgant symmetry of his person, and his 
noble aspect, struck her Majesty, and she secretly determined to rank 
him with her choicest favourites. A sumptuous apas^ment was allotted 
him in the palace, and a train of domestics were ordered to attend him. 
One night, a female tapped H his door, and was readily admitted; but 
she retired before the morning broke. The lady continued her visits 
for several nights, always retiring about the same hour. O’Rourke’s 
curiosity was awakened, and he often urged her, but in vain, to disclose 
her name. At length he discovered, by the light of the moon, a ring 
on one of her fingers, which he observed with strict care, in the hope 
that it would lead to a discovery. Next day espying the identical ring 
on her Majesty’s finger, he unfortunately insinudted ^to her that he had 
discovered his fair visitor. The following -night an assassin was em¬ 
ployed to punish him for his idle curiosity.” The public execution of 
O'Rourke is however on historicaWecord. f 

-« -- — 

* The only crime of winch O'Rourke could be accused, was his having received 
some shipwrecked Spaniards under his roof. Men, says O'Conndt, whom the 
most hardened barbarity could scarcely consider as enemies. It is remarkable that 
O'Rourke previously to his execution was denied a priest of his own persuasiou. 
But Miles Macgrath, the converted archbishoptf)f (?ashcl, was sent to prevail on him 
to conform. “ No,” said O'Rourke firmly, “ but do you remeinber the dignity 
from which yon have fallen; return to tlie ancient Church? and learn from my 
fortitude the lesson you should have taught me, and which y»)u ought to have been 
the last to disavow.” 

If there is a shadow of truth in this wild story of Leitrirm and Ronrke did not 
betray the lady, he deserves canonizalioi^ Essex, however; who shared the same 
fate, preserved the same honourable secrecy ; and the purity of the Virgin yiieen 
remains intact. 

■f The ruin.s of O'Rourke's castle still exist. They are sublimely sihiatcd on a 
rock that hangs and frowns over a rapid riverrinear Manor Hamilton, in the county 
of Leitrim. A few trees are scattered immediately about the castle, and aruund 
arc heathy mountains rising to the clouds. “ O’Rourke's noble feast” has been 
rendered immortal by the translation of Dctin Swift. 
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THE conqueror’s SLEEP. 

Sleep midst thy banners furlM ! 

Yes ! thou art there, upon thy buckler lyin^. 

With the soft wind unfelt around thee sighing j 
Xhou chief of hosts ! whose trumpet shakes the world ! 
Sleep! while the babe sleeps on its mother’s breast— 

—Cn ! strona: is night—for thou, too, art at rest! 

Stillness has smooth’d thy brow. 

And now might love keep timid vigils by thee ; 

Now might the foe with stealthy foot draw nigh thee. 
Alike unconscious and defenceless thou ! 

Tread lightly, watchers !—Now the field is won. 

Break not the rest of Nature’s weary son! 

' Perchance some lovely dream 
Hack from the stormy fight thy soul is bearing 
To the green pXices of thy boyish daring. 

And all the windings of thy native stream j 
—Why, this were joy !—Upon the tented plain, 

Orcam on, ihou Conqueror !—be a child again. 

But thou wilt wake at morn. 

With thy strong passions to the conflict leaping. 

And thy dark troubled thoughts all earth o’ersweeping, 

—So wilt thou rise, oh ! thou of woman born ! 

And put tliy terrors oh—till miMe may dare 
Look upon thee—the tired one, slumbering there ! 

Why, so the peasant sleeps 

Beneath his vine !—And man must kneel before tbee. 
And for his birthright vainly still implore thee— 

Shalt thou be stayM because thy brother weeps? 

Wake! and forget that, midst a dreaming world. 

Thou hast lain thus, with all thy banners furl’d ! 

t^orget that thou, e’en thou. 

Hast feebly shiver’d when the wind pass’d o'er thee, 

AtuI sunk to rest upon t|ie earth which bore thee. 

And felt the night-dew chill thy fever’d brow! 

Wake vuth the trumpet, with the spear press on ! 

—Yet shall the dust take home its mortal son. 

F. H. 


O THE WISH. 

It 

Oh ! dews of morning, mild salubrious air. 
Woods, grassy banks and rivers winding near. 
Hills clothed with verdure, and the cool retreat 
Of grateful valleys! may propitious Fate 
Those joys .of my pgternal land restore. 

United once-again, to part no more; 

Unspoil’d by art, by terror undismay’d. 

Retired, forgotten in life’s silent shade 
So long beloved—skecurely let me see 
Tranquil old age advance, from tumults free! 
Calm my declining years, and calm their close. 
May I submissive yield to soft repose. 

And sleep beneath the turf or silent stone. 

My ashes undistinguish’d and unknown. 


J. M*C. 
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A TRIP TO LISLE. 

We love roast beefj Old England, and our home. 
Our comforts, and our glorious constitution ; 

And yet, somehow, wc love in France to roam. 

And this appears a problem past solution^ 

For let me ask if any good can come 

From those French fellows, fond of revoluliSn : 
Unless for fun you havje a mind to go 
'Fo drink chainpaigue, buy gloves, or something so 

Or, if you have a duel on your hands— 

Or can’t conveniently discharge a debt— 

Or have more wives than one by holy banns— 

Or by mistake a signature have set,— 

A better reason nobody demands ; • 

And then in Calais you a lodging get. 

Where you may shun unpleasant notoriety. 

And live in quite a decentish society. 

Then there are minor reasons, which befit 

The softer sex, and which their husbands call 
A waste of money, though they ’re every bit 
As good as what to most of us befall. 

Some want new caps or bonnets—nay, can it 
Matter if they have any want at all ? 

For if ajaiint, dear^jjreatures, can amuse them. 
Where is the barbarous man that would refuse them ? 

So to our story, lest it should prove tiresome :— 
STI1I.I.A had got a bran-new house on lease. 

And said she’d go to Calais, just to buy her some 
Pa^cr to hang it, with a tale of Greece, 

Or Turkey, or Cook’s voyages. A higher sum 
It costs not, (they’re in Hips, five francs apiece,) 
And if it did, Fugevius, her loved lord, ' 

Could well to pay the difference afford. 

All that we saw and did upon our route. 

If you ’ll but listen, I *11 relate in rhyme; 

For prose wants wit, which verse can do without. 

It quite suffices that the verses chime. 

And that you lengthen every stanza out 
W'ith quantum suf. in syllables and time : 

Falsehood or truth, it does not signify, 

Invention is the soul of poetry. , * 

Our party was not numerous; we were four,— 
Hugenius, Stella, I, and dear Fidelc, * 

A dog, whose useful qualities are more 
Than in a single stanza 1 can tell; 

For Fid. was faithful to the very core, , p 
Sagacious, watchful, keen^n sight and stneli; 

For ail which virtues he was quite adored, . 

And shared his master’s ease in bed and board. 

You’ll ask—*• How could wc quit so fine a place 
As D—d—’s, verdant with umbrageous trees. 
Where men and beasts are all in such good case, 

' And every day brings comfort, joy, and ease.” 

Alas! mankind is such a fickle race 

That nothing fora constancy can please ; 

So, in a coach-and-four, we posted o^ er 

The Surrey hills, through Kent, and down to l)o\cr. 

X. NO. XLII. 2 L 
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We hired a boat to cross the herring pond. 

Which intersects Great Britain and fair France, 

I mean the Straits of Dover—Slough Despond 
To me, who may be very sick perchance. 

And so I qannot say I^m over fond 

Of seeing ocean foam or Tritons dance. 

Some folks there are who think it does them good 
To vomit up iheir undigested food. 

Beneath the favouring breeze the canvass swells; 

Our stomachs heave, and every check grows pale. 
On deck ’tis cold, below bilge-water smells j 
No place is comfortable when we ail. 

Besides, what antidote this feeling quells 
Td those who seldom on salt-water sail ? 

Brandy, and wine, and lemon-juice, some try. 

And some warm water only—this do 1. 

We all had passports; nor must we deride 
A thing, because to no plain good it tends 
Save an expense and hindrance. ^Tis my pride. 
Whene’er I go abroad, to icll my friends; 

And he who would his destination hide 

Takes a false name, and there the matter ends. 
What’s, then, a passport—for I never knew. 

As I *m a Christian born ;—pray^^ir, did you ? 

Hail, Calais! ours thou should’st have been by right. 
As ours thou wust, when wiser rulers reign’d ; 
Else, for what reason did our armies fight. 

Or why with British blood was Belgium stain’d ? 
With such a key to Paris, still we might 

A thousand score of French have coolly brain’d. 
When of the Bourbons they, sad traitors, tired. 

And wanted any king than the Desired. 

Hotel Dessin received us : ’lis the best 

In Europe, says the guide-book (sold by Leigh) ; 
And, as I hav'C not visited the rest. 

And aro not rich enough to go and see, 

W’hy 1 believe it :—and, it is confest 
■ No rooms can finer or more spacious be ; 

And then a garden, theatre, and bath. 

Combined aV here, what other hotel hath ? 

C 

Two roads branch ofi from Calais gate :—one carries 
The'traveller down to Brussels and to Spa ; 

The othei leads to Boulogne and to Paris : 

We took the Eastern, towards the Pays Baa. 

For all^^depends how long a person tarries. 

And we had but a single fortnight’s law ; 

So, as our stay was for a little while, 

Eugenius thought he’d only go to Lisle. 

We posted to St. Omer’s the first night; 

Nor did I think the bed or supper bad, 

I’m sure the hostess acted very right 
To give the best of every thing she had. 

* For ’twas Eugenius’s supreme delight 

To make the mistress, maids, and waiters glad ; 
Who, in return, good souls, were nothing slack 
To ihew how mvich they hoped to sec him back. 
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Where CassePs heights o’erlook the fertile p!aiu» 
Baring a hundred steeples to the view— 

(A sight I fear I ne’er snail see again; 

At least *tis ten to one I never do—) 

Vandamme has got a very small domain. 

Where he the bitter ciid of shame may 6Uew, 

For having ser\'ed his master very ill, 

Who^ but for him, might be an emperor still.* 

And yet, perhaps, he revels on at case. 

Unconscious of the mischief he has done. 

Plants cabbages and prunes his applotrees, 

And cries, “ Poor Bonaparte’s race was run ! 

How could we keep ofl' such a swarm of bees ? 

The Czar and Austria must at lust have won. 

At all events, whatever is, is best. 

And so poor Bonaparte’s gong to rest.” 

# 

From Cassel to Balleul is two posts more; 

And at Balleul I’ve something to relate : 

We saw a red-faced Englishman, who wore 
A dark-blue coat, a Sur cap on his pate :— 
lie look’d like one who had been rich before— 

He was a half-pay major cn relmite ; 

And, being njarriecl to a breeding sjmusc. 

Had not wherewiy^in England to keep house ; 

And so, upon reflection, I divine. 

He fix’d in France, by preference, to live. 

Where things are cheaper. You may have your wine 
For what, at home, you would for small beer give. 
Nay, for a franc a-head you wcdl may dine ;— 

Money, in England, goes as through a sieve. 
Firewood alone in France is very dear. 

But then you want no fire for half the ydar. ^ 

Wc might have learn’d his history,' had not I 
Wanted the courage, when we pass’d, to speak. 
Again, in changing horsesj he went by,— 

• But silence is so diflicult to break. 

Whene’er 1 think on’t I could almost cryT 
And all this comes from being over meek. 

His cars burn’d terribly. I’ll lay a wager, 

We talk’d about him so—poor half-payynajor I 

And when, at close of day, to Bislc* wc came, 

Eugenius occupied the very bed , 

(At least, the waiter said it was the same,) 

On which King George the Fourth had laid his head. 
And, if it was not so, I’m not to blame. 

For then another had been placed instead.* 

But, for a certainty, one tliBig I know. 

His Majesty was tricre three years ago. 

Heaven! when I think what quantities of brick 
Upon this self-same Lisle have wasted been. 


• Alluding to the buttle of Culm, lost by General Vandainine on the rcuewal of 
hostilities after the armistice of Dresden, and which decided tlie fate of the cam- 
puigu. 
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Wliat ditches deep, what ramparts high and thick I 
I vow it is the strongest place I've seen. 

But then the people ott are aguc-sick. 

Which makes them look so very pale and lean. 

Nor should I like to live in such a town. 

Because a ^iege might come, and knock it down. 

In all me cities on the Continent, 

(At leas^, in every one where I have been,) 

Unless it be of very small extent, 

I *ve always noticed, lurking near the inn,— 

And most of all where Englishmen frequent. 

Who like to see whatever to be seen,-— 

A shabby fellow with a half-bred air. 

Who calls himself, in French, cotnmissionaire. 

His most ostensible employ is that 
Of leading strangers round to all the sights : 

A walking guide-book, who can tell you pat 

Where the museum is—the play-house nights— 

What shop is best to buy a Leghorn hat— 

And who the Ultras, who flte Liberals spites— 

W’ith many other useful things to know 
To such as journalize where’er they go. 

Stella had got her purehases to in.'ke, 

Which dll were duly bought, brought home, and paid j 
And then ’twas settled we a walk should take 
To see the ramparts and the esplanade. 

Next, after dinner, how my legs did dche 
To mount the steeple. Stena was afraid 
Because the stairs were rickety, therefore. 

She vow’d she ne’er would mount a steeple more. 

We reach’d the summit;—what a glorious ^iew 
On every side for twenty miles around I 
But then the east wind furiously blew, 

Which made us quickly hasten to the ground. 

The library and the museum too 

We visitO-’d. Few pictures there we found 
That we thought good, (they mostly copies are,) 

Save one of Fortune, painted by Mignard. 

There was am^ther call’d forth a reflection. 

Which smells of bl?sjphemy, I can’t deny; 

It was a picture of the Resurrection, 

With little bodies scrambling up the sky 
Pell mell, with neither order nor connexion j 
They look’d like white bait served up in a fry: 

Such as c.t Greenwich folks go down to eat 
In summer time, when tititbits are a treat. 

Flanders, a speedy parting let us drink : 

True that thy verdant fields are never bare ; 

Yet, when 1 hear thy name, I always think 
On fetit^onds and pestilential air. * 

And then Eugenius was upon the brink 
Of getting a vile intermittent there j 
So, leaving Calais somewhat on our right. 

We reach’d Boulogne sur Mer the second night. 
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Boulogne can boast two towns, the Low and High! 

1 like the Low, because the harbour *• near 1 
For there you may a sole or lobster buj. 

Or take a morning walk upon the pier. 

Of, with your telescope, stand still and spy 
If the steam-packet docs not yet appear; 

Then sec the women land, like drowned rats,* 
Wearing new shawls, but very shabby hats. 

Our inn was managed by one Sieur Boutroy, 

A cleverer fellow is not to be found; 

Some years ago he was a stable-boy. 

And now is worth full eighteen thousand pound, 

AH fairly earn’d in the hot^ employ. 

’Tis true some folks his reputation wound, « 

As how a horse, that stood at livery there. 

Was rode to death upon some innjafFair.*' 

We now had been just fifteen 'days away. 

And all this time Eugenius had been bursar. 

Which was, perhaps, the reason made him say, 

“ Let’s back to Callis, to look out for Mercer.''f" 
Ki^cnius made him in the harbour stay 

During our absence; for there’s nothing worse, Sir, 
Tlian to be waiting when the wind is fair, 

And find the packiQ-boat you want, not there. 

And that’s the reason why most folks prefer 
A steam-boat, though a dangerous machine. 

The wheels and piston keep up such a stir : 

Besides, you may be blown to atoms clean. 

But then your passage you need not defer; 

As, spite of wind and tide, each day they’re seen. 

At a fix’d hour, across the Straits to start, 

Whether you choose the Arrow or the Dart* 

And I believe Eugenius made a vow. 

Never to go by sailing-l^oats again. 

Stella was sick, and 1 the Lord knows how : 

And then we were six long hours on thf main. 

The surfy billows broke across the bow. 

Wetting Eugenius like a shower of rain; 

Whilst I, reclined upon a cabin bed, 

Penn’d the bad stanzas which you nov»have read. 

i • 

Then let it not be thought the jaunt was vain, 

Stella has got the paper for her room ; • 

We all have drunk good claret and champaigne ; 

And Stella’s cheeks display health’s loveliest bloom. 
Of nothing had we reason to complain. ^ 

And, if I knew what had in her wonab, 

A belter lot, 1 ’in sure, she could not bring 
Than crossing o’er to Calais every Spring. 


- --— 

• The late Mr. Wobert H. on crossing from France to England, left a horse in 
the care of Boutroy, which, on his return, he found had died during his absence, 
and he accused Boutroy’s son of having killed it by fatigue, in galloping after car¬ 
riages to induce travellers to lodge at his father’s inn. 
t Mercer, the captain of the King George sailing packet-boat. 
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MODKllN SPANISH THEATRE.—NO. II. 

The learned Andres has renaarked (in imitation of what has been said 
of tlic yEneid) that the French classical Drama was the finest production 
drawn from the old literature of Spain;—seeing that, but for the 
initiatory labours of tope de Vega and Guillen de Castro, the master¬ 
pieces of Corneille and of Moliere would never have had an existence. 
It is not necessary at this moment to discuss the accuracy of this in¬ 
genious and somewhat epigrammatic definition. It is unquestionable 
that the dramatic Poets of the Peninsula, besides being the forerunners, 
were, to a certain extent, the models of their neighbours. It is also 
certain that they availed themselves of the use of the bpanish literary 
treasures, and extracted from them portions, not merely of original 
thought, but even of style and phraseology. 1 he Cir/, the Mtutcui, the 
Princesse d'Elide, with many otliQjr compositions of Spanish derivation, 
abundantly support M. Andres’ position. On the other hand it must 
be confessed, that if the French owed much of their early dramatic 
literature to the Spaniards of tlie 17th century, tliey have paid the arrear 
of debt, with usury, in becoming, as tlfc;y certainly have, the parents o 
the modern Spanish theatre. 'I'he latter is, in fact, merely the echo of 
theirs—sluaped and fashioned in their mould. To them it is indebted foi 
its regularity, its moral scope, and its exjsting decorum; but to their 
example it has sacrificed its vivacity, humour, and nationality. And hero 
we are at a loss to decide what claims the French have on the gratitude 
of the Spaniards: for wdiatever they have gained from them in the 
way of art, they have decidedly lost in imagination; insomuch that their 
theatre in acquiring the Gallic character, has entirely lost the originality 

which first dis inguisbed it. • c ■ i 

In our last article we considered in what manner the genuine Spainsli 
.style had been subverted by the innovations of Gongora, and was en¬ 
tirely lost under the Austrian dynasty. Candamo. Zamora, and Cani- 
gares, were the last poets of the national .school. Iheir works, thoiign 
of very limited merit, were the last flashes of its expiring glory. Ihis 
fact should be well established in the mind, as it alone enables us to 
account for the difference which exists between the two kinds of the 
Pcninsularsdrama, and might else embarrass the reader. It must too 
be understood that the line of difference amounts to a distinct and com¬ 
plete separation. TheVa^r will also remember what we before re¬ 
marked respecting the patronage of the Spanish stage by Philip V. and 
his successor Ferdinand VI. 

The Bourbons had introduced into Spain the manners and customs of 
France. Their flatterers, with the spirit of accommodation peculiar to 
the race, were by ^lo means slow in adopting these novelties. By c- 
grees every thing was Galliciscd. The language became adulterated by 
the jargon of the court, and actually received a new turn in its gram¬ 
matical structure. It was rendered more artificial, and deprived of 
much of its gravity, and of thaf oriental character which had distinguish¬ 
ed it for ten centuries. It also exchanged its musical richness for al¬ 
most mathematical precision. The Academy of the Spanish Language 
wa* founded by Philip V. in 1714, on the same principle as that of 
Paris; and this act of dubious benefit was the only one attempted by 
that monarch in favour of the literature of his realm. The men of 
letters in Spain had already acquired, in jicrusing the compositions ol 
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the age-of Louis XIV., an inclination for the literary dogmas of the 
French. Already they had conceived a notion that the extravagances 
of the old Spanish writers were hardly excused even by the brilliancy 
of their genius; and they fell into so blind an enthusiasm for their new 
models, as almost to exhibit a feeling of shame for what they had before 
regarded with pride. The species of literary Areopagus established 
by the king, rendered the new system permanent. • 

From this academy arose speedily the three most considerable sup¬ 
porters of the new theory. The first of these, Don Ignatius de Luzan,* 
one of the most learned men and accurate writers of his time, and, 
moreover, an elegant lyric poet, gave the most decided blow to the Spa¬ 
nish literature of the seventeenth century. His two odes on the retaking 
of Oran have distinguished merit, and are greatly esteemed in Spain. 
He published in 1737 his “ Art of Poetry.” This work,'though merely 
following the example of Aristotle and^ Boilcau, 1 and was grounded on 
the familiar maxims of Rapin and Mur^tori, obtained great respect for 
M. Luzan from all the tribe of writers after the French school, wi^ the 
greater number of whom he has been thenceforward an authority wRnout 
appeal. Ilis book, indeed, is woil written, and shews, for the most part, 
taste as well as moderation. Sometimes, however, like all sectarian 
leaders, he carries his zeal for the new system to an extreme of preju¬ 
dice against the old. He, doubtless, proposed to himself the erection 
of one altar on tlie ruins of :i£othcr—the overturning of Lope de Vega’s 
statue, to make room for that of Moliere. With this view it has been 
his rule to say little, and that guardedly, respecting the points of merit 
in the old dramatists; whilst he has expatiated largely on their defects, 
and has exerted against them, in his Analysis, all the weapons of logic 
and severe criticism. Although he has thereby completely exposed his 
own weak side, yet it is not difficult to see what must have been the 
issue of such pleading before so prejudiced a court. 

The task undertaken by lyuzan was followed up to completion by 
Don Louis Velasipiez, Member of the Royal Academy of Insetiptions 
and Belles Lottres in Paris, and* Don Gregorio Mayans y Ciscar, 
librarian lt> the king of Spain. They were both well calculated for the 
attainment of such an object. Accomplished as writers, they had also 
a perfect acquaintance with the literary history of their coiintry. The 
first of these wrote in 1754 his work, entitled “ Origincs de la Poesia 
Espaiiola the other produced, in 1757, his treatise on Rhetoric. In 
both these performances the vltra-cUiiiical maxims are studiously dis- 
jdayed; and no quarter is .shewm to those poor authors who had been at 
all remiss in regard to the established academical usages. 

We cannot suppress a smile at the cldSiico-mania so absolute in tliose 
days, when we read in the preface of Don Bias de hjasarre, in 1749, to 
his edition of the eight comedies ftf Cervantes, “ that these were, in 
fact, no other than parodies, <lesigned by the author to ridicale the 
plays of Lope de Vega, in like manner as his ‘ Don Quixote’ had ridi¬ 
culed the books of ancient chivalry.” CS.n we cite a stronger specimen of 
party feeling than this? Nasarre was an extravagant admirer of Cer- 

• He was a coiinsollor of iinanct*, and a ineinVicr <tf scver.il literary araderaiis. 

•f M. Luzan w.is not even, tin* first to perform this, for Pinciauo wrote liis work 
two centuries hefore. 
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vantes, anil, in his reluctance to have the aliquot^ dormtat applied to 
his idol, could only find in such an afler-thought as this, an excuse 
what he believed a defect. This is, indeed^ the molinisme of the critic’s 
art carried to the extreme! 

But whether it be fhat didactic controversy is apt to disturb those 
who are beginning the pursuit of an art, or that the spirit of enquiry 
which was just thcHi directed towards the sciences might have somewhat 
impeded the creative springs of the imagination, it is certain, and very 
remarkable, that the first half of the eighteenth century exhibited not a 
single lyric poet of any note, and not one dramatic. It was not till 
1750 that M. Montiano y Layard* published his “Virginia,” as a spe¬ 
cimen of a genuine tragedy on tlie classical model. It was entirely a 
copy after Racine—the same simplicity of plot, purity of language, and 
servile conformity to rules- With all this, it has not been able to 
escape neglect. It is cold, formal, and spiritless, like the statue of 
Prometheus before the fire of Heaven had descended upon it. The 
same^mark will apply to the “ Ataulto,” another of Montiano'a tra- 
gedi* It is only his excellent disquisition on Spanish tragedy, ac¬ 
companying his own tragedies, that hSs established his name in the 
estimation of posterity. This is, in truth, a masterpiece, both in its 
style and its preceptive character. 

After this period there occurred another^oid in the dramatic writing 
of Spain. From the time of Montiano aim his contemporaries no re¬ 
markable production appeared until the days of La Huerta; from the 
latter up to our time, however, a pretty regular succession of novelties 
has been kept up. La Huerta is well known in Europe under the 
double character of a zealous defender of the old poets, and of a poet in 
his own person. In whichever of these relations we consider him, he is 
entitled to attention. He executed the laudable plan of collecting to¬ 
gether the best pla^s of the old stock, which he published in 1785, 
under the title of “ Teatro Hispanol.” Had he availed himself only of 
this manner of reply to the ijitemperate attacks of the ultra-classicals, 
he had well achieved his purpose, notwithstanding the occasional errors 
of judgment in the selection he had made.f But, growing heated him¬ 
self, he fell into the same extravagances as those which he charged iqton 
the critics of the other school. With a view to exalt his own partizans, 
he exerted himself to depreciate the other side. His prefaces to sundry 
volumes of the “ Teatro yisnahol” are so many furious invectives 
against Corneille, Racine, and Moliere, or against their admirers : and, 
in short, the man Vvlio could pronounce the “Athalie” worthy only to 
he played by youthful boarders in a convent, and who could style the 
“ Tartuftc” a miserable farce, was certainly not the best jmssible judge 
in a literary c.iuso.* 

The tragedies which Huerta has left us are three in number; and by 
one of those singular inconsistencies sometimes met with in the human 
mind, these performances, by the champion of the old style, are ex¬ 
ecuted in the classic mode, 'l^ie first of these was “ La Raquel.” In 


• Counsellor of State, .ind Director of tlic Acarlciny of History, at Madrid. 

# t ronfined himself nearly to publishing the comedies of Capa y Espada (or¬ 
dinary life) and those of intrigue, leaving out the whole of Lope de Vega’s plays. 
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this he has put forth ail the stately and rich qualities of the Castilian 
versification. Two of the characters are cleverly enough sketched—a 
courtier cringing to the capricious haughtiness of a loyal lady favourite; 
and an infanzon, or old Castilian knight, frank, brave, and loyal, com¬ 
bating the vices of a dissolute court, but never forgetting the respect 
due to his king. These two excepted, the characters possess little force, 
and the plot little ability. This tragedy, however, ftTst performed in 
1778, met with prodigious success, and is even now frequently exhi¬ 
bited on the Spanish boards. Its popularity is attributable to the 
true patriotic character of the piece, the charms of its poetic dress, and 
the constant allusions to Peninsular politics. The other two productions 
of La Huerta are a poor imitation of the “ Electra of Sophocles,and 
an admirable translation of Voltaire’s “ Zaire.” ^ 

Don Nicholas Fernandez de Moratin,* father of him who has since 
acquired the name of the Spanish Moliere, was likewise a poet of high 
reputation, and one of the chief writer^ who have promoted the ultimate 
advancement of the Belles Lettres in Spain. The recent edition^f his 
works, carefully edited by his son, may be recommended to all admirers 
of Spanish poetry. It is our pfesent business to view him only as a 
dramatic poet. He wrote both tragedies and comedies. The former, 
like those of Montiano, have been unsuccessful on the stage, by reason 
of their languor and want o^striking effect; but they are relished in 
the perusal for their beautieS of rhyme, and the felicitous sayings in¬ 
terspersed through them. In one of them,“ La Hormesinda,” we have 
a superior example of epic style, in the description of the battle of the 
Gaudalete, wherein the hapless Rodrigo paid so dear a forfeit for a 
moment’s forgetfulness. The comedies of the elder Moratin have dis¬ 
played greater merit. With considerable ease of style, and spirit of 
dialogue, they are very deficient in that penetration into human cha¬ 
racter that has so peculiarly marked the productions»of his son. They 
contain personages insufficiently developed,‘and plots indifferently con¬ 
ceived and terminated. Nevertheless, being probably the first who at¬ 
tempted in Spain the manner of Terence and of Moliere, he is regarded 
as one of tlie founders of the new school: it is captain, besides, that to 
him is chiefly owing his son’s preparation for dramatic writing. Two 
of his best comedies arc ” La Petimetra” (the female ftibble) and 
“ Hacer que hacemos” (great cry and little wool). 

After the elder Moratin we meet no qne ^leserving of remark before 
Don Thomas Yriarte,t so renowned for his literarif fabks,^ and his anti¬ 
musical poem called “ Music,” which obtained him So many flattering 
compliments from Metastasio. This writer produced some very good 
comedies, which have maintained an honourable repute on the stage. 
One of these, ” El Senorito Mimado,” (the Spoiletr Child) represents 
with striking accuracy the social results of a too indulgent, or, in other 
words, a neglected education, 'rhe characters of the mother and the 
son are admirable. M. Yriarte has bitwise afforded us an excellent 
translation of Destouches’s “ Philosophe mari6.” 

We may here mention the dramatic lucubrations of M. Jovellanos, 

* Attached to the liouarhold of the (Jiiccn Widow. ” ' 

t Holding an office tinder the minister for foreign affairs- J Published in 1787. 
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which were published at the period we are now treating of, although 
his death is of no earlier date than 1811. The name of Jovellanos* ex¬ 
cites in us cherished recollections. He who bore it was at once the 
most honourable man, the most enlightened citizen, the most liberal 
public officer, the most correct, philosophical, and eloquent writer, that 
Spain has seen in the present century. His virtues and his sufferings 
for his country •Jiave become alike proverbial. Heaven grant that 
country may one day acknowledge the extent of her obligations towards 
this worthy man! 

At an early age M. Jovellanos wrote the tragedy of “ Munuza,” the 
subject of which is much the same with that of the “ Hormesinda” of 
Moratin the elder, but less skilfully versified; in fact, his manner of 
rhyming was not good. The doubtful reception afforded to this, piece soon 
created in him a distaste for the drama, flis mildness of character and 
tenderness of heart scarce allowed him to feel interest in a study which 
requires the base and brutal' parts of human nature to be sometimes ex¬ 
pose^ It was not until several years afterwards that feelings of 
indignation and philanthropy impelled him to pen his comedy of “ El 
Delinquente Honrrado” (the Honest Griminal). This composition be¬ 
longs to the sentimental class, and is somewhat akin to the Tils Xaltirel 
of Diderot. In both these instances the authors array themselves 
against certain laws equally cruel to tbmindividual and powerless in 
the public opinion. The edict of Philip V. (pragmatica) in prohibition 
of duels, was copied from that of his grandfather Louis XIV. It 
threatened with death all the parties implicated in any degree in an 
affair of honour. But rigour can never be substituted with effect for 
the process of enlightening, where popular prejudices are to be sub¬ 
dued ; and the result was, that duels were even multiplied in Spain 
by this cruel mode of resistance to them. M. Jovellanos has pour- 
trayed in his heroin involuntary victim to the point of honour, and has 
worked up with a masterly •skill the materials of language, cliaractcr, 
situation, sentiment, social interest, and moral aim. In the first scenes 
of this piece we discover, moreover,'some touches of the genuine comic, 
proving that M. Jovt^lanos, had ho pleased, might have excelled in that 
style. To see it well represented invariably produces emotion—to 
read it, chavms us at every line with the generous spirit of its author. 
We may here perhaps be reminded that, after all, the “ Delinquente 
Honrrado" is but a draVna ^ be it so ; we will add, however, that it is 
the best of all the Spanisli dramas. 

It is impossibleHo name Jovellanos without an immediate reference in 
memory to Melendez, t These men were united by the ties of a friend¬ 
ship honourable to themselves and to human nature. M. Melendez is 
the author of a cbmedy entitled “ Las Bodas de Camacho,” (the Mar¬ 
riage of Camacho,) which, although rather feeble as a dramatic effort, 
is always read with pleasure for its charming versification. 

The limits of this article deny us the space to estimate the preten¬ 
sions of each author. We are* besides, eager to arrive at the brilliant 
epoch of the theatre of otir own days, rendered illustrious by Moratin 

••He was n minister of Cliarles IV. and a member of tlie Central .Junta in IKOK 
and 180U. 

t Fiscal, or king's attorney, in tlie council of Castile. 
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the younger. In the mean while we will just observe, by way of clear¬ 
ing the field for our next subject, that M. Forner has written a very 
respectable comedy under the name of “ The Philosopher in Love 
that M. Candido Yrigueros is advantageously known by his comedy of 
“ El Precipitado,” (the Blunderer,) and by his retpodelling several of 
Lope de Vega’s plays, especially that of “ Sancho Ortiz de las Roelas;" 
that Llaguno has excellently translated the “ Atha1ie’*of Racine; that 
Ayala has given us the tragedy of “Numancia Destruida,” (the De¬ 
struction of Numantia,) which is on a plan difterent from that of Cer¬ 
vantes, and has been frequently exhibited on the Spanish stage, although 
not destitute of faults; that Don Ramon de la Cour has written the 
cleverest interludes, and has translated or imitated most of the short 
pieces by Moliere and Regnard; and, in fine, that Valladores, Cornelia, 
Zamora, and numerous others, have supplied the theatres with an abun¬ 
dance of plays, either in the historical or the larmoi/ant kind. Of these 
w^ shall say a word or two in our next article; reserving, however, the 
principal portion of it for a critical account of the productions of 
Moratin the younger. 


KATING S^NO. -BY SCARllON. 

• When 1 'in hungry, and am eating 
Store of what iny soul delights, 

1 feel pleasure not more great in 
Scratching where the mageot bites: 
Friend, d’ye know on what I hu ihinkmgi 
Every one makes songs on drinking, 

But I, whose jaw’s my only glory*. 

An eating song shall set before yc. • 

When a soup we ’re gaily swilling, 

Savoury as consomiinlis are, 

The transports throug4i the body thrilling 
The soul does still more warmly share. 
Thus that glutton rogue, the Devil, • 
When he tctnpted I£ve to evil, 

Ollercd neither glass nor fiagon. 

But a mess her jaw to wag on. 

Four times can an active fJllow 
Fat his paunchful in a day, 

While if once wc get too mellow 
'I’hc wisest brains are wash’d awav. 

Have you drain’d a thousand bottles ? 

’’J’ls but welling still your throttles ; 

While at one dinner, ITe who wishes, 
Swallows a thousand different dishes. 


* Senrron had lost the use of his lower limbs. 
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Junctseque Nytnphis Gratia: deceutcSj 
Alterno tcrram quatiuat pcde. 

A SHORT time since I received an invitation to spend a few days with 
a friend in the country, and was puzzled to account for the unusual at¬ 
tention. On my arrival at his house, through which a happy bustle and 
gay confusion seemed to prevail, the mystery w'as speedily unravelled. 

I was shewn into the drawing-room, where various symptoms of ap¬ 
proaching smartness were discoverable. A parcel of white gloves 
strewed the table, a gay bodice \\’as suspended on a skreen, and scraps 
of satin and net remained on the carpet, to prove that recent altera¬ 
tions had been.made in the evening paraphernalia. To theTininitiated 
some of these appearances might have been less intelligible; but I have 
five sisters above sixteen ; ^nd h man so circumstanced has knowledge 
“ thrust upon him.” I felt a strong internal persuasion that a ball was 
approaching, and my hostess speedily confirmed my suspicions, by in¬ 
forming me that there was to be an assj;rably that very night at a neigh¬ 
bouring town. She had scarcely had time to make this communication 
ere a message summoned her to the privy council above, where the 
young ladies of the family were 

reasoning high 

Of Levantines, new fashions, lace, and gauze. 

Flower’d gauze, French lace, new fashions absolute. 

And found no end, in wandering mazes lost.” 

I could imagine the eager converse that was there carrying on, and 
fancied I heard distant murmurs of that concert of tongues produced by 
the habit peculiar to females of all talking at once on an interesting sub¬ 
ject. I caught occasional glimpses of wniling girls who came into the 
drawing-room on s»me important errand, and who cast favouring glances 
on me as if the joys w'e were going to participate created a bond of 
amicable union between us. Onc^ pretty creature was stripping a 
myrtle of its branches; some of her companions were practising qua¬ 
drilles in the library,<rom whence they had dislodged their half-smiling, 
half-frowning father; and a delicate girl of about eighteen was con¬ 
ducted to a*sofa, “ magnS comitantc catervd," and obliged by the strong 
arm of power to lie dow^n and preserve her strength and spirits for the 
voluntary fatigues of the evtnii^. This fragile plant, whose name was 
Caroline, and a sister called Anna, two years her junior, were going to 
their first ball—the former having been kept in longer than usual by de¬ 
licate health, and the latter being forced out sooner than the law directs 
by the irrcfustible and demoralizing power of the approaching assembly. 

I soon caught the spirit of my party, and positively longed for the 
evening; yes! I, who go to at least thirty balls in the three spring 
months, was really impatient for the ple.asures of a country assembly. 
But, then, the bright faces of my young companions—their gay prophe¬ 
cies, and eager anticipations; their spirits foaming over into the most 
sparkling mirth; their choruses of ringing laughter; their steps buoyant 
as if they already heard the music of the orchestra these were all 
’very different notes of preparation Irom the languid tones in which I 
had been accustomed to hear the evening’s dance discussed, from those » 
assurances that “ it will be stupid, and that it will not be necessary to go 
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before eleven or twelve,” which damp all ardour, and create a slight 
sensation of self-contempt, by proving that it is to Fashion not Pleasure 
we are about to sacrifice. The two debutantes yielded most reluctantly 
to the somewhat more phlegmatic arrangements of the rest of the party. 
A female cousin of theirs, indeed, who had had the misfortune of 
spending half a season in London, and whose opinions, touciiing dress 
and quadrille steps, usually carried the weight of a Fhpal decree, pro¬ 
posed setting out at half-past ten ; but the monstrous suggestion roused 
a general outcry, the oracle of fashion lost all its power, and die car¬ 
riages were ordered at nine o’clock. Dinner was no sooner concluded 
than Caroline and Anna retired to their toilets, led thither, I imagine, by 
a hope that time spent in preparation would pass with more rapidity. 
Fanny, thehr eldest sister, followed them—followed to assist 

“ In that adornment, tasteful, rare. 

Which makes the mighty magnet, set 
In woman’s form, mono inighty yet.” 

This sweet-looking Fanny interested me much : though young, and gay, 
and pretty enough to enjoy the approaching pleasure on her own ac¬ 
count, it was of her sisters only tliat she seemed to think ; her timej her 
taste, her ornaments, were all at their service; her wishes, her ambition, 
seemed for them ; her cheeks glowed with delight when she heard them 
praised; her eyes kindled wl^n she looked upon them, and every smile 
on their countenances was imiftediately reflected by hers. 

We were to be a party of twelve, nine of whom were dancers; and 
my hostess delighted to reckon our numbers, and appeared to estimate 
her importance in the field of battle by the strength of her detachment. 
Few can be ignorant of the confusion necessarily attendant on a general 
sacrifice to the Graces. On the present occasion I was not a little 
amused by the bustle going on around me, by the contention of bells 
and tongues, the entreaties for assistance, the messages conveyed from 
room to room, the mingled notes of mirth, impatience, excitement, and 
vexation. Now, as a door suddenly opened, I heard sounds of commi¬ 
seration excited by a torn glove; now came murmurs because those im¬ 
portant auxiliaries, the curling irons, did not posiess the property of 
ubiquity, and ever and anon were shouts of young laughter springing 
from hearts light enough to transform even annoyance into Merriment. 
At length the ceremony was completed, and we all met in the drawing¬ 
room to look at one another till the prof^r moment for departure. My 
hostess was a very beautiful woman, evidently vain of her person, and 
fond of dress. She would probably have been ridiculous from excess 
of vanity, had she not had three pretty daughters to draw off the ex¬ 
uberant supply. Children sometimes change their parents’ defects into 
graces. Pride, vanity, ambition, cqvetousncss, appear very different 
qualities when felt for our offspring, and yet they are scarcely less selfish 
than when felt for ourselves. 

There was an old lady, my host Mr. Ji.’s mother, who appeared to 
take great interest in the amusement and attire of the young people. 
Uname to accompany us to the scene of action, she joined, hovrever, 
with the spirit of youth in all our hopes and wishes. She rubbed her 
spectacles bright, and desired that a table, with candles, might be plated 
near her arm-chair. Then she called each of the girls to her in succession, 
made them stoop while she examined the decorations of their heads, 
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then feJt the texture of their dresses, and ended by a kind kiss, by ex> 
pressions of fond approval, wishes for pleasant partners, and cautions 
against taking cold. 1 was pleased by the demeanour of the gay, 
blooming girls as they stood before the old lady; their giddiness and 
vivacity subsiding wider the influence of that fond respect and holy 
tenderness which virtuous old age inspires. Caroline and Anna looked 
half-ashamed of their unaccustomed smartness, blushed and smiled fVom 
a mingled feeling of bashfulness and pleasure—now practised a qua¬ 
drille step to try the steadiness of the flowery wreaths in their hair- 
now murmured at the dilatoriness of the coachmen—and now whispered 
to each other some sentence of impatience or wonder. To me there is 
something in the dancing enthusiasm of extreme youth which disarms 
ridicule. , 

At length we set out, and in due course of time passed over the four 
miles that intervened between us and happiness, and entered that inn 
in the town of S., which was dignified by the occasional appropriation 
of its largest room, to the partial satisfaction of the dancing appetites 
of the neighbourhood. In this apartment, indeed, other weighty trans¬ 
actions took place : here were held nleetings of justices, of reformers, 
of Bible societies;—here learning, patriotism, and piety, first talked 
and dflerwards ate;—here half a score of persons would sometimes 
yawn during a lecture on Astronomy, ani^oractimes five times as many 
would laugh at an indifferent juggler. Tneiilccorations of this saloon 
were few and faded, its crimson curtains were dingy, its benches wanted 
new cushions, and the busts of George the Third and Lord Chatham, 
which stood upon the chimney-piece, looked grim from the smoke of 
coals and tobacco. At the end of the room were two ponderous crim¬ 
son and gold chairs, prepared many years back in case of a \ isit from 
any of the royal family, and which continued to stand in patient readi¬ 
ness for the irnpr'obable distinction. In the small ante-room adjoining 
this apartment, we paid fof our tickets, while the ladies disrobed them¬ 
selves of shawls and wrappers. I asked Fanny to dance, she declined 
on the plea of being uncertain whether she should feel disposed to join 
in the exercise, bul the pleased sparkle of her eye when she saw me 
transfer my petition to Caroline, convinced me that she had gained her 
end, by s^rcuring a partner to her sister. We entered the ball-room, 
and spent some time in parading up and down, greeting acquaintance, 
staring at strangers, criticieing beauty, and examining dress. I heard 
sundry enquiries after the health and growth of children, and of shrub¬ 
beries, complaints of servants and of pointers, long accounts pf colds 
in the head and parties to dinner, lamentations over the snow hnd the 
low prices, speculations about partners, sarcasms upon those of the 
second ict of townspeople, who had ventured to intrude among their 
betters, and earnest wishes for the arrival of a noble family who resi* 
ded in the neighbourhood, in order that the daughter of a newly crea¬ 
ted baronet might be prevent^ from opening the ball. At length the 
room was sufficiently furnished with beaux to permit the Commence¬ 
ment of dancing: the master of the ceremonies l^gan to bustle and ex¬ 
hort, introductions and engagements took place in all directions, mur- 
nfors of “ May I have the honour,” and “ 1 shall be very happy,” floated 
around; a few detached couples took their places, indicating the site 
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of the approaching quadrille, the musicians scraped with fresh vehe¬ 
mence, and discord told that harmony was coming. 

“ Nunc, nunc, properate puellje.” 

When the^.longed-for moment had arrived, Caroline’s ardour ior 
dancing appeared to be considerably diminished; she took her place 
with a timid and almost a faltering step, and seemed ^ fear that every 
eye was upon her. The needless flutterings, the ready blushes, the 
inexplicable apprehensions, the becoming awkwardnesses of a debutante^ 
are to me infinitely interesting. Half a season in London puts them to 
flight for ever; in their stead we have elegance, self-possession, dignity, 
fashion :—these are all excellent things', but I like them better at five- 
and-twenty than at eighteen. My partner’s style of dancing was quiet 
and unobtrusive, but it pleased my taste better than tlfe consequential 
ease and unimpeachable precision of her London cousin. The latter, 
however, excited much admiration and surprise; spectators accumulated 
round her quadrille, and whispers concerning the incalculable advan¬ 
tages of town instruction passed from parent to parent, each of whom 
made some reservation in favou? of her own daughter's less elaborate 
performance. 

In the course of the evening we had several country-dances, for the 
accommodation of those eldt^ly ladies and grave gentlemen, who were 
too wise or too stift’ to vw*ufe into the mazes of a quadrille. I was 
amused by the indemnifying vivacity which the girls and boys infused 
into the old-fashioned dances, the unauthorized frequency of the turns 
in the poussette, the down-tbe-middle prolonged to the very end of the 
room, the unrestrained chat which was carried on during the vulgar 
ease of this saturnalia. I am speaking, however, of only the younger 
and more rustic of the company ; some there were, sulficiently fashion¬ 
able to feel the degrading nature of their employipent, and who moved 
thr1)ugh the plebeian dance with an air of languor and weariness, highly 
creditable to their taste. Miss B. in particular, the dancer of transcen¬ 
dent skill, looked on contemptuoifsly, and refused to join in the base 
deviation from London practice, pleading in excu^ that she did not re¬ 
member the figures. She appealed to mo on the subject, supposing 
that I should be capable of entering into her feelings; she inveighed, 
also, against the music, and lights, and refreshments; was almost fkint- 
ing for want of ice, and quite surprised ^lial^thAe was no waltzing. lu 
me, however, she found a sorry comforter; I was in a humour to be 
please4 with every thing, ready for the Boulanger, or*Sir Roger de Co- 
verlcy, had my young companions so decreed; willing to dance every 
dance, and to make myself useful and agreeable. I certainly lost an 
excellent opportunity of distinguishing myself as a^ine gentleman, on 
a stage where the character would liave excited considerable attention 
and surprise. I aspired, however, to no higher distinction than being 
considered a pleasant partner, and wished for by half-a-dozen nice 
girls at the next ball. 

The love of dancing grows by what it feeds on; and its presiding 
goddess requires to be propitiated by two or three hours’ attention before 
she will inspire her votaries with all her raptures. After twelve o’clock 
animation increased; and as the hour of separation approached, as ma- 
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Irons began to nod, and-their husbands to complain, the daughters grew 
more and more eager, and danced with more energetic delight. The 
slight refreshments of tea and biscuits (aU which the parsimony of the 
managers afforded them) acted on their excitable spirits with the effect 
of sparkling Champagne. With Caroline and Anna it was evidently 
so, whilst in their enjoyment tliere appeared no mixtui% of gratified 
vanity. Th^r gim was not conquest, but pleasure; not lovers, but 
partners; and to sit still inflicted no wound on their pride. At length 
watches began to start ominously from their fobs, okl-fashioned re¬ 
peaters were held by old-fashioned papas to the recoiling ears of mur¬ 
muring daughters, shaw Is and sighs wandered round the room, peti¬ 
tions, arguments, rebellion, were in vain; in vain young men, urged by 
young women, commanded the musicians to proceed, a Sumtorian voice 
issued a contrary mandate; might prevailed over ri^^ the violins 
ceased, a general groan succeeded, adieux were exchanged, carriages 
were announced, and the ball yvas over. Of the drive home I can give 
no description; neither will I attempt to relate the conversation of the 
morrow’s breakfast; we fought the battle o’er again and again, we all had 
faces, dresses, flirtations to describe, fcdditics to quiz, partners to praise 
or decry, adventures to relate, mistakes to deplore. Caroline and Anna 
much lamented that they had forgotten to introduce into a quadrille the 
new steps which their London cousin had taught them ; they lamented, 
too, that the name of one pleasant partner had escaped them; and 
that the eyes of another were not now before them to decide a dispute 
about their colour. Other lamentations I heard not, all was bright and 
gay in their recollections; and when I left them five days after the im¬ 
portant evening, their pleasure in talking of its events seemed yet un¬ 
diminished. I doubt not that even now a day scarcely passes without 
two or three allusions to the happy December night; jokes then born 
will live as long^as the light hearts whoso merriment created them; 
scenes and persons fRcn beheld wfll cling to the memory when latei^nd 
more important events are forgotten; time will bestow a fictitious 
charm on all that then occurred ; iwid the grandchildren of my young 
friends will hear of ^is country ball as something indescribably delight¬ 
ful, and far surpassing any thing they have themselves beheld, will hear 
of me perhaps as a perfect hero of romance, to whom the youths of 
1860 can bear no comparison. E. 

V 

• - 

' SONNET. 

Chide not, Aruna, that to thee no more 
My rhypes of hoiiiage and affection flow ; 

The mould of verse wt|tiiii my brain is broken. 

The subtle music, that was wont of yore 
T’ accompany the inspired spirits glow. 

Hath ceased. Its latest words my Muse has spoken 

Even at thy feet—therc*won its fond request, ^ 

Expiring ^neath the glance that gave it birth: 

Its task fuTfill’d^ and leaving me so blest 
That nought remain’d to plead for upon earth— 

It died; and hippy Love, that strings more tight 

All other harps, hath broken mine outright. Y. 
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When last I communicated with you, my dear F -•, on the sub¬ 

ject of Irish Art, we found the new Academy destitute of all immediate 
opportunity for assuming its functions and prosecuting its views. Al¬ 
though instituted by royal charter, and composed of members well qua¬ 
lified to realize the considerable expectations in which we must believe 
that illustrious recognition to have originated, it was still without ex¬ 
hibition-room, or council-room, or house of refuge ; in fact, a “ name,” 
only, cut off from the sterling as well as poetical appendage of “ local 
habitation.” You may, perhaps, call to mind other circumstances^' 
which I believe I also stated, and which served to heighten a dilemma, 
in itself sufficiently perplexing. You may remember it was proposed 
and hoped to induce from the guardians of an unap|)ropriated fund, 
formed to commemorate his M.ajesty’s.visit to Ireland, some aid for the*- 
houseless artists ; and lastly, that this hop*e was crossed by the interfe¬ 
rence of a connoisseur association of j^rivate gentlefolk, who sought to 
get themselves nominated as the dolers out, at will and pleasure, of any 
relief to be so obtained. And tliis was our last glimpse of Irish Art; 
unsheltered on the common of society; hopeless of any shelter of the 
kind she cdUld safely or honourably accept; and rather in danger of 
sacrificing her independence Jo her necessities. 

I have now to change the j^icture, and you may advise your amateur 
tastes and more elegant feelings of a coming gratification, so far as the 
previous topic may have interested you; or so far as the question of 
Art in its ramification to the land of Barry, of Hamilton, and of Shee, 
can be supposed to interest the sovereign connoisseur. I have seen 
laid, since n)y recent return to Dublin, tlie first stone of what is to be a 
fine edifice for the reception of the Irish Academy, and, indeed, for the 
abundant accommodation of all its wants and purposes; and, let me 
add, the patronage under which this national temple of art rears its 
head, is of a happier kind than I recollect to have been alForded to the 
lifting up of the arts in any other cftiintry. 

France’s great Louis was, no doubt, munilicenfa in his efforts to ad¬ 
vance and dignify her painting and sculpture; but he was also the man 
that exacted from the grajihie muse an enfeebling and (>nsl«Pvii\g adula¬ 
tion. He rescued her from a state of nature, only to put her into a 
levee suit, teach her to bow, and keep l^er at cdurtfor his royal honour 
and glory; just as his Majesty might have dealt with an amiable 
savage, reclaimed into a beef-eater. Italy was niofe fortunate in her 
Lorenzo ; or else in the stuff'and spirit of those of her sons who wield¬ 
ed the pencil and chisel; certainly, Michael Angelo was too rough and 
energetic, and Kaphael too natural and amiable for a ?ourtier: still, how¬ 
ever, in Italy, the patronage w'as despotic and condescending ; and the 
artists were too much bound to be obliged. England, so far as we have 
yet seen, obtained her Royal Academy under yet better auspices : here 
was no fldhnsb of princely donation; for, except a /otin of a few thou¬ 
sand pounds, since priid hack, I believe, the British academicians rcmalr 
to this day unloaded with any overwhelming l^r^en of gratitude ; un¬ 
less we go the doubtful length of imposing upon them that fardel,*on 
account of the unfiirnishcd and incommodious apartments which, in 
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common with various public clerks and agents, they occupy in a very 
large house. Yes, I beg pardon; there was one thing done for them, 
at the time of their inauguration, that neither they nor I should ever 
forget; and as the anecdote is not generally known—though I take it 
on the best authority, that of a distinguished royal academician,—you 
shall forthwith hear it. Some lordly connoisseurs would argue that 
the council could <iever go right unless they were admitted as honorary 
members—oh, these honorary members! The council properly re¬ 
ferred to the advice of George the Third ; and when their delegate men¬ 
tioned the matter to the royal car—“ No, no, no,—keep them out— 
keep them all out!”—was the wise and vivacious answer. 

Perhaps, after this, you expefit to hear that the young Hibernian 
Academy has fallen in for a legacy of twenty or thirty thousand, so that 
the usual event,' which must have preceded the reading of the will, for¬ 
tunately frees them from all shew of gratitude to the patron, in this 
world. Or you may conjecture, that some eastern vizier or pacha, too 
far removed to tax them to any^extent or continuance, has enclosed a 
brilliant, not inferior to the Pitt or Pigott diamond, or Aladdin's Lamp, 
or Fortunatus’ purse, or some goose wiKi a golden egg, may glance into 
your speculations. The patronage extended, however, bears little re¬ 
semblance to any of those cases, if we except its novelty aRd unprece¬ 
dentedness ; and to come to the point at cmcc, or, you will say, at last, 
an individual of their own body is the Mttfeenas. A brother academi¬ 
cian steps forward, and out of his especial purse, dedicates little loss 
than twenty thousand pounds to the erection of a fit home for the .arts 
of his country. Mr. Francis Johnson is the name of this high-minded 
man; a name already belonging to posterity, as the specimens of his 
architectural power, among the beautiful public buildings of Dublin, 
abundantly testify. But the new glory which tliis act llings around 
him, must, while i^ renders Mr. Johnson the most endearing and inte¬ 
resting object the eye of his contemporaries can fix upon, ensure him an 
immortality beyond question and beyond praise. 

And now I challenge your acquidscence to my assertion, that Irish 
art has chanced on a jatronage, unprecedented as it is felicitdhsly coin¬ 
cident. The patron, himself a brother, has experienced all the finer 
feelings anA peculiar spirit of sturdy independence, which, perhaps, 
exist in no bosom .so strongly as in the bosom of an artist; and he will 
respect and cherish in \)tli^rs ^hat he has been able to appreciate in 
himself. He will neither seek for, nor receive, any undue requital. 
He will not meanly grasp at a <lictatorship in more than self-recom¬ 
pense for acting right and doing good. He will impose no holiday re¬ 
strictions ; no rules and regulations applicable, nay applied alike to 
the subjects of a mindicity association and the professors of a high art. 
He will not 4cc?w to encourage the spirit and efibrt of genius, and, in a 
breath, wrench from it, in a kind of trib\ite, the very c.ssence of that 
spirit and effort. He will insist on no knee-bending, no Mandarin ex¬ 
pertness of neck, no willow-backed suppleness and readiness. He will 
not, in fact, require the arts to go on in his own way, but wisely and 
delightfully satisfied with just having led them to the starting-post, he 
wiU«bid God bless them, and let them run their natural and irrcsistilde 
career. And in the manly gratitude of his associate brethren; in what 
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he knows to be the real and hearty expression of it; and, above all, in 
the rapid advance of his loved profession, attributable, first, to his 
munificence, and secondly, to his policy, he will, every day and hour, re¬ 
ceive and feel a gratification above all the flattering unction that, on a 
day of official reports and enactments, the hobby horsical connoisseur 
can pretend to lay to his heart. Can he walk amid the classic shadows 
of the temple he will have erected—can he pass its gate—can he meet 
a brother, by him made succe^fiil and happy, and not experience a 
luxury of self-approbation and! self-thankfulness, that still must outdo 
all the rest?—of that temple,,^«pf which the very echoes will strive to 
syllable his name!—and is k, not written, no music is so pleasant to 
the car as the voice of him wmo owns you for a benefactor?" 

1 think I understand the happiness of this good and accomplished 
man, on the very recent occasion I have alluded to; namf’ly, the laying 
of the first stone of the promised edifice. It was laid by himself, ac¬ 
cordant, in course, with the solicitation of hia brethren. They all accom¬ 
panied him in procession—academiciaris, associates, and all; white- 
headed old men, whose lives had passed in the almost hopeless dream of 
sucli a day, .and younger membeijs, who, with sparkling looks and im¬ 
proved importance of step, seemed to date, from that moment, a new 
professional and social existence. They presented him with a silver 
trowel, on which were devices executed by Mr. Mossop, the gentleman 
who has done the medallion Grattan’s head that you and I saw to¬ 
gether, and I need say no more to apjirise you of the superior emi¬ 
nence of the artist: he is also an esteemed academician. Another, at 
the vote of the Academy, is to paint, tor a place in their council-room, 
Mr. Johnson’s full-length portrait. Then, before this day of days, there 
were addresses, and answers, and ev^ry thing harmonious and happy : 
and with it there came a dinner, at whicli the patron was the honoured 
guest of his fellow academicians, and, w'c may surely add, happiness 
and harmony still the accompaniment. Yes ! I .am ^iure I understood 
his feelings: the full, deep content of he.art; the conscious spirit, and 
pride, and virtue of soul; and th« surpassing conviction that all he 
heard and«aw around him was truth, fitness, congeniality. 

A good cohort of workmen arc now procce^g with all due and 
pleasant clamour and bustle, towards the completion of the good work 
Mr. Johnson has begun. The building is to be forty-two Icet in front, 
and of unusual depth: it will afford two exhibition-rooms ; one fifty- 
six feet by thirty-nine; the other, tllirt^-nine by twenty-two: the 
council-room will be thirty by twenty; and an ante-joom, on the same 
floor, twenty by ten. The apartments for the accommodation of a 
keeper and servants, will also be numerous and commodious. The 
front is to be cut-stone, executed in the best style. ^ 

Should the wealthy and educated* of Mr. Johnson’s countrymen foci 
liberally disposed to imitate an example—they arc now only too late to 
regret they had not anticipated; should they feel, what is thj truth, 
that an individual, no matter how munificent and ardent, cannot possibly 
extend to Art alt the salutary assistance of which she stands so much 
in need; this is the season to shew a sense of such considerations. 
They owe it to their rank, to their education, to themselves, to their 
country and posterity, not to neglect the j)rcspnt and passing oppditu- 
nities fbr cstablisliinj^ native Art, as she ought to be established, and as 
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she only can be established, in their native land. They owe it to their 
descendants, to their children’s children, not to have it said by a future 
people—“ Are these the offspring of the great, the titled, and the affluent, 
among our forefathers, witliout whose assistance the arts of the country 
fonced their way through disheartening neglect and accumulated diffi¬ 
culties?” • N. M. 


TO newton’s study.* 

Thou lonely relic of a name 
Kinblazun’d on the roll of fame 
In an immortal line ; 

Wert thou the consecrated place 
(Some ten feel square thy cabin’d space) 

Of one almost divine ? 

Was it within thy narrow room 
Where Newton’s wisdom pierced the ^looni 
That Science had conceal’d ? 

Was it within thy narrow cell 
He sal and broke the secret spell 
That gravitation veil’d ^— 

Where, while corporeally at rest. 

The labouring genius in his breast 
Begat projihetic thought ; 

Or, leaving its cribb’d maiisi(\> here. 

Sprang upward to some nobftr sphere. 

With inspiration fraught— 

Or round ^he eternal heavens career’d. 

Nor the sun’s burning influence fear’d. 

Nor bearded comets pale ; 

But o’er the orbits where they fly 
On lightning pennons through the sky. 

Steer’d his triumphant sail I 

What stately halls can rival thee 
In thy unobtrusive dignity. 

Temple of thought Vihhmc ! 

Thy inmate scann’d within thy wall 
A thoilsand worlds, and there his call 
Subdued both space and time. 

* The palace owns more glittering things. 

Lords, courtiers, parasites, and Kings, 

The viiftbl^aloi^c. 

And not the best that earth can boast— 

While thou hast held th’ invisible host 
Round a great spirit’s throne. 

Not Pharaoh’s massy pyramid, 

Nof Angelo's dome in radiance hid 
Of heaven’s refulgewce wide. 

Can outshine thee in worth and note. 

Where Newton reason’d, thought, and wrote. 

Of vision, time, and tide. 

Whate’er his name might consecrate. 

Is safer from the rage of fate 
Than pyramid or dome, 

.----^-- - - - - • 

• Still to be seen on the roof of Ids house in St. Martin’s-street, Lcicester-square, 
nearly in the same state as he left it. 
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Though one may shrine a monarch’s clay, 

Jn t’other popes and prelates sway. 

The plagues of ruin’d Rome. 

The humblest spot where science grew. 
Whence knowledge, born of genius, threw 
Its glory on the mind. 

Like inine is e’er a sacred site. 

Circled around with holy light, 

A Pharos to mankind. 

Yet still, what passengers gone by 
Cast not on thee the uplifted eye, 

Nor noted if they saw f 
Of London’s million souls but few 
Mark thee as 1 foroser do, 

With reverence and awe. 

In Italy thou wouldst be knov/n— 

As Petrarch’s house at Arqua shewn. 

Or as Voltaire’s in France ;— 

Here the ’('hange jwrlls move more than thine. 
Where knavery, tralfic, gold, combine 
To lead the sordid dance. 

Yet do these sober walls to me 
For ever speak fhy dignity. 

Philosophy refined ! 

Ami tell me of what mighty worth 
In intellect on this low earth • 

Was Newton’s wondrous mind! 


NATIONAL PUJ'-JUDIcr.S. 

Dots it not seem, nt this moment, rather late in the day, when every 
wlvpster amongst ns ha.s contrived to run over the Continent,—is it not 
absurd now to attempt a description of the character or peculiarities of 
a nation ? Every one knows Era*ice. I first beg leave to deny the 
fact, ;ind cait-top it by asserting, that we know really less of it than we 
did before Jourlecn. Prior to that epoch, we all fiad one fixed, certain 
opinion respecting French character, and that, upon the wimple, a juater 
one, than tlie mangled, contradictory, and afliectedly liberal rejwrts 
brought home by tlie yearly ebb of travelled dajidies. Surely there can 
be no better w'ay of deciding this point Ihan* by e.xamining the volumes 
of those writers, whose professed object is a true representation of charac¬ 
ters and manners, according to the age, personage, nation, &c. of their 
ideal productions. The truth and justice of French character, valets, 
dandies, fine ladies, or vioiisfiiietaires, in our ancient comedy and novel, 
we may allow, seeing that such eharacters aie but echoes of the 
same as represented by French writers and actors. But look .'it our 
novels (now our only drama) since the peace, and reflect or demand, ac¬ 
cording as it be in your power, if the refiresentations of the French at 
all resemble the originals. Examine, first of all, the Marquis tie Haut- 
heu of Quentin Durward: bis bad French, his mild and uninfuriated 
mentiiin of liLs losses and misfortunes, liis Iiigh principles, no ^re¬ 
venge or Machiavclism in them, his attenijit, too, at taste and criticism 
—and ask, has this being the least rescinhlance to any one modem 
ennsse QT ultra! lam not deep in novel-reading, but there is “ Percy.^ 
Mallory’* I have looked over, a clever-written imbroglio, that 1 defy 
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(JSdipus himself to unravel or understand; but this is not to the purpose. 
There is a French lady therein introduced, Mademoiselle Somebody, 
who, according to the vulgar' idea which Bulls have of French ladies, 
cffqucttcs, faints, &c. I know that the unlravelled amongst us, and the 
ttavellcd indeed, think French misses complete Lydia Languishes, 
very heroines, fi^ll of romance, alFectation, and sensibility—much.given 
to hartshorn bottles, and cutting of stays. Alas! little do they know 
of that most masculine-minded, fair piece of creation—a French girl; 
whose very affectation—whose very ideal of heroinism, is independence, 
w'orldliness, and strength of nerves; who would endure compliments, 
courtshii>, or the boldest innuendo, with the same sang-froid; who 
would bargain for any thing in her marriage-contract; and who would 
set off to the mayoralty of her section to be married without the slightest 
])iu ticlc of that emotion, which almost overwhelms an English bride at 
the altar. Frivolity, too,» is another distinguishing characteristic of 
French damsels. Now, what may be the occupation of well-educated 
beings of that class, say Parisians, in the year 1824 ? We could ascer¬ 
tain. They have attempted “ Les Eaux de St. Ronan” in vain—could 
not get through with it. “ Qv’ist ce qu'ilfait done, Valter Scott, avec as 
niaiscrics des Plain ?” “And what, then, are you reading. Miss?” “ Read¬ 
ing,” says the young lady, taking up a new volume from her little marble 
work-table, “ I have just finished the se^bnd livraison of Plato’s works 
translated.”—“ Plato ?”—“ Oui, Monsieur, la traduction est magni- 
fique !”—“ But is there.not something rather —ens for ladies ?”—“ Oui, 
sans doute, grossier quelquefois, il nous fait crier helas ; mais, je vous 
assure, quo e’est superbe, ct les introductions tout a fait dans le style 
dc Rousseau—i^tcs vous Lockisle, Monsieur?”—“I really can’t say 

that I ever read the works of Locke, Miss!”—“ Mais, comme-nt. 

Monsieur,” says the lady, with a long accent of surprise—“ vous n’avez 

pas lu ni Platon, hi Locke, .ni Kant, ni-.” And here is the frivolity 

of French ladies. 

As to the male sex in France, I4o believe we begin to be better in¬ 
structed, to give up our old ideas of their coxcombry, gaiety-, and pciit- 
maitreism. '\ he truA is, that the French nation, like every nation that has 
suffered a great moral convulsion, has become resolved into the primi¬ 
tive characters of simple manhood, at least of Europeanism. Whatever 
etiect climate may ha\jB, must have remained; but as for the effect of 
habits, laws, government, &c. they are, with respect to such, quite unin¬ 
fluenced, unprejudiced. They are men, nothing more—and except that 
love of the soil and of their past history, which even itself has been 
greatly shaken off, they arc less national than any existing nation. You 
find no characterkitics by which to designate the modern Frenchman—I 
mean the new race, who have mingJed neither with the revolutionary, nor 
scarcely with the imperial deeds. A Frenchman is a man of the world 
—he has had enough of glory to make him respect himself, and enough 
of disaster to make him respett other nations. An Englishman, unfor¬ 
tunately, i.s cither one thing or another—he is in general either nationally 
illiberal, or affectedly liberal; which latter state is the besetting sin of 
our travelled puppies. And I must own, that I think illibend, honest 
JoSn Bullism preferable to the baseless and sickening adulation with 
which young Englishmen arc so willing to allow of foreign superiority 
.on a great many points. But of these anon. Now, of«ll the nations 
in Europe, the French of the present day seem to hold the fittest medium 
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between nationality and its contrary ; their territorial position affords 
them union and sympathy with almost all Europe—their youth, not 
troubled with classic or profound studies, are not infected witli that 
ever-during atmosphere of prejudice that encircles our schools |nd 
universities—their classic studies are in foreign tongues, and they are 
familiar with Locke, and Leibnitz, and Rousseau, with Adam Smith and 
Montesquieu; Ybile our youth are deep in Greek, iif logic, and ethics, 
'riicir mode of education may not be the best to produce profound 
scholars; but it makes amiable, well-informed men of the world, un¬ 
isolated in prejudices, and undivided in sects. 

There is, moreover, one great diflcrence between the English and 
French youth of the present day, and it is a difference likely to influence 
strongly the future fates of the two nations. It is diis—that young 
Frenchmen, from their firi.t consciousness, take a deep interest in the 
political affairs and progress of their t'ountry—whereas our young men 
can seldom arrive at a capacity of understanding the political march of 
English affairs until they have attained an age of mature, cold-blooded, 
and calculating experience; wlpch makes of us, alike legislators and 
legislated, a people devoid of public enthusiasm, unless for talk or in¬ 
terest sake—a people to whom tlie useful, selfisli, and social, is the only 
end; and to whom the steady princi])les of political honour, and the 
sanguine hopes of political i^rfcetion, pass as the creed and the visions 
of the enthusiast. 

But a truce with politics. We have remarked how resolved into 
first principles the French character has been by the Revolution: it is 
neither grave nor gay, serious nor frivolous, it is in no extreme; and so 
our travellers are at fault—they find no defect to fasten on, no virtue to 
extol, and no prominence of any kind to flourish about, and build 
hypotheses upon. And, consequently, if a novelist or imaginary writer 
wish to produce a French personage upon his canvass, he must recur to 
the ante-re volutionary period, for he can make nothing but decent, un¬ 
remarkable common-place of the^Cosniopohtan French of the present 
day. The male inhabitants of a foreign land, however, being more 
visible to a stranger than the female, though 4iis ancient prejudices 
respecting the former must come to the ground on comparison, yet, no 
compurisou being feasible with respect to the latter, the otd hypotheses 
hold good. Thus we are compelled to acknowledge the French as no 
longer a nation of barbers and pdit-mmtrep; bqt the ladies we still up¬ 
hold to be the French women of the last century, whose coquetry and 
licentiousness we learn from our readings. I believ^ most Englishmen 
come to France with the idea that the favours of French women are to 
be had for asking; for certain, none of then» ever jeturn with the same 
idea. Their opinion of French w'qjnen’s frivolity is much the same—of 
this I have given an example from the life. And the tone of case and 
command which even the lower order of French women assume in con¬ 
versation, ay, though it turned on Flijgtions, must not a little astonish 
our stammering beaux, accustomed to discuss the weather, and flirt at 
arm's length with their town and country cousins. Not that I prefer 
the calculating, strong-nerved, re^dy brunette of France, to tlie timid, 
genuine English blonde. Defend me from the impiety! although the 
most ridiculous and odious of God’s creatures is, in my mind, a Frenchi¬ 
fied or Italianized Englishwoman—I am merely discussing mistakes 
and misstatements. ^ 
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Let U3 pass to little peculiarities, or rather little prerogatives, which 
are allowed by every one, and see if they be more just. Taste in 
dress, for example. Can a French tailor, in the nineteenth century, 
make a coat? The thing has been tried an hundred thousand times— 
in vain;—Miers must export liii> hiii/ds (o Paris. How different the 
day when Lauzun’s coat despatched from Paris was lost, to the horrific 
disappointment of the Fi'eneh beau, in the sands of Calais! Carl the 
French make a hat? Why, a troop of English hatters have utterly 
ruined their fellow tradesmen in Paris. French ladies, however, are 
allowed to bear the hell. Mot so fast. 'I'he supremacy is daily dispu¬ 
ted, nor will our fair countrywomen yiedd ntuch longer tlrc-ir natural 
locks and .shape to the frizzes and Hat hosonrs of th Parisians. Sed 
vuijora sequor. Personal beauty. — 'f'hc ugli(*st race in the world, with¬ 
out exception, arc French countrywonieir; compare them with those of 
England, Spain, or Italy. Woni.m are finely shaped at Paris—but we 
argue not on botre aiul stuftriig. 

Blit to escape from these petty details, let us stretclr our view farther, 
and consider w'hat, and how just are our ideas of Ifcdian character. To 
this I may lead by quoting a friend :—“If John Bull wants to increase 
his natrirul antipathy to the I'Vetrch, he tttay take a trip to Paris; hut if 
Ire wish to get rid of every dislike, he has Init to cross the Alps. At 
homo, where a person is indcqrerrdent of strrfitge faces and new acquaint¬ 
ances, he has no opportnnity of jitdging (fr experiencing the civility of 
his natioir. The moment he goi-s abroad, atrd is really iit want of a kind 
word or a coirntenanciirg look frortt those arourtd, he bi'gins to feel that 
politeness is not only a Ibrm, but a virtue atrd a benevolence. 'J'his po¬ 
liteness, this philant'rropy on a minor scale, the French possess above 
all other nations; althougli the coidnes.s of English demeanour, the 
proverbial pride and well-known prejudices of this nation, may prevent 
our countrymen from experiencing, at first, those kind feelings on the 
part of their rivals. As sotrn, hfiwever, as an Englishman has been 
some time in France, has grown.af%^ witlr himself, and has smoothed 
those porcupine ])rejudices which he always Irristles np upon his first 
visit, he will find kindness and conciliation on all hands. Hut if this be 
not sufficient, let him, as we have said, cro.ss the Alps; and he will 
learn from tht first boor of a caiticrin c he comes in contact with, that 
he is no longer in France.” 

Now, in contradiction *tx) 4hes({ just remarks, the two distinguishing 
qualities ascribed by general prejudice amongst us to Italians, are adu¬ 
lation and craft. Never was opinion more the reverse of truth. A poor 
sonneteer may, to be sure, string fourteen base lines in praise of my 
lord, and may confirm him in this idea; but generally tire defect of 
Italians is altogether the contrary, arid is remarkable in a want of po¬ 
liteness, of attention, of consideration. The to.ne, the look, the manner, 
is universally rude and boorish, and breathes all the indepetulenee that 
even an Englishman could wish. ^^'I'hcre are exceptions, to be sure; but 
where is the country, we should like to know, whose beggars arc not 
servile? The other characteristic generally assigned to Italiurrs, of su¬ 
perior craft and dissimulation, is as glaringly rrntruc. Iir support of 
whiclf assertion, it is but necessary to mention the late revolutions in that 
country, which were overturned merely by the reliance of its people on 
the promises of their rulers, and the general philanthropy of mankind, 
•■‘fn truth, there is no country in Western Europe, to use the pliraseo- 
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logy of the Holy Alliance, in which the system of lord-dom and servi¬ 
lity is so manifestly supported -as in England. There is no English 
society, of whicli the members consider themselves eijuals; the grades 
of distinction are more strongly marked than if our law parcelled ^us 
into casts. At school wc are fags or tyrants—ybuths, we are either 
mere, umbras, shades, or the casters of the shade—fellowship, we 
either lead or are led ;—inequality is stamped on every character, and, 
throughout the extensive net-work of Engli.sh society, tlie links of bond¬ 
age that the law and our own conceit declare for e\cr broken, are, in 
fact, more firmly riveted by habit and by j)rcjudice. Now, in the 
countries wo despise as enslaved, there is, in proportion with us, little 
or none of this: they have, to be sure, the Casino dci Nobih, and the 
Casino dc Mcrcanli \ oven this is only in Northern Italy. There there 
is but this one broad line of distinction,^ above and below all are equals; 
and even beneath the despotic govermnents*\vhlch grind them, they arc 
at least free from that system of social iiondage, that fetters every step 
and every word of a Briton. 

The lower order of l‘mgli.-.lnnen are rnde and independent to the 
stranger ; none are more slavishly submissive to the great folk of their 
town and vicinity, yet they have a restive beyond which their humi¬ 
lity will not consent to sink. ,Tlie Italian is not without this reserve; 
law’secures it tJ the Englisli’jian—the less fortunate Italian secures it 
by the dread which his character and poniaid inspire. Beggars and 
domestics in Italy care not what term.s or titles of adulation they'lavish, 
but see wliat the coin jiasses for, and you will estimate from such spe¬ 
cimens the national charaeter. There are many reasons why divided 
Italy possesses not moral courage; and I should really think, that, 
notwithstanding habits of dissi])ation, the physical courage of the lower 
orders is superior to that either of French or Eaiglishmen. 

Thus standing up for tlie moral qualities .of the Italians against the 
prejudices of my countrymen, I niu^-add, still in opposition to those 
prejudices, that, in my eonscicnce, lido'not think Italy altogether a finer 
or more pieturcs(|nc country than our three kingdoms. I know of no 
Itiilian scenes superior to Killarney, or Cumberland, or Devonshire ;—the 
Alps are not Italian; but the bleak Apennines, not lofty enough to be 
sublime, nor wooded sufiTicicntly to be beautiful, and without any of the 
shrouding of the mist or fairy associations of#tbe Scotch and Welsh 
bills, are to me far inferior in interest alul ITeauty to these our native 
mountains. I think our ow n climate, moreover, a h#altbier and more 
comfortable one than any Southern 

“ Ne il ciel di nebbia c di carbone, inioppo 
Dammi a Ictizia; che se il fuino c molto,* 

Tanlo i’ I’arrosto chc fotse anche e troppo 

which, to translate the grim Alfieri, who here for once ventured on a 
smile, that shone something like jdating on a coffin : 

“ Nor can its skies of clouli and coal. 

Bedim the gladness of my soul; 

Wliat, if the smoke be over-much. 

Why there’s the roast, &e.” 

But 1 must conclude this skirmish with our petty prejudices. 


Y. 
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* 

Though mucli has been said and written regarding the frightful tri¬ 
bunal of the Inquisition, little was correctly known respecting its mys¬ 
terious proceedings until a very late period. All that related to it was 
enveloped in impenetrable mystery. Its regulations and proceedings 
were conducted so as to conceal the sufferings of its victims, and the 
cruelties of its executioners. The fanaticism of its agents, the oaths 
and menaces of its jailors, the eternal darkness of its dungeons, the 
thickness of its walls, and the fear of being again plunged into suffering, 
or perishing by the daggers of its familiars, for revealing what they had 
seen there, prevented the few who had the good fortune to escape from 
its horrors fromi. opening them to the world. In every class of society 
its secret .agents were constantly active, and perfect silence alone re¬ 
specting the acts of the tribun.al was the only guarantee for personal 
security. By the vulgar, the suTerings of the Inquisition were consi¬ 
dered like those of Hell; none had witnessed them and told their tale ; 
and this ignorance respecting them increased the terrible impression 
which they made, and contributed to prolong the existence of the tri¬ 
bunal itself. 

In 1808, the French invasion of the Peninsula, as in many other in¬ 
stances in the countries which their armi^>f entered, contributed in some 
way to the benefit of the people. It put an end to the uncertainly ex¬ 
isting re.specting this tribunal and its mysterious proceedings. It un¬ 
masked its crimes and exposed them to the day, and broke the fearful 
charm which environed it so long. The monsters who presided in it, 
ferocious as beasts of prey, fled on the approach of an enlightened 
enemy, and forgot, from their fears, the victims and written proceedings 
of their hellish court; these eflcctiially revealed its horrible mysteries. 
Napoleon at Cluimartin, and the Cortes subsequently at Cadiz, pro¬ 
nounced its sentence of destruction; and from that pcriml, the Holy 
Office may be considered as losing informer power over the public mind 
for ever, though the hand of despotism might, in fact, re-establish it. 

M. M-whose'h.'imc is identified with the revival of the Spanish 

drama, and with its reputation, was the first writer who corrected the 
opinions of liis countrymen, in regard to the transactions of this tribu¬ 
nal. lie published in ^809, accompanied with notes full of judgment 
and spirit, the account of Sh A\ito tia ft, which had been celebratgj at 
Logrado two centuries before, and the particulars of which had been 
printed there at the time. This report, ilrawn up by the order and 
under the inspection of the Holi/ Office itself, forms the most complete 
accusation that ccmld be exhibited against that body. It presents an 
abstract of all that human depravity and the accumulated ignorance of 
ages can engender. Unhappy women slowly consumed by lire, for 
having been convicted of sorcery —grave remarks on the Devil, and his 
adventures in gallantry with there poor tortured females—express details, 
as revolting to reason as to decency—things, in short, so horribly in¬ 
consistent as to render it incredible that they could have been written 
or lettered by any but madmen;—these, and such as these, are the con¬ 
tents of the work now alluded to. On this occasion, the king (Joseph 
Bonaparte) commissioned the Canon Llorente to examine into the 
archives of the Inquisition. M. Llorente, who had been during a long 
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time Secretary to the Holy Office at Toledo, and was, moreover, well 
acquainted with the history of his country, found himself admirably 
situated for the -execution of such a task. His famous work, formed 
upon these records which he collected, deserves to be considered aS an 
important service rendered to humanity, howevei* destitute it may be of 
style or philosophical connexion. That hideous mqpster, the Inquisi¬ 
tion, is there displayed in all its naked horror. 

It must be borne in mind, however, that the Spanish Inquisition, as 

described in the writings of M. M-and Llorente, and as constituted 

from the time of Ferdinand V., to the end of the reign of Charles II., 
is not exactly the same witli that existing in 1808. Its name, indeed, 
remained to excite feelings of abhorrence; but the venom of its nature 
was, in effect, nearly exhausted. Feebleness is the necessary j’esult of 
age; and the Inquisition had grown ojid by the lapse of tliree centuries. 
Charles III., moreover, the most truly ^religious monarch that Spain has 
ever known, had given a considerable check to its influence; and^ from 
that period, the council of Castile, by continued opposition, had gradu¬ 
ally wrested from it the chief "portion of its privileges. As evil fre¬ 
quently operates to produce good, the tizienhip of the Prince of Peace, 
established upon the corruption of morals and the contempt of social 
observances, required an abydgment of the power of all judicial institu¬ 
tions; and the Holy Office, included in the number of these, suffered a 
further retrenchment of its sway. 

In this state of things, while Godoy held unlimited authority, the 
successors of Saint Dominick might be seen in the courtly antichamber, 
forming a motley group with the vainest courtezans, and emulously 
watching for a look from the haughty favourite. Deprived of mord 
and political consideration, their functions were now confined to the 
prohibition of certain books, or the punishment, perchance, of some 
visionary old woman {beatd). 

Having seen what was the natiirg ^f the Inquisition at the period of 
its fall, we will now view it at that of its late revival. Ferdinand VII., 
in hi.s re^appearance on the summit of the Pyrenees, after his exile, 
might well be compared to a disastrous comet, Coding every species of 
plague to the unhappy Spaniards. He destroyed, in hy; ingratitude, 
the constitutional system, to which he was indehted for his personal 
liberty. Ignorance, superstition, and cve^ kind of feudal abuse, were 
fostered by him into poisonous vigofir. Me fe-established with ala¬ 
crity the tribunal of the Holy Office, for no purpose of religion (hia 
character is destitute of it), but as an instrument of terror and ven¬ 
geance—as a means of subduing, by the horrors of incarceration, all 
that was virtuous, liberal, and enlightened. FrotA that fatal moment, 
not a day passed but some unfortunates were torn from the bosom of 
their families, to be plunged into the vaults of the Inquisition ; and, in 
some instances, to undergo every refinement in the art of torture. Such 
was the rage for the finding or mailing victims, that the dungeons 
were speedily crowded. A single accusation at Valencia sufficed for 
the committal to the Inquisition, of twenty-five individuals, together 
with tlie accusing party. At Murcia, the arrest of at least two hmidred 
persons was occasioned by a single charge. At Madrid, at Granada, 
at St. Jacques, every where, in short, were victims seized upon, without 
regaid to age, sex, condition, or services rendered. A Spanish nobki* 
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man (the Count de Monti^o) who was immured in the cells of the Holy 
Office, recovered liis liberty oftly through the Revolution of 1820, the 
interests of which, howet^cr, he subsequently betrayed. Two generals, 
M.\l. Torrigo and Alinedovar, who had received many wounds during 
the war for independence—various superior officers, persons belonging 
to the finance department, priests and monks, women and children, all 
were hurried away into the same dreadful confinement. 

Out of a number of facts which we could cite, the following anecdote, 
to the authenticity of which we pledge ourselves, may suffice for an ex¬ 
ample :—Mr. E-, distinguished as a man of letters, and attached to 

an important branch of the state administration, was arrested and con¬ 
ducted to the Inquisition at Madrid, for having ex])ressed, as was al¬ 
leged, irreligious* opinions ; but, in reality, liberal opinions. Moreover, 
as it was expected to be shewn that these exjiressions had been uttered 
in presence of his wife, who had not denounced him to the Holy Office, 
she was likewise committed to fne same dungeon. This unfortunate 

couple had a young and only eliild, wliom Madame K-brought with 

her, and who died in the Impiisition tlirougli cold and improper food. 
The king, who from a dearth of occupation, sometimes took a fancy to 
jirison-sights, clianced to jn-csent Inmself at the door of the cell where 

the scarce cold corjise of the child was lying. Madame E-threw 

herself at his feet, tuid with tears implored* release from a place, where 
every thing would iullict on her memory the last agonies of her clnld. 
Her youth, beauty, and virtue, the eloquence of her grief and the force 
of her desjiair, moved to pity all who heard lu'r except I'erdinaud, who 
brutally turned away! 

We cannot refrain fiom noting down hero llie famous mandate of M. 
Mier y Campillo, the Infiuisitor-general, which was read in every church 
in Spain on the li’st Sunday in Lent, 181.0;—“ Zf/.v KdCfHency, the 
Grand Inqitixilor, c/ijoliix all' Confesxnrs, under pain oj ed'coniniunication, 
to denounce to the Holt/ Gj/ice such perxonx ax mail hare cnnfexxed them- 
schex to belong to the order of FreenuTsonri/!" Is it possible for base¬ 
ness to proceed farther than this? Yes; several confessors vAire found 
to comply with the order of his Excellency ! ! The King took an un¬ 
disguised paFt in all these infamies, and .appointed Judges belonging 
to the criminal tribunals to aid in the inquisitorial ex.aminations. 

With regard to trials llki^tho!^-*, it may easily be imagined that con¬ 
tradictions, absurdities*', and falsehoods, were their customary founda¬ 
tion. Whether a ‘'prisoner denied the pretended crime, or in despair 
suffered himself to avow it, he was sure to be sent back to his confine¬ 
ment. The only indulgence shewn was to those who were base enough 
to denounce f'rcsfi vfetims. 

Some account remains to be gi^en of the inhuman conduct of the 
jailors towards the incarcerated on Ferdinand’s revival of the Impiisi¬ 
tion. What shall we say when we hear iIk' case of an unhappy (Chap¬ 
lain, in the regiment of Loren:/,' whilst in Murcia, who, after a popular 
commotion had restored him to liberty, took the violent alternative of 
drowning himself in a well, rather than return to the Inquisition ? 
What shall we say when informed, that a young officer of the siiwo re¬ 
giment Wcas driven to madness and suicide at Valencia'? 'The most 
complete information, however, with which we can supply our readers 
*on' this head, will be a condensed account of wliat has been communi- 
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cated to us by a patriotic magistrate, who was shut up during fifteen 
months in the Inquisition at Valencia, and is at this moment in London. 

M. G-was arrested the ;i7th Januaf^, 1819, whilst in bed, at two 

o’clock in the morning. His jiapers were scaled up, and all explana¬ 
tion was withheld. He was conducted to the Inmiisition, distant only 
fifty paces from his house, by endless turnings and windings. When 
there, he was made to halt, suddenly before a little pfivatc door. The 
chief of the escort, a judge of the criminal court, gave a mysterious and 
preconcerted kind of knock. A jailor presented himself, anddemamled, 
with solemnity of utterance, which was the judge and which the ac¬ 
cused. I'liis point ascertained, he took the two in with him, leaving the 
others outside. I'he door closed on ’ them, and all was involved in 
darkness and silence. The jailor, groping along, and without a syllable 
of speech, conducted his two companions through the intricate labyrinth 
of corridors, now ascending staircasos, and now descending. This 
course of involutions occupied about twenty minutes. Their conductor 
suddenly stojiped, and clapping thrice with his hands, was answ'erc*d in 
like manner from above. Two folding-doors opened with a startling 
sound, and a wide well-lighted staircase was displayed to view. This 
brought them to a ball hung with black velvet, having a table in its 
centre covered with the like sable colour, a silver crucifix and two 
candles of green wax. At this table stood two inquisitors, habited in 
full ceremony-F-the square c.ajt,*thc cross of honour, green neck-kerchiefs, 
and green sleeves. One of these personages was recognised by M. 

G-as one of the friends of his boyliood, a fellow-collegian*, the 

other was a man whom he was in the daily habit of seeing, and who had, 
indeed, di.iCoursed with him but a fi'w hours before in the most amicable 
way. Neither of them, however, gave him the least sign of recognition, 
or shewed, either tlion or in the .sequel, the least disposition to soften 
his state of sutfering. They began by gravely clouting forth some 
verses of the Psalm Krxiirgr Dri, and then demanded of the crinii^ 
vnl his name aiul profession. The jailor was thereupon told to do his 

duty. This consistt'd in conducting AI. - to a dungeon, eight 

feet square, (having a grated skylight without glass), and in leaving 
him there without a candle, or even a pitcher of water. After remain¬ 
ing thus for three days, he was supplied with a w'retched mEfttress and a 
cliair. These formed, during fifteen months, the whole of his furniture. 
His sustenance was a dish of rice everyrfwe»ty*fqiir hours, with half-a- 
pound of brown bread, and, in the mornings, a cup of diluted stuff mis¬ 
called chocolate. His jailors, seen only at these peri&ds, alwrays niain- 
t lined the silence of statues. The light of the day in this living tomb 
was but of five hours’ duration. ^ 

On one occasion, the barber who was sent to shave the unfortunate 
prisoner, contrived to slip into his liands a letter from his wife, to¬ 
gether with a pencil and a bit of paper to facilitate a reply. Delighted 

at this unexpected consolation M. G-j perused and kissed a thousand 

times the cherished lines. His reply was soon prepared—but alas ! the 
Argus-eyed turnkeys had conceived suspicions, the result of w’hich was a 
discovery, and the consignment of the poor barber to one of the prison- 
rooms, where he was kept until 1820. His successor in office shewed 

none of the zeal of pity. After three months’ incarceration M. G- 

underwent his first regular examination in the same hall, and with ti m 
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same ceremony. One of the inquisitors made a sort of opening oration 
on the justice and benignity of the Holy Office (these were wonderfully 
borne witness to by the livid and haggard countenance of their victim), 
anti proceeded to tell him that the tribunal knew already the whole, even 

to the precise day, pl?cev£<«nd hour, when M. G- had been present, 

with other accomplices, at a masonic meeting ; that it was, consequently, 
useless to deny it ? and that tlie tribunal, in calling on him now for his 
confession, desired merely to find a pretext for extending towards him 

the indulgence allowed to penitents, &c. &c. M, G-, not to be 

duped by this mode of address, protested openly against it. The addi¬ 
tion of menaces and insults could not shake his firmness ; and he was 
taken back to his confinement. Some months afterwards he was again 
summoned into .the same presence, but with the like result; and from 
that period he was no longer interrogated. Being seized with illness, 
through the various miseries and horrors of his situation, he several 
times implored the aid of a physician; but was answered that when 
his life should be in danger, that would be granted him! When re¬ 
duced to the extreme of weakness, and no longer able to rise from his 
mattress, he requested the presence of the inquisitors, and besought 
them most touchingly for some nourishment of a more wholesome kind, 
adding that his family would remunerate such attention. “ Your family 
has abandoned you, Sir,” replied these infpostors ; “ they will listen to 
no application on the part of a reprobaJe; and, as for the tribunal, it 
has no funds for the amelioration of your treatment! !” 

Such a scries of infamous usage must inevitably have proved fatal to 

M. G-, had not these dens of horror been thrown open by the 

effect of the King's oath to the Constitution on the 9th March, 1820. 
The following day brought the decree to Valencia, and the people went 
cn mustiC to hurst open the gates of the Inquisition. Half an hour pre¬ 
viously, and when (he nows was already known every where, one of the 

jailors had the inhuman .assurance to tell M. G-that he, at least, 

should never escape from his place of lodging! 


FROM THE GERMAN. 

- For a Catch. 

Philemon to Miranda came 
Whb tongue in wrath, and eyes of flame, 
And loudly cried, “llestore 
My iamb, my lute, iny kerchief rare; 

Thit hour wc part—by Heaven I swcai 
I’ll never sec thee more !” 

" ’Tis well,” she said—“ but you forget 
Some little gifts of yours, niy pet: 

To leave them^ut were sin ; 

I will restore you, one by one. 

Ten thousand kisses—and that done. 

You may walk off.—Begin.” 
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My Aunt Edwards is continually railing at Every-day People. She 
became acquainted with the Cooksons, last Autumn, at Ramsgate: the 
young folks used to walk together upon the Pier, from morning lo 
night, and, when they arrived at the extremity ofthat noble l)uttress, old 
Cookson used to lodge his telescope upon the dwarf granite wall, and 
let all the young Edwardse's, one after another, peep through it at the 
French coast. My Aunt Edwards and Mrs. Cookson rode over to 
Broadstairs three mornings in the same carriage: so that it seemed in a 
fair way of being a thick and thin business. But when the two families 
returned to London, affairs assumed a‘colder complexion. My Aunt 
Edwards lives in Fitzroy-square, and the Cooksons only in Gower- 
street. This is very much against them: indeed, it has induced my 
Aunt to denominate them “ every-day people.” They did well enough at 
Ramsgate: one must not be too particular, especially since the inven¬ 
tion of steam-boats: but my Aunt Edwards must say, that, without 
meaning to detract from the merits of the man—what’s his name (Watt 
is his name) who invented steamy he has much tag rag and bobtail to 
answer for at Ramsgate. The fare to Margate is such a trifle : the 
breakfasts on board are really so very respectable: and the eighteen- 
penny carriage o\erland to Rayisgatc is so very moderate, that it is no 
wonder so many every-day p('i)ple come smoking and dabbling down 
every Saturday. Knowing the Cooksons to be good sort of people, as 
well as every-day ones, I begged my Aunt Edwards to grant them a 
new trial in London: but no, she was inexorable: the residence in 
Gower-street operated as a bar: Bedford-square she would not have 
minded; even Russell-place might have been passed over with a suit¬ 
able apology; but Gower-street could only be tenanted by every-day 
people. I took nothing by my motion. • ^ 

Whilst on a visit to my Aunt in Albion-jdacc, I became acquainted 
with Charles Cookson, the eldest son of the subsequently proscribed 
family. We rode togf'ther on horseback to Kingsgale, upon which oc¬ 
casion I obtained much information from him. I bear it, I hope, in 
grateful memory. He pointed out to me certain hills across the ocean, 
and told me that was the French coast. Horseback, he atyed, was a 
healthful exercise, much more so, indeed, than riding in a close carriage. 
When we arrived at Broadstairs, he said th^ Broadstairs was not 
nearly so large as Ramsgate, adding thaf the^wo Piers would not bear 
a moment’s comparison. He, moreover, considered feas curious, that 
there should be an Albion Hotel at the one place, and an Albion Place 
at the other. Tlie colour of the sea, too, according to him, was some¬ 
times green and sometimes blue. It seemed to him, th® tishing-boats ran 
some risk in a storm : he considered "the corap.iny at Margate as too 
mixed : ho only bathed every other day; and he thought that Bonaparte 
must have felt dull at Saint Helena. Upon our arrival at Kingsgate, he 
pointed up to the inscription over the-tirchway, “Nunc regis jussu 
Regia Porta vocor,” and said, “That’s Latin.” When I said that Lord 
Holland must have found it a salubrious spot, he answered with great 
quickness, “Yes, but not so convenient as Kensington for attending (he 
House of Lords.” When Mr. Charles Cookson complained of the dear¬ 
ness of every thing at Ramsgate, I answered “ True, but their season is 
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a short one: they must make hay while tlie sun shines/’ To this he re¬ 
plied, “ Certainly.” Nothing important occurred beyond what I have 
mentioned. I hope to inherit my Aunt Edwards’s Navy Fives, but not 
her hostility to every-day people. They are a race for whom 1 have 
ai esteem. Sterne loved a jackass, and Talleyrand’s wife took Volney 
for Robinson Crusoe.' “ All nature’s difference makes all Nature’s 
peaceand, as I look upon myself as something out of the common 
way, I hoj)e tl'at 1 may stand excused for--rather liking every-day 
people. 

Hardly was I well settled in my chambers in Furnival’s Inn, when I 
received a card from Mr, ^nd Mrs. Cookson, requesting the honour of 
ray company at dinner on the .Friday following. The printer having 
intimated in a neat Italian hand, at the bottom corner on the right, that the 
favour of an &‘>rly answer was desired, 11 )stno time in acquainting Mr. 
and Mrs. Cookson that I wonld do myself the honour of accepting their 
invitation. This affair of honour being thus settled, I waited in tolera¬ 
ble tranquillity the arrival of the day that was to usher me into Gower- 
street. It might be that my Aunt Edwards had put it into my head, 
but certain it is, that, on driving uj) to the place of invitation, it struck 
me that Gower-strect had an c-very-day look. The footman who 
opened the door w'as arrayed in drab, faced with green; and op my 
commencing the ascent of the staircase, he oflereil to take my hat. 
None but the footmen of every-day people offer to take a visitor’s hat 
as he ascends the staiis. 'fliey may be right in the abstract. A 
“greasy old tatter’’ of felt may be no pretty appeiulage to a drawing¬ 
room, but I must be allowed to observe that wlien a servant thus attempts 
prematurely to purloin one’s hat, one sets the family down for every-day 
people. As my hat happened to ))e a new one, I determined to got 
the credit of it: so, i ejecting the importut)iti( s ol‘tlie domestic, I carried 
it upstairs in my hand. Old Mr. Cookson, on my entrance to the 
drawing-room, onered to sliake hands with me, but 1 was much too po¬ 
lite to do that: I treated his overtuie with disdain, until I had advanced 
up to the fire-place to make a bo\v to Mrs. Cookson, who sat upon the 
sofa with a fat middle-aged woman in piidc erap<-. Of the, two daugh¬ 
ters, Lucy and Antelia, the hitter was einployed in looking over her 
own scrap-book, and the former, in folding up slips of paper, and giving 
them a spiral twist tow'ards the base, without which, I presume, they 
could not fulfil their office of lighting wax-tapers. 

The knocker now bejan *to do its duty. Mr. and Mrs. Sparkes 
were introducers arm-iii-arm. 'I'he attitude was now last year, hut 
it is now' becoming an every-day one. Mr. and Mrs. and the 
two Miss Oliphants came next; the girls shook hands with the Miss 
Cooksons in greet apparent glee, and immediately ran with them into 
the adjoining drawing room, to o«n\tass niattirs unfit for the puhlic ear. 
Mrs. Oliphant wore a red shawl, and Mr. Oliphant limped a litile—£ 
fear he is subject to the gout. We had likewise Sir John and l^ady 
Dawson, recently from Paris*, and a young man in blue from Basing¬ 
stoke. Mr. Charles Cookson, though at home, was the last person who 
entered the room. Tlio couseiiui'iice w.is, he had to shake hands with 
e^ry body in the lump : a ceremony v\hich brought the colour into his 
cheeks. While standing at the window, the master of the mansion told 
me, that he remembered when Baltimore-house stood in the fields, and 
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that (luc-ls used to be fought behind the mansion now appropriated to 
the British Museum. He also recollected Bedford-house, with the two 
sphinxes at cither end of its front wall: indeed he ventured to predict, 
that upon the falling in of the present leases, the Bedford property would 
be considerably improved. 1, on the other han(|ptvas not idle: 1 said niat 
there was quite a new town in the neighbourhood of the Regent’s Park : 
that Gower-street would bft more gay when it should bicome a thorough¬ 
fare : and that the present ^s'a very backward Spring. I believe too 
I observed, that, a twelvembndl ago, nobody could have predicted that 
the three per cents, would Irave reached ^HMy-seven—but of this I am 
not certain. Turning round towards tlwyPmpany, I now encountered 
little Crosby Cookson, (christened with a sirname after his maternal 
Uncle,) by no means an every-day child : quit*' the contrary, educated 
at home, and attended by the very first masters. 1 love*to talk to home- 
educated children: they are the only-wise people v\'e have left. Our 
dialogue ran as follows : Well, Crosby, are you a good boy ?”—“Yes, 
very.” What do you learn?”—“Everything.” “ You musClrdve a 
prodigious memory.-Yes, I have.” “Who gave it you?”—“Mr. 
Fine Trtg/e“ Fiiu' Eagle, '’indeed, the very Bird of Paradise.” 
“ Mamma says, as I shall he eight next August, it w'ould be a great 
shame if I did not know all about every thing,”—“ Certainly, what else 
are the ‘ Rules for Memoiy’ good for ? Let me examine yon: When did 
Cicero llourish ?”—“In the'^rcat plague of 1666.” “Who married 
Queen Anne?”--“The Black Prince.” “Who strung Cleopatra’s 
necklace?”—“I'he venerable Bede.” “Who gained the Battle of 
Blenheim?”—“John Bunyan.” “Who was the first Bishop of Lon¬ 
don?”—“Titus Oates.” “Who invented gunpowder?”—“Bishop 
Blaise.” “What’s Latin for a carpet ?”—“Homo.’’ “ There’s a good 
boy, so it is !" The sound of “ Dinner is ready” here eaii,ed my cate¬ 
chism to halt. •• 

When one is asked to meet piquant compaiiy thei e is mneb hope and fear 
excited with regard to whom one is placed next to at table. One fidgets, 
and frisky and manamvres, after a’pleasant partner . and, alter all, ’tis 
ten to one*that one gets planted with one’s Aunt r^i one side, and a pale 
girl just out on the other. No such excited feelings arose in my bosom 
in Gower-street. I walked into the dining-room .as pbilw^ophtcally as 
if I were entering St. Stephen's, Walbrook, on a wet Sunday afternoon. 
'Phe dinner was in admirable keejiing wjth pai ty. There was gravy 
soup at the bottom of the talrle, and at top a juvenile salmon with his 
tail in his mouth, like the snake grasped in the righfliand of the grand¬ 
father of gods and men. On the removal of these ])reliminaries, the salmon 
was succeeded by a tongue supported by boiled fowls, and the soup by an 
edgebone of beef. Let no man turp im bis nose at an i^lgebone of beef: it 
is by no means a bad thing: certain, nowever, it is, that when 1 beheld my 
plate laden with two slices of that article, interspersed with greens and 
carrots, not to mention a dab of mustard on the margin, the delf assumed 
as every-day an aspect as heart could *wish. I fancied myself, for the 
moment, seated in the cook’s-shop at the corner of St. Martin’s-court, 
where a round of beef is carved by a round of woman. On my left, 
sat the fat middle-aged woman in pink crape, whom I had origmally 
found seated on the sofa. I could not catch her name, but from cir- 
cumstanees I was led to lielieve that she had been to the French pUy 
VOI.. X. NO. Xl.ll. 2 N 
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in 'ruttcniiani sircet, inasmuch os she observed tiiat Laporte reminded 
her of Harley. Amelia Coohson, who sat on my right hand, asked me 
if I had seen the Diorama; and told me, that she preferred it, upon the 
whole, to Mr. Irving. Amelia and I got rather intimate during dinner. 
ThSre occurred two pat^^cs from lack of conversation. This induced 
her to tell roc in confidence, that her family were generally reckoned dull: 
her brotlier Charles, indeed, was less so than the rest: he once sent a 
letter to the British Press, signed “ Truth,” wHich was inserted; but still, 
upon the whole, he was dull. However, adtled she, we are reckoned 
very amiable. I now drank a glass of sherry with the young man in 
blue from Basingstoke, who informed me, that sherry was become a very 
fashionable wine. Mr. Olipliant’ said it ivas the best w'ine for gouty 
men, which confirmed me in my original suspicion of his being afflicted 
witli that compldint. Mr. Cookson asked me if I had seen Zoroaster 
or the Exhibition; and Mrs. Cookson hoped I did not find the fire 
troublesome. Sir John DaWsoji, recently from Paris, said there was 
not h house in London fit to be' seen. I modestly suggested Devon¬ 
shire-house ; but Lad;y Daw'son assured me, that it would not be endured 
in the Rue St. Honore. Amelia Cook'son talked to me of her Scraj) 
Book. It was enriched, she told roe, with several manuscript pieces of 
rare value. Yesterday a friend in Devonshire sent her something be¬ 
ginning with “ O Solitude, romantic Mrid then there was “ O’ei 
the vine-covered hills and gay valleys of France,” which had never been 
published. I told her that I could let hcv have something of my owai. 
Amelia expressed her gratitude, and promised in return to write me 
out “ Gray’s Elegy written in a Country Church-yard,” and something 
else very pretty, beginning “Pity the .sorrows of a poor old Man.” I 
have since kept my word by si'iiding her “ Hope, thou nurse of young 
Desire,” and “ As near Porto Bello lying.” I’lic poor girl received them 
with tears of gratitude! I believe I have stated every thing of moment 
that took place during dinner. On tlie summons to tea 1 rejoined the 
ladies with a benignant bow', which was meant to express a hope that 
tliey had not been very wretched duving my unavoidable absence. Mrs. 
Oliphant supposed tjjat we had been talking politics. There were two 
inanu.script books lying upon the drawing-room table, viz. Amelia’s 
Scrap Bool' and Lucy’s Collection of Autographs. The latter had 
lately enriched’her collection by Colonel Scrape’s tailor's bill; a notice 
from a vestry clerk to artgjd a ^parish meeting; an original letter from a 
school-boy at Mortlake, hoping that his father would send John to meet 
him at the White‘Horse Cellar, Piccadilly, on the Wednesday following, 
precisely at four; and a frank given by Alderman Wood. Upon casting 
my eye over the collection, I found that I too had my share of graphic 
immortality. A*'letter of mine had been sedulously preserved, in 
which I had confidentially expressed my opinion about Jack Average’s 
acceptances; and had ventured to'surmise that Sir Hyacinth O’Rourke 
only went to Cheltenham to pick up an heiress. The shewing about 
of this epistle has since itivolvdl me in a duel, and an action for defa¬ 
mation : but we great folks must pay a tax for our eminence. 

Tea being dispatched, it was intimated to me that I could sing 
Madimin'i” in Don Giovanni, and Mrs. Cookson assured me that her 
daughter Lucy should accompany me. I assured Mrs. Cookson that 
I had no voice; and Mrs. Cookson assured me that I was an excellent 
•Singer. These two lies being uttered, Lucy pulled off* her gloves to 
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prepare for action; and Lady Dawson, recently from Paris, took that 
opportunity to inform nve that Signor Rossini charged eighty guineas a 
night for attending concerts. 1 was startled at the magnitude of the sum, 
and hinted that if he were relieved of part of his burthen by the co¬ 
operation of marrow-bones and cleavers, and a comb and a piece of 
paper, he might possibly be induced to edino for sixty. But no : 1 
was assured by Lady Dawson, recently from Paris^ that he would not 
fiddle to his own father for a farthing less. 1 now started “ Madamina” 
to Miss Lucy Cookson’s accompaniment. As the lady played in all 
sorts of time, I determined at last to sing to my own, so that by the 
period of my arrival at the slow movement, commencing “ Nella 
bionda,” my divine Saint Cecilia had arrived at “ Voi sapete.” We all 
agreed it was capital; and that the great beauty of Mozart’s music was 
the accompaniment. Lucy Cookson now rose fronv her music-stool to 
reach “ Ncl cor non jnu mi sento,” with variations by Mazzingbi. 
Upon these occasions every-day mofi)ers make it a rule to play puss in 
a corner. Mrs. Oliphant seized hen opportunity, pounced upon |;he cir¬ 
cular red-morocco, and placed her daughter on the momentarily vacant 
seat. There was not a moraent to be lost. Away she started with 
Rousseau’s Dream, with variations by Cramer; and the Saxon air, witli 
variations hy ditto. “ Now, my dear,” said the mother, “ sing ‘ We ’re a’ 
noddin and now sing ‘Pharley is my darling:’ and when you’ve 
got through ‘ Horae, swocy; homo,’ and ‘ Oh, softly sleep,’ I’m sure 
tlie company will be delighted to hear ‘ Betty, Betty Bell,’” (meaning, I 
presume, “Batti, batti, o bel.”) The young lady was too dutiful to dis¬ 
obey, and wc too civd to object. Lucy Cookson, who had been “ push¬ 
ed from her stool,” bade me observe, that all the allegro movements 
were played in slow time ; that the hands of the fair usurper were 
glued to tlie keys during every rest: and the Staccato was achially 
played Legato. I expressed a suitable horror at this ; and assisted little 
Crosby (who ought to have been in bed tlfrec hours before) in 
raising the lid of the piano, to give elTect to “ My pretty page,” which 
was thundered forth likg Beetho>’en’s Battle Sinfonia. Crosby urged me 
to stand closer, to eye the movements of the little red men under the 
wires ; but I doubted the stability of the slim iftahogaiiy prop that sup¬ 
ported the cover of the instrument, and did not wish to have what little 
nose I possess knocked out of my head. » 

Upon a review of all tliat took place at Mr. Cookson’s dinner in 
Gower-street, it seems to me that “ Aor(fToramou matters” were never 
discussed in the Court of Exchequer: right gladayi I that it is so, and 
I hope soon to dine there again. Nothing is so fatiguing as keep¬ 
ing one's faculties on the constant stretch. When 1 dine with Sir Peter 
Pallet, I am previously obliged to dive into Reynolds’s Discourses, to 
qualify myself to talk about “ tjie Art,” tlie fact being that I don’t 
know a Raphael from a red-herting. Jack Georgic puts my Latin 
to the proof; and at the Beef-steak Club 1 am raoment.-irily obliged to 
belabour my imagination, in order to^reate a repartee that shall set the 
table in a roar, and blow my adversary to atoms. No violence like this 
takes place at the tables of every-day people. There my memory puts 
on its night-gown, and my judgment and inwgination their red^nwrocco 
slippers. Let my Aunt Edwards take it as she likes, I will not sit 
down without proposing the following toast—“ Health and prosperity 
to Every-day People!” 
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THE INDIVN WOMAN TO DIOOO AEVAKEZ,* * * § 

On his d(>pnrtiin! from Bahia. 

When thou stood’st amidst thy countrymen 
Our captive and our foe. 

What voicd of pity was it then 
7’hat,pheck’d the fatal blow ? 

When the name of the mighty “ Man of Fire” 
Re-echoed to the sky, 

And our cliiefs forgot tlicir deadly ire,— 

\Vho hail’d thy xictory? 

Wliat voice, like the softest sweetest note, 

That rings from the slender white-bird’sf throat. 

Hath soothed thee oft to rest?— 

And ttiou hast said—so tenderly ! 

That to sit among willow isles with me 
Was to be ever blest. 

Oh! have we not wandei’d in silent night. 

When the thick dews fell from the weeping bough ; J 
And then these eyes as the staVs were bright. 

Rut are wet like those mournful branches now I 

Like the leafless plant § that twines around 
The forest tree so fair and high. 

And when m that withering cla^o Tis bound 
Leaves the blighted trunk to die; 

Thy vows round my trusting heart have wound. 

And now thou leav’st me to misery! 

Thou wilt not return—thy words are vain ! 

I'hou wilt cross the deep blue sea. 

And some dark-cye’d maid of thj native Spain 
Will lure thee far from me. 

The suufmer will come, and our willow shore 
Will hear the Merman|1 sing, 

But thou wilt list to his song no more. 

When the rocks with his* music ring : 

He will murmur thy falsehood to every cave, • 

Or will tell‘of thy death on the stormy wave !— 


* Tlie first sttller in Bahiii was Diogo Alv.iuv, a n.itivc of V'iaii.i, young and of 
noble family. He was urcf^kcll «« tliewslionl-. N. of tlic bar of Hiilii.i, and escajied 
the cruel death met by tlie other survivors of tlie crew from llie Indians, by exert¬ 
ing himself to recover tilings from the wreck, and thus conciliating the fav'our of 
the natives. Among the rest .some barrels of powiler and a musket enabled liiin to 
astonish them by firing at a biid, which he brought down before them : he thus 
arquired the naiheof Caramnru—a man of fire. From a slnv'e lie became a sove¬ 
reign, and the chie'fs of the savages thought Ihcmselv'es happy if he would accept 
their daughters in marriage. At length a Frcneh vessel e-ame within the bay, and 
Diogo embarked in it to revisit his nativ’e country, (irie of his wiv'ca, in despair at 
his departure, swam after the sliip, and her jitrongth failing her she sunk. He re¬ 
turned again to Bra/.il.—■See Southry’i lluloty nj Brazil. 

t There is a little white bird ralled‘*tt-e Ringer, because its note resembles the 
sound of a bell. 

J From the tree called Escapu there falls a copious dew, like a shower, at cer¬ 
tain honrs. 

§ Thl leafless parasite plants destroy tlic trees round whidi tliey twine. 

II The natives call the Mer-imm, or sea-apes, Upupiara they go up the rivers 
in summer.— Ihd. 



5J3 


Vhn'notogjf. 

'—All no! ah no ! ’lis of mine he ’1! tell,— 

I will weep no more—farewell I farewell! 
laiok'from.lhy bark how I follow afar. 

How I scorn the winds and the billows’ war 
I sink;—the waxes ring loudly iny4tnfll. 

My sorrows arc passing—farewell I farewell! M. E. 

« 


PHRENOLOGY.* 

Gibbon, in pompons sentences, has described the pi ogress of the 
hordes that issued from the North, alid with barbarous hands rent from 
the civilised world all those embellishments which rendered it desirable. 
It was long after that dismal period before Literature ventured to re¬ 
appear in Italy, and thence proceed tQ the adjoining countries of France 
and Spain. Freedom then commencing,* the British Con'titution in¬ 
vited her to this island, which has become her favourite abode. Lastly, 
she travelled towards the northern regions: and, forgetful of injuries, is 
now civilising her ancient enemies. Some of her attendants, however, 
the more sportive Muses, rarely cross the Rhine ; yet those of a more 
staid character feel a deep interest in the grave philosophic demeanour 
of the Germans, and have flavoured the abstruse labours of the most en¬ 
lightened with frequent inspiration. 

The imaginations of this people, having been more recently tutored, 
are loss under control than those of the other countries of Eurojie 
which have been familiarised to the wonders of science: and many wild 
opinions and systems, exploded elsewhere, are still harboured in Ger¬ 
many. Astrologers, ilhiminati, and communicants with the invi ible 
world, are credited in all the circles of the empire; even in Vienna 
fire-philosophers are striving to transmute lerfd ipto gold; and pro¬ 
fessors in all the Universities still incnlcata Kant’s metaphysics. These 
aberrations of the fancy are enhanced by the intense application and the 
recluse lives of the learned Gcriuflus; by which their peculiar specula¬ 
tions become riveted in their minds without heiijg either modified, cor¬ 
rected, or contradicted by the discordant opinioiis of others; for they 
seldom mingle in ordinary society, and are far less men,of the world 
than the literary class in Italy, France, or F-ngl.ind. Flence it is, that 
some of the fantastic systems of the middle ^ages, tinged with modern 
discoveries, are occasionally revived in German^, and published as new 
inventions. 

About forty years ago Mismer flourished in Vienna, and, after ac¬ 
quiring an astonishing reputation there, vvent to Paris tjx pr^imulgate his 
discovery to Frenchmen. This was nothing less Mian'the grand ar- 
canon, the universal remedy, which philosophers had so long searched 
for in vain : and superior to empirical secrecy, he openly avowed lliat 
his remedy was magnetism ; a power which, he averred, when directed 
scientifically through the human framef removed every obstruction, and 
restored all distempered jiarts to pristine health. lie fitted up in a 
spacious apartment a mysterious machine to contain a poleiit magnet; 
from the centre of which a number of steel roiL radiated. Multgudes 

* The Editor believes himself indelilod for lliis .iiiiilc l> the brolher of the 
gnllaut and I.-iineuted general who fell <it Coni uia 
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of the sick, with every variety of disease, assembled there daily, most 
anxious to be magnetised, and conMent of being cured. Every evening 
lectis es were given with the benevolent design of imparting all his 
knowledge to his pupils, and of instructing them in his infallible meth(^ 
of distributing health. But after this splendid beginning, and after 
many thousand patients had submitted to his treatment, as neither the 
maladies nor the mortality of Paris declined, physic, which for a little 
time, alas! had been loathed, again came into fashion. 

On the declension of magnetism, revolutionary principles arose on 
the Continent, which gave full occupation to all speculators: but since 
the peace their old pursuits have been renewed, and the metaphysical 
mines which abound in Germany have been curiously explored. Out 
of these, and out of Lavater’s work on physiognomy, a wondrous system 
has been wrought, which has ^^xcited conviction in Germany, admiration 
in Fn;nce, and consideration in Ehgland. 

It is well known that Lavater thought every man’s cliaracter and ca¬ 
pacity might be most accurately ascertained by the length, breadth, 
and incurvations of his nose, ears, chin, and brows ; and as tins position 
was illustrated by engraved portraits of many distinguished men, the 
work holds a conspicuous place in many libraries. Professor Gall, of 
Vienna, a learned anatomist, naturalist, anH metaphysician, greatly im¬ 
proved upon the above hint. For Lavatef could only measure and exa¬ 
mine superficially the human features; but Gall could dissect with 
skill the brains of men and all animals. This he industriously per¬ 
formed, and, by a method invented by himself, which other anatomists 
acknowledge to be the best, he traced minutely the course of the nerves, 
and the structure of the medullary substance. In this study his 
curiosity rose to enthusiasm ; he developed, and followed with his 
knife, the fibres of the brain, even to their source ; until at length he 
fondly imagined that he had discovered the scat and substance of the 
intellectual powers of man. It had been conceived of old, tliat the re¬ 
sidence of the immaterial soul was somewhere in the brain, probably in 
some central place, f<rhero it occupied an ideal maihcmatrcal point. 
But Gall’s conception is of a much more terrestrial nature, and is thus 
explained by^his dilciplc Spurzheini. 

He divides the mental faculties into thirty-three organs, each of which 
is again split into two,hkhws, oorresponding with the division of the 
brain into two henjvspheres. Every one of these half-organs, or half¬ 
mental faculties, is con.stitutcd by a portion of the brain, which is great 
or small according to the degree of that quality possessed by the indi¬ 
vidual: and his slfcull bulges out, or is depressed over every organ, 
in proportion as the intellectual portion of brain is exuberant, or defec¬ 
tive. According to these notions, the physiognomists were in a gross 
delusion in believing that men’s characters wore depicted in their fbccs. 
For Gall asserts, that it is on the hind head, and under the hair chiefly, 
that we ought to look for tlie cliaracteristic marks; which are stamped 
there unerringly, and may be both seen and felt by whoever has hands 
and eyes. 

Never was there a more humiliating conception of man than this: by 
which love, reason, wit, and all the nobler faculties of the human mind, 
^re framed of a number of masses of flesh conglomerated together, 
which enlarge and diminish while we live, and rot when we die. 
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The idea$ of the divine Plato, if not better founded, were at least 
more fascinating. Ilis refined fancy imagined the soul to be an imma¬ 
terial and immortal spirit, a pure ethered essence emanating from and 
returning to God. • 

But let us, unseduced by the more fiattering *system, examine upon 
what arguments and facts Gall’s system is founded. . The brain of man 
being larger than that of'animals, is brought forward to account for the 
superiority of human intelligence, and to identify our mental faculties 
with solid flesh. But this butcher-like argument is annihilated by the 
facts that the brains of elephants and whales are greater than those 
of men: and also by this common 'observation, that large men with 
large heads have not superior capacities to those of moderate dimen-' 
sions. There is a physical cause, overlooked by naturalists, which will 
explain satisfactorily why men have a.grcater mass of brain, in propor¬ 
tion to their size, than all other animal^. • The brain is both the recep¬ 
tacle of sensations of every sort, and* the machine which fabricaftas and 
dispenses to the whole body the nervous influence. Consequently, its si^e 
is proportioned to those functians. Many of the more perfect animak 
possess the senses of seeing, hearing, tasting, and smelling, as acutely as 
man. But none of the brute creation possess the sense of feeling, by for 
the principal one, to an extent, or to a degree comparable to mam 
Quadrupeds, birds, and fis^, are covered with hairy hides, feathers, 
and scales; which, together with their hoofs and claws, render them 
little susceptible of impressions from the sense of touch. Whoreas the 
whole body of man is covered with a delicate skin, overspread with in¬ 
numerable nervous filaments, all endowed with great sensibility. The 
feet and hands, especially, possess tlie sense of touch in an exquisite de¬ 
gree : and the internal parts of the human body are far more sensible 
than those of brutes. It follows from this that the brain of man, the 
receptacle of these multiplied impressions pn the nerves of feeling, must 
be proportionably larger. 

Spurzheirn, liowever, is persuaded that the human faculties are to Ml 
estimated by measurement; and his division of them, he says, into sixty- 
six medullary organs was discovered by a thoujfind observations. For 
example. Gall *, happening one day to sec a beggar with a bump on 
the upper posterior part of his head, enquired of ftim the cause of his 
mendicity. The beggar replied, that “ Pride was the cause : be con¬ 
sidered himself too important to actfuir(?^ny«business, and therefore 
only spent money, and did not think of earning 4rJivelihood.” From 
this answer, Professor Gall was convinced that the organ of pride had 
elevated the beggar’s skull, as well as all others who imagine themselves 
emperors, kings, and ministers. And to prevent any doubt of the facts, 
he adds, " It appears also that ceatain animals are endowed with this 
organ, as the turkey-cock, the peacock,” &c. 

Respecting the Organ of love, this was first found out by Dr. Gallt in 
one of his patients who was a widows He detected it on the low^t 
part of her hind-head; of course the hair which conceals it might with 
propriety be called love-locks. This organ, he says, is most prominent 
among men, but insidiously adds, there are ladies who are exceptions. 
Indeed he has an easy way of explaining all facts contratlictory to his 


* The FbyKiognoniifal Syhtcni. &c. by O. Spur/heim, M.O. pagt 404ptt.')^ 
t Ibid. p.»gc 344. 
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system : thus he found* some infants, from three to four years old, with 
the organ of love of extraordinary growth ; on which he accuses them 
directly of having manifested sexual passion. * 

St'.ch an assertion as this may lead some to an unjust suspieSpr^ 
these professors not believing themselves the •loctriue they incul^te : 
but a perusal of tljeir works will convince every candid mind of their 
unbounded belief. Their sincerity, indeed, is 'most clearly shewn in an 
answer to the following objection fairly stated by Spurzheiin. 

Siticc the organs of man are alleged to be double, how does it happen 
that each individual conceives his own conscience to be single? To this 
Spurzheim boldly replies, “ It is not true that consciousness is always 
single.” And to prove this, lie quotes from Tiidemaun the ca.se of a 
man whose brain on one side was mad, and on the other sane. 
And Gall himself has seen many (lersons who heard on one side of 
their brains angels singing and devils roaring, while the other side was 
very .rational. Notwithstanding these assertions, and a multitude of 
others c<iual]y incomprehensible, as phrenology is a doctrine openly 
taught by men of learning and ingenuitj* and is now spreading both at 
home and abroad, it merits a serious examination. Shall we begin with 
what ought to be apjiarent to all, those protuberances and depressions 
which are said to be on every head, and wljich are delineated on paper, 
and moulded in plaster-of-Riris, as if ^rrect imitations of nature ? 
Now although no two heads are precisely alike, and skulls vary in their 
shape and magnitude, yet no one will venture to say that he ever 
saw any thing resembling the sixty-six marks, designated as organs. 
It is with dilHculty two or three impressions can be remarked on any 
skull; all the rest are non-existent. Gall 1 meets this objection by 
saying, it is necessary to exercise the eyes long in order to perceive 
every diHerence of form- and size. And he confe.sses, that he has placed 
busts of individu.'ils*together,,and looked at them for several weeks, in 
vain. This acknowledgment docs great honour to Professor Gall, and 
proves that he h.as not completely iQst philosophic doubt. For most 
enthusiasts sec at a glance whatever their favourite hypothesis.requires, 
although invisible to ofiiers. Let it be admitted, liowever, that Gall and 
Spurzheim have, by long study, acquired this second sight; it is ob¬ 
vious that the marlts must be extremely slight, and consequently the 
increase or decrease of the organs beneath must be as inconsiderable. 

But how does this aosoVtTTvith'the theory, and with human characters. 
The difference betifccn one man .and another i.s prodigious, and the pre¬ 
tended cause is evanescent. For when the Jiead of a litimane man is 
compared with that of a murderer, and even when their brains are dis¬ 
sected, no distinction can be perceived, except by the adept! and he 
owns that the difference is hardly discernible. Surely a cause so dis- 
proportioned to the effect must be rejected. 

But neither Gall nor Spurzheim perceived the necessity of admitting 
the above tenuity: they, on live contrary, describe the increase and 
decrease of particular organs, and their developement, as manifest and 
palpable, bulging out the skull, and pushing the neighbouring organs 
out of their places, f 


* The Pliysiognoiniral System, &i-. by .1, G. Spiirzlioim, M.J). page lOH. 
r±f (bid. page 281. t Ibid, page 2Gi. 
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The disorder produced in the brain by die augineutalion of certain 
organs when childhood is past, would be still greater: for as the 
cr.-piipm is always full, and at that age completely ossified, no external 
y4>Ii|^ could ensue : consequently, the increase of dhe set of organs 
wflfttra compress, injure, or destroy the adjoining cincs. Now, apply this 
to the organs delineated on the head by Spurzheiin : look at the organ 
of conscientiousness, whith is surrounded by those ^f hope, ciiutious- 
ness, approbation, and firmness. I'herefore if any man has great hopes, 
is very cautious, g.iins the approbation of the world, and is of a firm cha¬ 
racter, his conscience would be squeezed into a very narrow compass. 

Observe next the organs of the leasoning and imitative faculties, 
which, together with those of jmelry and music, hem in the organ of wit. 
The devciojieraent of the former would therefore annihilate the latter. 
Is this found true in man I Did not Shahspeare reason well ? Did he 
not display in the highest perfection the power of imitation ? Had he 
not poetic fire, and the love of harrndny ? And did not these various 
faculties, instead of choking, furnish abounding materials for his 
excelling wit ? Indeed in no ppint of view does this new system pre¬ 
sent an agreeable aspect. The most celebrated of the ancient philoso- 
})hers, in order to inspire virtuous deeds, were wont to extol the dignity 
of human nature: whereas some of the moderns strive to vilify it, by 
assimilating men to the nature of beasts. Ilut this plan of self-degra¬ 
dation has been carried by Gall and Spurzbeim to the utmost extreme, 
as they have classed maukiiid among the c irnivorous animals, and given 
him an organ of destnuuiveness, wliich instils the propensity of killing 
animals, and of tormenting and murdering men. Spnrzlieim says *, 
“ We arc convinced, by a great number of observations, that the seat of 
this organ is on the side of the head immediately above the ears.” He 
also notices f tliat “ a difference in the skulls of .carnivorous and herbi¬ 
vorous animals gave the first idea of the existence o? this organ. If we 
])lace a skull of any carnivorous animal honzontally, and trace a vertical 
line througli the openings of the car, a great portion of tlic cerebral- 
mass is sjtiiated behind the line. The more an animal is carnivorous, 
the more eonsideiahle is the potion of tin* cerebral mass situated there.” 
'I'his is certainly ds inconclusive an aiguimnt as ever wms framed. 
For if it had incidentally hajipcned that the fac%abo\^ stated was 
correct, no logician would thence conclude that men poshOsse<l the dis¬ 
positions of tigers. But this rage for forming* a, system lia.s so blinded 
these phrenologists, that they could not see nunjprous contradictory 
facts which natural history displays. 

Let any one who is desirous of satisfying himself on this point, 
examine the nuraevons skulls of various animals wli^ch are preserved in 
the Hunterian Museum, i ^ 

There are skulls there of an ourang-outang from the island of 
Borneo, and of anotlier from Africa, animals who never taste /hsh, but 
live on fruit and vegetables : yet a larger proportion of their brain is 
situated posterior to their ears than m man. 3’he same is the case 
with some other kinds of monkeys: and how came the elephant to be 

• The PUysioRiioinlc.d System, &c. by J. G. Spnivheim, M.D. page 390* 

^ Ibid, page 

{ The Museum is in Lincoln’s-Inn-Ficlds. 
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overlooked, who abhors flesh, and whose brain lies chiefly behind ? But, 
on the other hand, the whole of the brain of the shark, an animal suflS- 
ciently voracious, is situated anterior to the ears. Consequently the 
orgjin of destructiveness is entirely wanting in this gentle fish : but, to 
compensate him, he has a prominent brow on which the organ of bene¬ 
volence is most manifest. 

It is unquestionable that the Professors Gall and Spurzheim are men 
of great knowledge, of profound research, and possessed of very con¬ 
siderable inventive powers ; but they appear to have been too confident 
in their great capacities. The expectation of discovering men’s charac¬ 
ters by prominences on their heads, is too like that of discerning their 
fortunes by the lines on their hands. And an attempt to advance a 
single step across- that gulph which separates mind from matter was too 
daring. Such ])aradoxical systems aflfbrd to the world transitory 
amusement, until by a cross .wind they are whirled aloft to that limbo 
largc.and broad, to which all abortive and visionary schemes tend. 

LuceUna. 


THE MESSENGER-BlllD. 

[Some of the Rrii/ilians p.iy g;reat veneration to a certain bird that sings mourn¬ 
fully in the night-time. They say it is a messenger which their deceased friends 
and rehations liavc sent, and that it brings thcinifnews from the other world. 

Puait’s Ceremonus and liihgwus Custo/ns ] 

Thou art come from the Spirits’ land, ihou bud ! 

Thou art come fiom the Spirits’ land 1 
Through the dark pine-grove let thy voice be heard. 

And tell of the shadowy band ! 

We know that the bowers arc green and fair 
In the light of that distant snore. 

And we know that the friends we have losi are there,— 

They arc thcse~*and tliey weep no more. 

And wo know they have quench’d their fever’s thust 
From the Fountain of i otith eie now. 

For theie in^st the stream in its gladness burst. 

Which none may find below ! 

And we know that they will not be lured t(/earth 
From the land of deathless flowers. 

By the feast, or dance, or song of mirth. 

Though llj£iVtl«arts*«vere once with ours. 

Though^they sat with us by the night-fire’s blaze. 

And bent with us the bow. 

And heard the tales of our Fathers’ days. 

Which are told to others now! 

'riicn lelfus, thou bird of the solemn strain! 

Can those who liave lov^d forget ? 

We call, and they answer not again— 

Do they lo\ e—do they love us yet ? 

Doth the warrior thinlrof his brother theie. 

And the father, of his child i 
And the chief, of those that were wont to sliare 
His wanderings o’er the wild ? 

Wc call them far throii^th the silent night, 

And they speak not from rav e or hill,— 

Wc know, thou bud 1 that their land is bright, 

Bui say, do they love iheie ‘lill.’* 


F 11. 
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THE SUFFOLK PAPERS.* 

Wb have here another of those “ Godsends,” (thanks to our new 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, the word is likely to come in ^Uon 
agdih) by which the minor literature of the present day has been so 
much enriched, in the forjn of Collections of Letter% {>assing between 
persons who have figured, more or less conspicuously, in the circles 
from which emanate those acts, and on which depend those events, that 
are to form the subject of our future historical annals. For this alone, 
and setting aside all considerations of general talent and information, 
these volumes can scarcely fail to excite the most active curiosity; and 
they are pretty sure to gratify that curiosity, of whatever nature it 
tnay be—whether of that desirable and estimable speaes which applies 
itself, in a kindly spirit, and with a wise end in view, to seek for know- 
ledge of human nature and of society, wherever it is likely to be found 
—or that less praiseworthy but not less prevalent species which is not 
unmixed with a spice of malice, and the chief, if not sole aim of which 
is to obtain evidence in proof t>f the proposition, that the (so called) 
great, and wise, and good, are, if the truth were known, very little 
better, and—what is still more gratifying to ouch speculators—very 
little happier, than other people. But when it is added that these LeU 
ters are from and to the Countess, of Suffolk, who was for many years 
prime favourite of George the Second, and who remained the favourite 
of courtiers till the day of her death in the early part of George the 
Third’s reign, the interest and curiosity respecting them will be in¬ 
creased tenfold: for there is no relative period of time (not even the 
])resent) about the events of which mankind, in a highly civilized state, 
feel so much interest as that which is, to them, the last age, and no per¬ 
sons (not even living ones) into whose secret thoughts and sentiments 
they so much desire to penetrate, as those.who formed the leading spi¬ 
rits oIl that particular age. We of the present day had rather peruse a 

private letter of Pope or of Priorf than even of-or of ---; 

and therc^ are no “ Confessions,”— not even tho^e of the “ great Un¬ 
known” himself—tJiat could fix and repay our attention like those of 
Rousseau. The truth is, we have always a certaiji feeligg of equality 
in regard to our contemporaries, even the most distinguished. That, to 
the possession of which all men, whatever may say or think to the 
contrary, attach the highest value, and for wniPh they would sacrifice 
any and all other things—namely, Life—we enjoy iiTiiommon with them. 
Ami, to say nothing of a secret and unconscious feeling of envy being 
apt to intrude itself into our contemplations of living merit, we are dis¬ 
posed to feel that the conscious jxmession of intellectual or any other 
superiority is enough in itself, widiout the additional gratification of 
witnessing its effects on other people. But in regard to the distin¬ 
guished dead, our feelings are very different. Nobody envies an abs¬ 
traction,—which the reputatiem of a deceased person must always be, to 
the generality of mankind; in addition to which, when no feelings 
whatever interfere to disturb the natural bias of the human mind, it is 
always prone to award praise, or to hear it awarded, rather than l^ame. 
Perhaps the necessary consequences of the above truths (if such they 

* Letters to and from Henrietta, Conntess of Suffolk, and her second Hus^nd, 
llie IJon. George Ilerkriev: from 1712 to 1767. With Historicid, BiofrrnplHCRl,'* 
and Explanatory Notes.” In two Volnnn 
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be) were never so conspicuously evident as in the general critical awards 
of the present most critical of all ages; for never before did our esti¬ 
mates of the claims of the distinguished dead take so exclusively the 
for^n of panegyric; and never before did the distinguished living meet 
with such unineritecji condemnation as certain of ours have received 
at the (lands of their examiners. 

The letters before us, to which we now' willingly turn our more im¬ 
mediate attention, are in fact fraught witli interest on various accounts ; 
chiefly, however, we must say, collateral and indirect: for as specimens 
of epistolary composition, they are, with a few individual exceptions, 
inferior to most collections of a similar kind that have preceded them. 
Though, for our own parts, being anxious to extract good out of every 
thing, we are dispo.sed to prize them oven for that mason; since they 
thus prove (what every lover of his country must be glad to learn) with 
how very mediocre a share of t.llcnt and acquirement the intrigues of a 
polished court, and even the aflkirs of a great nation, may be conducted. 
The principal of these letters, in point of mmiber, arc written by the 
Countess of Suffolk herself, partly whUe she was Mrs. Howard, and the 
chief favourite of the king ; and partly after she had in a great mea¬ 
sure retired from the court itself, and become the w'ife of the Hon. 
George Berkeley. But besid s these, w'e have specimens from many, 
if not most of the distinguished literary alhd political cliaracters of the 
day—fiom “Pop.", Swift, Arbuthnot,'Ga^, and Young; the Duchesses of 
Buckingham, Marlborough, and Qiicensbury ; Ladies Orkney, Mohun, 
Hervey, Vere, and Temple; Misses Bellcnden, Blount, How'c, and 
Pitt; Lord-s Peterborough, Bolingbroko, Cliestcrficld, Lansdowue, 
Mansfield, and Bathurst; Messrs. Fortescue, Pnlteney, Pelham, Pitt, 
Grenville, and Horace Walpole !” The very mention of tho.se names 
is sure to excite, iu those who recollect tlie characters of their owners, 
and the circumst.'tnees in which they were phicvd, a curiosity whicli 
nothing but the perusal of t'he letters themselves can gratify: nor, in¬ 
deed, can that—for, as vve have hinted above, the letters are, generally 
speaking, and with reference to their own intrinsic merits^ very far 
below what might Imve been expected frotn the reputations of the 
writers; and it is only those of Lady Suflblk hfrself, of Swift and 
Gay. of the Duchess of Queensbury and Lady Hervey, of Lord Ches¬ 
terfield and Horace Walpole—it is these, and a few other individual 
letters only, tliat arg LftMill wortli preserving as sources of direct 
amusement, or as specimens of c])istolary composition. 'I'here is not 
one, however, of ^hose letters, that is not curious or valuable for some 
reason or other; and if for nothing else, for proving how dull or how 
silly an epistle may^ proceed from the pen of how distinguished a per¬ 
son. And there is one tlting whi,ch they all conspire to piove most 
unequivocally ; namely, that never, since the invention of favourites 
and of monarchs, was the favour of a monarch bestowed uj)on .a more 
amiable and deserving person, or used to less selfish or mischievous 
ends, than in the instance before us In short, whatever may have 
been the kind of liaison that subsisted between the Countess of Suffolk 
and George the Second (and that it was ever of a ovimin.d nature there 
seenfs good reason to doubt), the results of it unquestionahly evinced 
great prudence and penetration on tlie one hand, and unexampled 
modesty and moderation on the other. 

T)f the letters written by Lady Snff()Ik hciself, vve shall pvcscnl onr^ 
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readers with but one specimen; for that easy and unaHTccted good 
sense which is their chief and almost exclusive quality, and which seems 
to have been the characteristic of their amiable writer’s mind, is not of 
a nature to furnish very brilliant results, or such as will lelf as printcid 
effusions. The following is in answ'er to one of a, series of most stiff 
and laboured effusions, under the form of “ love-letters,” which Lady 
Suffolk (when Mrs. Howar 1) received from no less a person than the 
celebrated Iiord Peterborougli; he being at the time about sixty-five 
5 cars of age, and she not less than forty :— 

I HAVE been extremely ill ever since I received your lordship’s last letter, 
which has prevented me from answering it sooner. 

Your lordship is at last in the right; for certainly the most agreeable com¬ 
pliment to a woman is to persuade her she is a very fine woman. No reason¬ 
able woman desires more, and wc all know no reasonable man desires she 
should any thing else : and therefore let us leave the goddesses and angels to 
enjoy their heaven in quiet ; for since none of out present lovers can bring cre¬ 
ditable witnesses that they ever saw a goddess or an angel, how can they tell 
but the comparison may do their ladies an injustice? 

Your song doe.s the very thing which all along I have been endeavouring 
to expose—which is, the ridiculous caut of love. A person that is in real 
distress expresses his wants and desires naturally: similes and studied expres- 
sion.s savour more of afl'cctatiou than of real passion. 

I fancy the man who first treat*'*! the ladies with that celestial complui.sance 
used it in contempt of their iind^vslandiiigs. It pleases a little miss to lie 
called a queen; and I think the woman must be still a little miss in her way 
of thinking, who can be taken with being culled a goddess or an angei. 

Your lordship going into warmer climates to pay adoration to the sun is 
something of the same strain. But 1 will make iio more olyeclions; for I 
would not endeavour to dissuade you from a sort of elotpience which you 
must have experienced to be the most powerful to engage the hearts of 
women. 

In the preliminaries of our correspondence we were to declare our thoughts 
with freedom : but all this time 1 have forgot that 1 am labouring to ad\ise a 
person in matters which he must know much belter than myself; fori am 
very certain that no person whatever understands a woman so little as u 
woman. 

We shall not treat the reader with any of the elfuSlons to one of which 
the above is a reply: dor it gives us no pleasure to sec so deservedly dis¬ 
tinguished a person as Lord Peterborough in a ridiculous point of view. • 
But we shall not lose the opportunity which these volumes afford us of 
showing this person in a light more con'Sisteilf'Vvijh the extraordinary 
character which he, generally speaking, maintained^ , The following 
was written after he had desisted from his suit to Lady Suff(>lk, and 
married a public singer, Mrs. Anastasia Robinson; and at the time of 
its date he may be considered to have been in a dying state, and to 
have known that he was so. Parts oS it arc finely consistent with his 
truly romantic character:— 

MADAM, [^Beois Mount, July 1 7J!>,2 

1 RETURN you a thousand thanks for.your obliging inquiry after my health. 

1 struggle on with doubtful success: one of iny strongest moii'es to do so 
is, the hopes of seeing you at my cottage before 1 die, when jou cither go to 
the Bath or to Mrs. Herbert’s. ^ 

In ray most uneasy moments, 1 find amusement in a honk,* which I there 


• No doubt the Life of Julian the Apostate, by the Abbe do la Hleterie, publisbeff' 
ill 17,ib. 
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fore send you ; il is one of the most interesting 1 ever read. I had gathered 
to myself some notions of the character from pieces of history written in both 
extremes, but I never expected $o agreeable and so fair an account from a 
priest. In one quarter of an hour we love and hate the same person without 
ivonstancjr. One moment the emperor is in possession of our whole heart, 
and the philosopher fqlly possessed of our soul; within four or hve pages we 
blush for our hero, and are ashamed of our philosopher. 

What courage,<vhat presence of mind in uanjger I the first and bravest man 
in a Roman army; sharing with every soldier the fatigue and danger! The 
same animal hunting after fortune-tellers, gazing upon the flight of bird.s, 
looking into the entrails of beasts with \ain curiosity; seeking for cunning 
women (as we call them) and silly men to give him an account of his destiny, 
and, if it can be bclieied, consenting to the highest inhumanities in pursuit 
of magical experiments. 

Yet, when we come to the last scene, the most prejudiced heart must be 
softened. With what majesty docs the emperor C&eet his fate! showing how 
a soldier, ho*.V a philosopher, ho\y a friend of Lady Suft'olk’s ought (only with 
juster notions of the Deity) to di,c. 

The lady, the book, or both together, have brought me almost into a raving 
way; I want to make an appointment with you, Mr. Pone, and a few friends 
more, to meet upon the summit of my fievis hill, and tncnce, after a speech 
and a tender farewell, 1 shall lake my leap towards the clouds (as Julian ex¬ 
presses it), to mix amongst the stars ; but 1 make my bargain for a very fine 
day, that you may see my last amusements to advantage. 

wherever be the place, or whenever th^time, this I can assure you with 
great sincerity, 1 shall remain to the vtmq^t possibility, &c. 

Peterborough. 

It is worth mentioning, that this singular person’s behaviour during 
the fatal illness which was now acting upon him, was in every respect 
consistent with tlie above professions. It may be seen described by 
Pope, who was an eye-witness to it, in two of his letters (not in thi.s 
collection) dated about this time (August 1735), one addressed to 
Swift and the other to Mrs. Blount. Of Gay’s Letters wc are not 
able to fix upon any extract that would prove particularly interesting ; 
since they are most of them written in conjunction with the eccentric 
Duchess of Queensbury, in whos'e family he was domesticated. But 
many of them, written in this manner, offer an agreeable evidence of the 
delightfully easy and familiar terms on which hp was living with tlie 
distinguished persons of that day. Lady Suffolk always calls him 
“ John and he and the duchess write paragraphs of pleasant nonsense 
by turns, like two c|}ilik<m aUplay. The greater part of Swift’s letters 
have been printejJ before; so that, highly characteristic as some of them 
arc, wc pass them oyer without further notice. 

Perhaps the cleverest and certainly the most agreeable letters in this 
collection—not excepting those of Horace Walpole—aro the celebrated 
Lord Chesterfield’s. Most of these are easy, agreeable, and gentlemanly 
in a high degree ; and many of tllietn are very witty and amusing. The 
only exanmle that wc can afford is a kind of journal which he sends 
Lady Suffolk from Bath. In the way of tittle-tattle of this kind, 
nothing can be pleasanter:—■' 

MADAM, 

A GENERAL history of the Bath since you left it, together with the particu- 
laf memoirs of Amoretto’s* life and conversation, are matters of too great 

• The lion. Robert Sawyer Herbert. 
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iimportance to HDiit any introduction. Therefore^ without further preantble, 
1 send you the very minutes, just as 1 have them down to help my own 
memory j the variety of events and the ^pie necessaiy to observe them, not 
having yet allowed me the leisure to put them in that style and order iit 
which 1 propose they shall hereafter appear in public. 

Oct. 27 -—Little coiimany appeared at the pump; those that were tUbre 
drank the waters of afSiction for the departure of Lady Su^olk and Mra. 
Blount. What was said of then^ both 1 need hot tell \pn ; for it was so 
obvious to those that said it,*that it caonot be less so fo those that deserve it. 
Amoretto went upon Lansdownc to evaporate his grief for the loss of his Par- 
tlienissa,* in memory of whom (and the wind being vcryjpold into the bargain) 
he tied his handkerchief dver bis hat, and looked very sadly. 

In the evening the usual tea-labic met at Lyndsey’s, the two principal per- 
ionsf excepted; who, it was hoped, were then got safe tol^ewberry. Amo- 
rcito's main action was at our table; but, episodically, he took pieces of 
bread and butter, and ct^ of tea, at about ten others, lbs laughed his v\'ay 
through the girls out of the long room into the little one, where he t^licd\ 
till he swore, and swore till he went home, and,probably some time afterwards. 

The Countess of Burlington,^ in the absence of her royal highness, held a 
circle at Hayes's, where she lost a favourite snuff-box, but unforlunately'kcpt 
her temper. 

Oct. 28.—Breakfast was at Lady Anne’s^ where Amoretto was with diffi¬ 
culty prevailed upon to eat and drink as much as he had a mind to. At night 
he was observed to be pleasant with the girls, and with less restraint than 
usual, which made some peop^ surmise that he comforted himself for the 
loss of Lady Suffolk and Parlheni^a, l)y the liberty and impunity their absen(;c 
gave him. 

Oct. 2Q .—Amoretto breakfasted incognito, but appeared at the ball in the 
evening, where he distinguished himself by his bun-mols. He was particularly 
pleased to compare the two Miss Towardins, who are very short and were a- 
(Jancing, to a couple of totums set a-spinning. The justness and liveliness of 
this imi^e struck Mr. Marriott to such a degree, that he begged leave of the 
author to put it off for his own, which was granted him. He declared after¬ 
wards, to several people, that Mr. Herbert beat the vvholc world at similes. 

Oct. 30.—Being liis majesty's birthday, little company Jfjpeared in the morn¬ 
ing, all being resolved to look well at night. Mr. llerbcrt dined at Mrs. Wal¬ 
ters's with young Mr. Barnard, || whom he rallied to death, I»Jash^ gave a ball 
at Lyiidsey’s, where Mrs. Tate appealed for the first time, and was noticed by 
Mr. HerbAt; he wore his gold-laced clothes on the occasion, and looked so 
fine, that, standing Iw chance in the middle of the (lancers, he was taken by 
many at a distance fcil a gilt garland.** He concluded his evening as usual, 
with basset and blasphemy. • 

Oct. 31.—Amoretto breakfasted at Lady Anne’s, where, being now more 
easy and familiar, he called for a ljalf-peck«loaf,aji|l ^ pound of butter—let of)' 
a great many ideas, and, had he had the same inclination to have let any thing 
else, would^doubtless have clone it. ^ » 

Madam, yours, &c. 

v. Chesterfield. 


* Patty Blount. 

t Lady Suffolk and Patty Blount. J Played at cards. 

5 Lady Dorothy Savillc, daughter and coheir of the last Marquis of Halifax, 
and wife of the last Lord Hurlington. Lord^Cbestcrfield bints at the ostentation 
of her ladyship. 

II 'I'liis gentleman was, at this period, remarkable for some love affair, the parti¬ 
culars of which hare not reached us. 

^ Beau Nash, master of the certunonies at Bath. 

** The dancing around a gilt garland would be utterly forgotten, if sonw rAiwins 
of the custom were not preserved hy the! chimney-sweepers on May-day. 
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Next in epistolary merit to those of Lord Chesterfield, are tlie letters 
of floraco Walpole ; and these are like the rest of his—light, lively, iuid 
dc hon air, never serious, sometimes sarcastic, and occasionally silly. 
Tl^c following extracts arc addressed to Lady Suffolk from Paris, 
whi're he had just arrived: 

I OBEY your coirnnands., madam, though it is to talk of myself. The 
journey has been (vf great service to me, and nty strength returned sensibly 
m two days. Nay, thouglt all my hours are turned l(»psy-turvy, I find no in¬ 
convenience, but dine at half an hour after two, and sup at ten, as easily as I 
did in Kngland at my usual hours. Indeed, breakfast and dinner now and 
then jostle one another; but 1 have found an excellent preservative against 
sitting up late, which is by not playing at whist. They constantly tap* * * § a rub¬ 
ber before supper, get up in the middle of a game, finish it altera meal of 
three courses and a dessert; add another riibiter to it; then take their kiioi- 
ting-bags, draw together into a little circle, and staft some topic of literature 
or irrcligioii, and chat till it is time to go to bed ; that is, rill you would 
thiuk it lime to get up again. ‘The women are very good-lmmourcd and easy; 
most of the men disagreeable enougli. However, as every thing Lnglisb is ni 
fashion, our bad French is accepted into the bargain. Many of us arc received 
every where. Mr. llumct is fashi<iu its(;ilf, though his French is almost as 
uiiiutelligihlc as his English ; Nfr. Stanley J is extremely liked ; am) if liking 
them, good-hninour and spirits can make any body please, Mr. Elliot § will 
not fail. For my own part, 1 receive the greatest civilities, and m general am 
much amused. Hut 1 could wish there wasiJess whist, and somewhat more 
cleanliness. My Lady Brown and 1 have ifivcitcd ourselves with the idea of 
Lady Rlandfurd H here. I am convinced she would walk upon stills for fear 
of coining near the lloors, and that would rather be a droll siobt. 

The town is extremely empty at present, our manneis lia\ing gained so 
much in tliat respect too, as to send them all into the couiilry till winter. 
Their country-houses would appear to me no more rural than those in Paris. 
Their gardens arc like deserts, with no more verdure or shade. VVlftt trees 
they have are stripped up, and cut straight at top ; it is tpiiie the massacre oi 
tile iuiiocenls. TiiVi>t houses in town are all white and gold and iuoking- 
glass: I never knew one fropi another. <|[ Madame dc Miiejioix’s, though 
small, has the most \aricly, and a little lea\en of English. 

But we are paying less attention,(h<m they merit to tl\e female pens 
that figure in this collection. Among the letters of Lady Hervey (the 
celebrated Mary liCpel—so distinguished and indeed immortalized by 
Pope, Lord jChesterfield, Voltaire, Walpole, 8rc. ^Tor her wit, beauty, 
aud unblcmislied conduct and character) there are many tliat are witty, 
amusing, and characteristic; and few that do not exhibit a tinge of that 
coarseness, both of tliSuptfantTexpression, which marked the manners 
even of the most »-(>fmed persons of that period. The following is an 
allegorical description of the six maids of honour of the court of George 
the Second in the year 17dL 

“ Pray give me to question your ladyship m my turn, and to inquire 
into your studies of all kinds ; (or I sliall mil, like yuu, hound my curiosity 

* Walpole waa extremely foml of this metaphor, and uses it imlisci-imiiiHtciv. 
Tapping a rubher^of whist is not qui*e in such good taste as tapping a s/io/err in li 
dry summer at Strawberry-hill. 

t David Hume, who was seeretary of embassy to Lord Hertford, who had lately 
been our ambassador at Paris. 

J P.iglit Ifoiioiirable Hans Stanley, envoy to the court of Versailles. 

§ Afterwards Sir Gilbert, and first LordMintu. 

II Lady Blniidfoid, a.s our readers recollict, was a Dutch ladv. 

^ The Mareschat, Duehesse de Mirepoix, si^ter of the Prince de Benuveau, 
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to the (lead : there are living books which I am sure yon sometimes gjCruse, and 
which I should be very glad to have an account of: and in so large a library as 
there is at Hampton Court, though the generality of books are dull and insipid, 
it is impossible but you must find something worth transcribing. There are 
six volumes which stand together that were published a good while* ago, 
several of them bound in ralf\ if you will look into them, I cannot but 
think you will meet with things that may entertain, ^though not instruct. 
The first volume contains'serious thoughts on {.he state of virginity, inter¬ 
spersed with occasional satires on several subjects. The second volume I 
have scarcely dipped into; but it seems to be a plain discourse on morality, 
and the unfitness of those things commonly called pleasures. The next, or 
at least that which 1 think follows, is a rhapsody; it is very verbose, and 
nothing in it: there is a very good print before it of the author’s face. The 
fourth volume is neatly hound ; the title of it, ‘ The Lady’s Guide, or the 
Whole Art of Dress ;’ a hook well worth perusing. The next is a miscella¬ 
neous work, in a pocket edition, printed on had paper, in which are some 
essays on love and gallantry; a discourse op lying; tea-tahlc chit-chat; an 
attempt on political subjects; the whrtlc very prolix and unentertaining. 
The sixth vnlumc is a folio; being a collection of the subjects, cause, and 
occasion, of all the late court ballads; also a key to them, and to the jokes 
and witticisms of the most fashionable conversations now in town. This 
hook is very diverting, and may he re.id by those of the meanest, as well as by 
those of the best understanding, being writ in the vulgar tongue. 

The following i.s the (‘(liter’s conjecture as to who is pointed out re¬ 
spectively, in the above allej^onl-al skeieli ; “ The first and last were 
probably Miss Meadows and Miss Vane, whose characters are hardly 
to be mistakoti. The fourth is likely to he Miss Fitzwilliani, after¬ 
wards Lady Pembroke; and the three others were probably Miss 
Carteret, Miss Mordaunt, and Miss Dives.” 

or the "ay, giddy, and afterwards unhappy Miss Sophia Howe— 
maid of honour to Queen Caroline wlien slic vyas Princess of Wales— 
we present the reader with the following highly characteristic epistle. 
Shortly after the date of this, she was guilty of a faltil indiscretion, with 
Mr. A. Lowther, brother of Henry Viscount lionsdale, ami in 1726 
died of a broken -heart. The sofliewhat strict editor of these papers— 
(strict at* least in his expressed opinions in regard to some portions of 
tliis corresponden(|^*—-which portions, however, he does not object to 
publish) —seems to tiiink that one could scarcely anticipate a better end 
than the abovenamed to the writer of so very light-hearted a letter as 
the following :— 

You will think, I suppose, that I have had no flirialion since I am 
here; but you will he mistaken ; for the moment i ‘entered Farnhamj a 
man, in his own hair, cropped, aiul a brown coat, stopped the coach to bid 
me welcome, in a very gallant way : and we had a visit, yesterday, from a 
country clown of this place, who did all he could to (^rsu^c me to be tired 
of the noise and fatigue of a court-lif#, and iniiuiated, that a quiet country 
one would he very agreeable after it, and he would answer that in seven 
years I should have a little court of my own. 

I think this is very well advanced for the short time I have been here; 
and, truly, since what this gentleman ha^ said, I am half resolved not to re¬ 
turn to you, hut follow his advice in taking up with a haimless, innocent, 
and honest livelihood, in a w'arm cottage; but for fear I should he templed 
too far, put my Lord Liimley in mind to send the coach for me on Tyesday 
se’nnight; for though it will be a soit of mortification for iDe to leave this 
place, I will not he so ill-natured as to let you all die for want of me. 

voi.. X. NO. XLII. 2 o 
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Uj/mn to Apollo, 

1 am just come from Furnham church, where I burst out in laughing* 
the moment I went in, and it was taken to he because I was just pulling out 
one of niy Scotch cloth handkerchiefs, which made me think of Jewny Smith. 
I'he pastor made a very fine sermon upon what the wickedness of this world 
was ffjme to;—* * * 

My service to the Duke of Argyll, and tell him I brought down his play¬ 
things to divert myself here, I cannot say to put myself in mind of him; for 
that pumose it wouM have been a needless trouble to load the coach with 
them. Tell Stanhu|)C 1 have lost the Bath riiii> he gave me, but I am goiiig 
into one (a bath) to-night, wheie I will dive for the other (a ring) to give him 
when we meet. S. H. 

We must now close our notice of these interesting papers ; not with¬ 
out mentioning, however, that they are given to the public by the 
liberality of Emily, Marchioness of Londonderry ; to whom they were be¬ 
queathed by her father, the second Earl of Buckinghamshire—who was 
a nephew of Lady Suffolk, and received them from herself. It should 
be added, also, that they are 'accompanied by many very valuable illus¬ 
trative and explanatory notes, froiii the hand of the editor to whom the 
whole collection was submitted for selection,—wdio is evidently a per¬ 
son extremely well fitted, ujion the whole, for the oflice he ha.s under¬ 
taken. He possesses much taste, acuteness, and discrimination, added lo 
a very extensive acquaintance with the affairs of the particular period to 
which the letters chiefly refer. ** 

A TO Al’Ol.LO. 

(Hi/ the Author of the “ I'ocficul Scene<,.”J 

“ The lust time that I can call to iiiiiul, wherein this false ileitie (Ajiollo) wa-i 
openly wui'shippcti, was upon a certain oceasion at Delphi. "J'here being a small 
knot of Pagan people still lingering on the borders of that country, they took their 
way to the temple there, dedicate to the god Pluebus, and at the rising of tlie 
siiu poured out a strange^and eiirioiis hymn, so loudly, and aecoinpanied with sueh 
marvellous gesture, that a peasant wlio hehcld them was sorely .‘iffrighted. The 
leader was a young iiitiii, of pale and mournful aspect, elad in the robes of a priest, 
but very earnest withal; and the rest, who fqjlowed him, were elder; the first sing¬ 
ing the hymn, .md the latter elevating their voices in chorus'. It was ^ singular 
spectacle ; .and the hymn iiccif was preserved, by some ineaiKi, anil indeed is still 
extant an.ong us.”— Lt'c. Clodn KputoUe, aim. 

» Hymn. 

Hail!—Hail!—Hail! 

'fo our lordjiiqid oiir,kiiig, Apollo ! 

Whose bftuiily doth never fail, 

Wh(?s«t spirit doth always follow 
The- tiembliiig steps of flirief, 

A sunny and sure relief,— 

A pitu, of beauty born !— 

Hail!—Hail!—Hail! 

Hail, king of the niorif^! 

Lalotiian twin,—rApoUo ! 

Who clieercth the dawn so pale, 

And over each dellond hollow 

* All the ineidenls of this letter are recorded in a ballad, written by Mr. Moly- 
neux, found in another collection of MSS.; it is not without humour, hut hardly fit 
for pul^icatiou. On this irreverent laughing in church the Duchess of St, Albans 
chid Miss Howe, and told her that she could not do a worse thing; to which this 
giddy girl answered, “ 1 beg your grace’s pardon, I can do a great many things 
Korse." 
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Doth ride iikea hunter bright. 

Chasing the track of the fleet-wing’d Night! 

Chorus 

Behold !—How like a thought whicli fills the brain • 

With proud illumination, the bright God 
Ariseth,—dawning on the sullen main. 

And on*the moist low dells all satyr>trod. 

And on the mountains :—Asa rainbow flings 

Its prism athwart the sky through sparkling showers. 

So smiletli he over the weeping flowers. 

Till the blue silence of the morning sings! __ 

Hymn. 

Yet, peerless Apollonian ! (hou didst come 
Bearing that grave-eyed child who scaled the stars. 

Strong Science, who nwoke joung Karth, thou dumb, 
And^nerced her green-heirt through with ciuel scars, 

From which (as front a dungeon wlu'ie men pile 
Wealth which they need not) like a'harlot’s smile 
Came Ciold the mischief, and Iron the slave. 

The pale queen Diamond, and the ruby hra\e. 

Ami many a mineral thniK that hates the liglit.— 

These arc amongst thy dee<ls, AjJollo bright ! 

JCilORUS. 

Behold !—How with his bright and regal tread 
He tramples upon the Heaven-aspiring mountains, 

S|5urning Aurora from the 'I'ltari’s bed ! 

This—this is he, who with his arched bow 

Did strike the fierce earth-dragon low 

At Delpiii; on which deed the poison’d fountains. 

Rejoicing at the issue of that strife. 

Awoke into poetic life, • 

And flung all far and high the deadly spume. 

And once more did resume 

Their stiength, ajid sang as at Creation old ! 

This—this is he, whose hair of orient golil 
I3azzles the day, and temjjts all Mcaven to aims ! 

;^iis —this is he, hefore whom Balias smiles. 

And Aphrodite unlocks all her wiles, * 

And throned Juno doth unbare her eyes. 

And siiarkling Hebe It^ughs.^bnt Dian flies 1 

Hymn. 

■■ > 

O wise and great A|joIIo, hear our song! 

O king, to whom life and all hues belong 
From wealthy crimson to the soft iVl^ty green. 

Whose glance, now fiery, is sometimes serene 
As Quiet basking in her noontide cave,— 

Laugh, bright Apollo, on the leaping wave ! 
l,augh on the soaring lark, and fluttering bird 
On forest-branches wej now sweetly lieard ! 

Laugh, till all hearts be glad and full. 

From the wild horse to the hull 
Bellowing his loud pleasures, till 
All the shaken mean is still ;— 

From the ram whose joy is c^uiet. 

To the plunging steeds that not 
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In tile frcsliiies-j of the dawn ;—■ 

Fioni the falcon Umgs tliat scorn 
Uest, and ride on winged air. 

To tlie dove so soft and fair. 

From the eagle, prince of all, 

'I’o the smallest of the small. 

Who from morning to dusk night 
nriiilJ’ thy llowing rivers bright ! * 

Hail!—Hail !—Hail ! 

O prince of Alusic ! whom the spheres obey. 

From gloomy Saturn to that planet pale 
W1 lo tends the swift earth on her aery way. 

Sweet silent servant, and doth sliine and snide 
'riirough many a inournfiil houi and weary mile • 

() givat Apollo ! from thine orb send down 
Hurmnnious music, which doth crown 
The lianquel with its breath, as odours fall 
LJ|)ou imperial heads', nr as a pall 
Of loses cloth euvviap the brows of Spring, 

'rile queen of beauty,—as /hou art the king ! 

'I'o thee, O Sun ! belong 
'riie shell, the lyre, the song; 

Drum, and shriek, and soldier’s groan 
Mars and the Hush’d liacchus o*!/!! ; 

And the pastoral flute, t «> 

Now, alas I so mute. 

Sprang from the nassionate wit of reeded Pan ; 

But still thy shell and lyre. 

And thy song all fire 

Survive, and still enchant both Ood and grateful man ! 
Chorus. 

Hark !—Ivtfrk ! from forest deeps, 

Whcic the laurej sleeps, 

A dreamy music like Love’s murmur’d kiss 
(Joines haunting through the air! O, who would miss 
'Fhc music of the morning! who would blind 
Their cye^and let the roamiug wind 
Bear the fair beauty of the morn away ! ^ 

* Hymn. 

We bless, undcaze i^pon thee, prince of Day, 

With pulsfiigncarl, rais’d eyes, and bended knee,' 
LarthJ^^reat peculiar deity!— 

Before thy eternal glory Sorrow flieth. 

And Hunger, who once pined, complains no more. 
Want i^irinks, and Death despairs, and Labour hieth 
Singing to scythed Time, whose locks all hoar 
Look glistening, as ihoifgh youth, newborn, returned ; 
And Strength struck down and weak, and Love inurned 
Arise, like angels, and proclaim the Day ! 

O beautiful Apollo l-^far away 

Into the dreaming west keen thou thy way; 

For there, amongst the flusli’d and amorous skies. 

With while arms stretch’d the wavehorn 'Phelis lies 
Sighing, and by her side the Hours fair 
Unbind their rainbow-colour’d huir. 

And wait for thee upon the golden shore 1 
—^'riiorefore we cease our praise, and sing no more, 
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LETTER TO THE EDITOR FROM CAPTAIN COCHRANE, U N. 

[Containing Arguments against the Opinions expressed in the Quarterly Review, in 
its notice of Captain Parry’s last Voyage.] ^ 

Sin,— A.S you were good enough to give puUlicity to some remarks 
of mine respecting the practicability of a N.W. a^d the probability of 
a N.E. navigation round the continent of An/erica, permit me to request 
the insertion of the following supplement to those iemark>, principally 
arising out of the demi-official leview which the Quarterly has given 
respecting Captain Parry’s last Voyage. I call it demi-official, because 
there are parts of the article in question which prove beyond a doubt 
that it comes from some person connected with the itaval branch of the 
government. Commodore Krusenstern’s letter, the ^formation respect¬ 
ing Baron Wrangel, and the knowledge that Captain Franklin had 
offered to go to the Polar Sea, with stA.Tral other particular observa¬ 
tions, could only have emanated from a direct official cmploi/^\ • I muy 
call it also an exparte review, because the writer of it seems to con¬ 
sider the question not as to th'ie best mode of circumnavig.iting America, 
but from what part of the eastern coast the pending exjicdition shall 
commence its operations. This is indeed putting tlie matter in a new' 
light, and evincing a spirit <of determination to continue opposing the 
stream, that it is more than jxjbilile would years ago have carried a ship 
from the Pacific to the Atlantic, had but one attempt been made. The 
space of six years’ endeavour from the Atlantic side has hut served to 
add a small increase to our geographical knowledge. And notw'ith- 
standing the sanguine expectations and promises which the Quarterly 
has made us, we have not approached one inch nearer the accomplish¬ 
ment of a N.W. navigation. 

Previously to my going further into the silbjeyt, it is but justice to 
Captain Parry, and all those engaged vdth him, to premise that they 
deserve well of their country and merit every praise and reward they 
have received, and tliat, situatoii as they were, no human effort could 
have effected more, either as regarding tlieir^bility or their zeal and 
perseverance in the discharge of their, laborious and perilous duties. , 
After .asserting niis, I .shall not be mistaken by the igider while dis¬ 
cussing the propriety or impropiicty of the present course of proceed¬ 
ing, as I refer only to the plan, and|iot V>j|ts execution. 

Forty.pages of the Quarterly Bevievv are (Tevoted to Captain Parry, 
and not one line tends to shake the opinion 1 vcnJ^iA?d to give the world, 
namely, that a N. W. jias'.age is neaily impractieahio hut th.'it a N.E. 
passage is in .ill likelihood ])ossible. 'J'he last expedition seems to 
have decided the exact situation and form of th? N.E. termination of 
America, named Melville PeninsJtila, and that its latitude is -U' 
longitude 82" .'IJ' W. being nearly in the line of latitude with tlie N.W. 
Cape of America and the N.E. Cape of Asia, as well as of that which 
might be termed the N.W. Cape Df Europe. Thus much Captain 
Parry's exertions Iiave effected, having pro\ ed also that the statements 
of former navigators are not as unfounded as the Quarterly would have 
them to be. It is rather a singular circumstance that the N.F^ Capes 
of Asia and America should be similarly formed, lieiiig each a bastion 
or peninsula running out in a due north line with a very narrow isthmus 
between it and the main land; both these peninsular termination* forrj 
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deep bays to ilie westward, one called Akkolee and the other Tchaon 
Bays. They difler however in this circumstance, that the N.E. termi¬ 
nation of Anierica forms the southern side of a strait which leads to the 
American, while the N.E. termination of Asia is in the Asiatic, frozen 
or Polar Sea ; both are considered as impassable for ships: they difter 
al.so in the circumstance that the N. E. Cape of Asia is surrounded on 
three sides N. E. and W., a great part of the year, by mountain or polar 
ice, without the jn’oxiinity of numerous idands; wliilc the N. E. Cape 
of America has extensive lands North, East, and West, hemmed in only, 
by low and im])assab!e ice; tiie one has a peiiodical current going to it, 
while the other is said to liave a perpetual current coming from it. 

In speaking again of these Currents, it is acknowledged that Captain 
Parry in the Straits* of tlio Eury and Plecla observed an easterly current 
of four miles per liotir, vvltile on tl\e opj)osite side of America, and in 
the same month, the Russian expedition observed the same direction, 
tliMMgh at a less rate. This then is a current from the Pacific to the 
Polar Sea, and from the Polar to the Atlmtic. On one side of America 
a current runs into tlie Polar Basin, and oli the other side out of it. To 
account for tin’s, is generally considered a difficult task ; but, as the 
question is ])ut by the Quaiterly and in ]).'irt accounted for, I will oiler 
a remark—jiremisiiig lir'-t that I consideii the autumnal current in 
Behring’s Straits from the Pacific as ou'y j^'u-iodical, and that a portion 
of the water returns to the southward during the period of the greatest 
expansion of the ice. 

To account then for this matt rial difteierice of current as affecting 
the extreme points of America ; 1 conceive that the autumnal northern 
and eastern current which runs from the Paeifie to the Polar Sea by 
Beliring’s Straits is the direct cause of tlie autumnal outlet from the 
Polar to the Atlantiq ritt the Fury and Jlecla Straits. It i.s the local 
situations of the two teiminations of America, which cause a draught on 
one, and an ejection on the other side of the Polar Basin. The eastern 
half of America is composed of inlets^ outlets, gulfs, sounds, straits, 
islands, &c. eteiimlly ire-bound, while the western half of Amei'ica, as 
far as we are able to jiufge, is pot only free, hut has a clear open navi¬ 
gable sea and easterly current running along its north sliore. From the 
circumstantial statements of Captain Parry when at Melville Island, I do 
not think that any land will be foiyvl within a reasonable distance west 
of Melville Island or Baflke^’*Land; and this will account for the ice 
beyond those lands fusing extensive fields and huimnoeks, and conse¬ 
quently impassable from East to West, pressing continually as it does 
iqion the weaker and more detached ice. 'J'he same fact, the same pe- 
culiaritj' of situalion^in which Captain Parry w'as placed at Melville 
island, he found at the Straits of the lAiry and Htcla. The Western side 
of the North-east termination of Asia will also most likely bo found an al¬ 
most endless extent of ice. Had (Captain Parry not met with the North 
Georgian Islands, he would neverthave penetrated beyond the entrance 
of Lancaster Sound,—they protected him from the heavy Polar Ice : 
hu( the moment he got to the extremity of those isles, he was stopped. 

In tlj^e wide and extensive but shallow sea north of Behring's Straits, 
there may be land—it is generally supposed there is—but it cannot join 
either Asia or America. Whether it be an extensive jiolar continent, or 
5 liirgp archipelago of isles, (along the sea of Kolyma such is the case,) 
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it is pretty certain there can be no land south of 72. or 72§. of latitude. 
The shallowness of the water is, however, no direct proof of land: it 
may be an extensive sand-bank; yet this shallowness over an extensive 
wide-spread sea will occasion a greater, autumnal void by evapo«ation 
and melting of the ice, than would take place on the eastern and more 
confined side of America. The more free of land ice is, the more 
power the sun has over It; and as the ice mejts, so*inust it be supplied; 
and the nearest supply is by Behring’s Straits, to which there is a direct 
and uninterrupted route from the South to the North Pole. The more 
this sea in Behring’s Straits expands during the severity of winter, the 
greater will be the autumnal demand; and greater still, the hotter tlTe 
summer : and in the event of there being a ]>eriodical southerly current 
(a fact 1 doubt not) during the greatest seveiity of tlje winter by the in¬ 
creased exj)ansion of the ice, still greater then will be the autumnal 
demand. A northerly current througli, Behrijig's Straits during the 
winter could never exist, as the expailsion ol' the ice would prevent it; 
but although a northerly and easterly currtsit on one side is not per¬ 
petual, yet a southern and .ea'^teru one on the otlier may be, and 
agreeably w'ith my ideas of the subject be the case. Indi- 

rectfij speaking, this may be called a circurnvolving current: for if 
the waters of the Pacific t^o not directly go to the Atlantic, they go 
there ria the Polar Basin, by^reijinding to that place uhat the Atlantic 
had drained it of: in other words, the Pacific supplies the Polar neces¬ 
sity in Autiinm, and the Polar surplus in winter finds an outlet at the 
nearest jxut, or at the Straits of the bury and Ifecla. 

Having tlius accounted for tlie periodical current from the Pacific, 
W'hich takes place during tlic thawing, and consequently the navigating 
season, (a curient favourable for a N. E. and therefore against a N. W. 
jtassage), I will now account for the perpetual easterly current found 
from the Pol.ar to the Atlantic Ocean. On the east side of America a 
periodical thaw must take place, with perhaps an influx of water into 
the Polar Sea from the Continept: this thaw will principally be along 
the eastern edge of the ice, wliich being pressed upon by the heavy field- 
ice from the westward, gives way occ.isionally, and these discharges and 
meltings of the siibw can only have an oiitlct by the Straits of the Fury 
and Hecla, because any other is too far off. The more the ice melts in 
the sea north of Behring’s Straits, and along the west line of America, the 
mure of it will be found on the eastern C(WV, as the prevailing westerly 
winds and constant autumnal current will keep i(,hpme at the mouth of 
the Straits of the Fury and Hecla. If, therefore, the same evaporation 
takes place on eitlier side, of course the Atlantic must receive the 
whole of that which proceeds along the eastern coast of America; and 
the greater that evaporation is, tlic stronger will the current be. Any 
current found setting from the north coast of America to Regent’s 
Inlet, would be accounted for in the same manner. All the evapora¬ 
tions and meltings, and consequently voids, which take place in the 
centre of America and to the North, are more likely to be supplied by 
the waters of the Pacific than by those of the Atlantic, because the 
former run by a direct and uninterrupted route, which is not the case 
with the latter, as being circuitous and obstructed. * 

Thus mucli for the autumnal eastern current, as observed in the 
Straits of the Fury and Hecla: the continuance of it during ^inter 
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arises I'rom the seventy of the cold, whicli expands the ice in such un 
amazing manner, that it must have an outlet; and it can hardly be sup¬ 
posed to lind any other outlet against ihe extensive fields of Polar ice 
whieV, are wedged upon it from the westward. This expansion of ice, 
1 think it is clearly proved, will also cause a southeily current from 
the sea North of Behring’s Straits ; as by the last accounts Baron 
Wrangel, in the mohths of March and April, vtas driven upon a floe of 
ice, separated from the great field, during a gale of wind, and escaped 
upon it to the-.-Asiatic shore near Behring's Straits : this circumstance 
would seem to prove that a periodical southerly, as well as a periodical 
northerly current attends the vicinity of Behring’s Straits. 

If I have succeeded, therefore, in accounting for the North and East 
currents during thy, navigating season, in the sea of Behring’s Straits, 
I trust 1 have also accounted for the same sort of current from the 
Polar to the Atlantic, as well .during the navigating as the icy season. 
Nor will my arguments be lessened in weight, if what 1 wrote to the 
Royal Society from the shores of the frozen sea be correct (a letter by 
the bye which has been so ill received, that I shall never trouble that 
learned body any more), viz. that the currents in Behring’s Straits and 
the sea of Kolyma have attended the mind, going in the same 

direction: then will it also make the present hypothesis good, inas¬ 
much as the prevailing winds are Westerly, and therefore a stronger 
argument for a perpetual Easterly current, along the East side of Ame¬ 
rica. 

In reviewing the subject as connected with the results of the late 
Expedition under Captain Parry, as well as of that which enabled 
him to reach Melville Island, I can see nothing which teiuhs to lessen 
the probability of a N.E., or the impracticability of a N. VV. passage. 
Captain Parry’s first opinion is, I think, correct; that opinion he has 
not only expressed blit recorded, yet his opinion is not followed; it is 
set aside, in Ins own words, l()r an attempt by a less praetieable route. 
But sujjposing that Captain Parry is cpablcd to clear Prince Regent’s 
Inlet, will he not, in rounding it, again meet the same pwuhantef the 
state of the ice as he fnet with at Melville Island? if ho does not in 
rounding Regent’s Inlet, he will farther on, that is, hh will the moment 
he arrives at thfe mo.st Western land, whatever may be its latitude, for 
then he wdl immediately come against the heavy Polar ice. I do not, 
however, think he will pcAfvate ‘oeyond P.egent’s Inlet; he will most 
likely meet a currenj:,and if otherwise, how is he to cros^ the field of 
ice which will lie between him and the North coast of America? Nay 
farther, suppose he docs get through it, he will merely r. ach Akkolee 
at the back of llepulsi^ Bay, because he will find a perpetual counter 
current, and a generally foul wind. tAr'^iving in Akkolee Bay, he will 
either leave his vessels there, or run the chance of getting out by the 
Straits of the Fury and llecla into the Atlantic, thence to England, ami 
.so perhaps w'ill terminate the four^i Expedition. 

Supposing,however, Captain Parry does not push beyond Regent’s In¬ 
let, across the field of ice, or that ho again meets the peculiar ice which 
was observed at Melville Island, w-hat is he to do,—where is he next to 
grope fl»r a passage ? Surely he will not again attempt the course by Mel¬ 
ville Island ; because he has recorded an opinion unfavourable to such an 
attcmjit. Will be attempt to push to the North of the North Georgian 
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Islands, or will he not return to England I —If the latter, then I hope 
this determination of opposing the stream will be set aside, and those 
dreadful situations, threatening instant destruction, to wdiich he has so 
often and so unnecessarily been exposed, will be for the future avoidisid. 

I’o get upon the American coast, that is, close ,to it, appears to be 
the grand and primary desideratum—once there, it is confidently hoped, 
I do not say expected, tlial the voyage is accojuplisht'd ; I think such 
would be tlie case, provided the ships got upon the coast rm Behring’s 
Straits; they would then find neither difficulty, danger, nor labour in 
getting along. Wind and current in their favour, tiiey may, once round 
Icy Cape (which is proved easy of accomjdishmetjt), reach Akkolee in 
txeenti/ or thirtt/ days, or Regent’s Inlet, if it be possible to get from 
North to South across the same field of ice. 'I'he 900 feat is more 
likely than the other; both are not only diffieult and laliorious, but highly 
perilous. A ship to start frotn Icy Cape tq the EavSt, in the fall of this 
year, would by the 1 st of October reach'the back of Repulse Bay ; ^and 
if Captain Kotzebue should attempt it (though I fear he is not suffi¬ 
ciently provided, or free to act. on an Arctic voyage\ then Captain 
Lyon will bring home the particulars and report, and probably also 
bring him and his crew ; —this is the year he will act, if at all. I 
agree, that were once the vesstjjs on the American Northern coast, they 
would, near the shore, be free frovjt heavy ice, because it will take the 
ground at some distance from tlie shore, and thus leave the ships at 
liberty to move. I do not, however,think it so easy or certain a thing to 
round Icy Cape from the Eastw^'lrd. With respect to the Straits of the 
Fury and Hccla, a passage through them frotn the Westward may not 
be impracticable, or very dangerous: it would indeed be a tedious 
operation, btit it is perhaps to be accomplished. Ouce arriving at 
Akkolee Bay, and coasting Melville IVninstila, .a canal might be cut 
and the ships would move forward at the same rate as the Eastern 
b;mk of the icc should waste aw'ay. If C.'aptain Fany was enabled to 
gain forty or fifty miles in advance, towards the passage of the Straits, 
in the faqe*of a pcrpettial current, surely he would have passed through 
the Strait in the same time, going with the strtftm. Ptiticnce alone, 
independent of nai^ical skill, would ultimately get the shij) through. 
A ship in apjtroaching the great body of ice would be In danger of 
being hemmed in, but not very liable to destruction; becatisc the 
moment it had got on the Western side of*t^1k ice, which seals, as it 
were, the Straits of the Fury and Hecla, a harboyr, might be cut for 
its receptiott, to be had recourse to in case of necessity, when any ex¬ 
tensive floe from the Westward should threaten it. 

It woidd be supposed that the ocular evidences Af Captains Frank- 
Im, Vasillicff, and Kotzebue, upon ^he West and centre of America, 
with those of Captains Jk^arry and Lyon upon the Eastern coast, would 
in the succeeding and pending voyage have been more appreciated 
tliaff they have been. The little hope, or expectation of a succe.ss- 
fnl N. W, attempt which we had prior to the late Expedition is weak¬ 
ened, if not destroyed by its results, while it has tended to increase 
the expectation of a successful termination to tlic labours of a N.E. 
Expedition- 

In niy last letter I stated what I considered ('‘aptain Parry’s only 
material objection to a N. E. attempt, viz. the health of the ertyws. 
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But I have satisfactorily proved that the conclusion of a N. W. voyage 
has a tendency more to injure the health,, if not to endanger the lives of 
the crews, than the commencement of a N. E. passage. In addition, 
hfvvever, I find an ohj(*ction made to the length of the voyage to the 
point wlierc the worfe^ is to he begun:—this then makes good my former 
assertion in my last letter, that it is only a spirit of impatience to get 
at the scene of adiion by the shortest route afod in the least time. It is 
said too, that the voyage is uiipruiticaOk' ulingLflicr for British ships. 
Is then the navy of England so humbled that another can do that in 
Behring’s Straits which she can not? What ships would have an 
" ‘advantage over the British ? Not even the Bussian; for they also must 
fiist go from Europe, and from a more distant port, and in a less 
effective state than our own. As to tin* length of the voyage before the 
sliips began their hard work, I presume it is not longer than will be ne¬ 
cessary if they ever reach Behring's Straits from the Eastward. 

The wear and tear is also* another objection made against a N.E. 
passage : surely ibis wear and tear can be as well remedied going to, 
as coming from Behring’s Straits. X'he .ships carry extra .stores and 
.s])ars, and may be so found in every thing, that every casualty may bo 
guarded against. 'J’lie ships, too, might refit at Rio Janeiro, or the 
Cape of Good Hope, at Macao, the Saiujwich Islands, or St. Peter and 
St. Paul’s, Kamtchatka. At the hotter place every thing can be pro¬ 
cured in the naval department: there is a dock-yard, and careenage, 
and every facility would b(‘ given to supply the wants of a maritime 
expedition. An extra transport might be sent with the Expedition even 
to Behring’s Straits. Tt was jnojected to send a ship to Behring’s 
Straits to look out for Cajilain’ Parry, had he not so opportunely made 
his appearance, and wdiy not now ? 

It is .also asserted, (Jiat the iioiuions and fuel will be much reduced 
’uitlmit the of renew ing them to the extent necessary for such 

a service:—this is merely assertion, which I do not comprehend. Will 
more fuel or provisions be necessary to go to Behring’s Straits hence, 
than from Behring's Straits home? A N, E. passage will fliable the 
ships to have greater ix'sources of fuel and provisions than a N. W. at¬ 
tempt. Under the licad of fi’icl, 1 take the word cj(ds to he vuarit; and 
under the hetkl of provisions, I suppose preserved meats, antiscorbutics, 
&c. Surely the reviewer does not mean to asscit, tliat wood cannot 
he got between this and C^'hrin^’s Straits ! Every species of fuel and 
wholesome food and vegetables may be got at Madeira, Rio Janeiro, the 
Cape, Macao, Sandwich Isles, and Kamtchatka, Kc. ke. Could not the 
crews be supplied, in case of neces.sity, with those articles from the Canada 
and Hiulson’s Bay /donipanios upon a N. E. voyage, which neither Icy 
Cape, nor Kotzebue’s Sound, could^upply them with in similar distress in 
a N. W. one ? Or at the worst, would not the m#st dangerous part of the 
voyage be paf>6C(l, when assistance could not be required, either as to fuel, 
provisions, or stores? And hastl;^, would not a crew feel more contented 
to pass from a dreary and miinliahited, at least unfriendly spot, towards 
home and towards resources, than it could feel at quitting home, or the 
colonies, for a dreary, unfriended, uninhabited spot ? AN. W, voyage 
quits‘the British shores, and possesses no resource till it reaches Eng¬ 
land again; while a N. E. voyage from Behring’s Straits has tu'o homes 
ill advance, and hardly a probability of dangerous exposure. 
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I now conic to the Quarterly, page 231, upon the subject of the late 
Voyage of Captain Parry : it is there said, “ We can see clearly, not only 
the route by which a North-West passage cannot, but also to fix upon 
that by which it can, and in all human probahiiitf/ will, be nltimatei^ 
('Ifeclcd.” The language of this paragraph, to me, denotes the expecta¬ 
tion of a fourth fail are: else why these salvos, of will, anA human proha- 
bilittf, where the can is assl'rted I Is not Captain PArry human t or 
will he not do what he can ? If a N. W, jiassage is fixed and decided 
upon, why the doubtful will? Surely this is not doing justice to the 
ability, activity, and zeal displayed in its cause by Captain Parry. It 
is, however, done; this salvo for failure 'the fourth has passed the seal* 
of the Quarterly, and time alone will prove whether the Review be right 
or wrong: not that such a fact will prevent a continuation of those 
changes of opinion and hy])othesis, which have markv-d the career of the 
writer upon this subject for the last seven years, whoso language it is 
not easy to mistake. When, however, the passa"e, or circumnavigation, 
shall have actually been performed, we sliall find that such has all 
along been the opinion of the Reviewer, even if accomplished from West 
to East. 

The next two remarks reflect indirectly upon the conduct of Captain 
Ross, in his Expedition; vide hij^t line of page 23 J, and the first of page 
234. I never could discover what# conduct of this officer warranted 
such indiscriminate censure as has been bestowed upon him by the 
Quarterly. Ceitainly the Admiralty thought otherwise, or he would 
not have been immediately promoted Mjbsetjuently to his alleged mis¬ 
conduct. If Captain Ross was honest enough ojienly to avow his opi¬ 
nion, and too conscious of his own ability as a commander to seek 
advice, he did that which became a Biilish officer. Councils on board 
a man of war never did good : Capt. Ross gave up the chace which 
Captain Parry continued, because he thought it a useless one. It was 
a difference of opinion, or at most an error in judgment, and as such 
ought long since to have l)e(‘n forgotten as well as forgiven. The talent 
displayed Captain Ross in that \ oyage must convince the iinjiartial, 
tliat he is an able and zealous officer, altliough h# certainly did form a 
wrong estimate ofLi^icaster Sound. 

At page 264 is a return of old arguments, formerly doubfed, but now 
again admitted by the Quarterly. If we kmu' that our old navigators 
invaiiably a stiong current setting dut^ the Welcome, carrying 

with it fields of ice as well as ice bergs, and which,our old navigators 
concluded came from the Westward round the North East of America: 
if all these facts were so known, and the difficulties so well understood, 
why was Captain Parry sent to cope with them ? %He was not alone 
sent to discover the N. E. Cape of,America: his grand and primary 
object was to circumnavigate America ;—but, as the discovery of the 
N. E. Cape of America or Melville Peninsula, is the only geographical 
improvement resulting from the laborious and tedious exertions of the 
late Expedition, so the reviewer would fain make us behove, or flatter 
ourselves, that no fadxirc has taken place, while, in fact, nothing could 
have been a more complete or unnecessary failure. 

At page 265, the important cpiestion, which I have endeavourW to 
solve satisfactorily, is put, why the melting of ice produced a current 
out of the Polar Sea on one side of America, and into it on the ot/u r^ 
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As to the drift-wood alluded to by the Reviewer, it will be found of 
no use, except to the Esquimaux or a N. E. Expedition. No wood 
seen near Cape Turnagain or Akkolee, ever went from the Pacific, 
b*’t was the produce of North America, washed down by the rivers. 
When'the camphoiv-wood shall be found there, or any wood not the 
produce of America, then T will believe it has gone via Icy Cape, 
fcjpeaking of thft driftjwood, the Reviewer' says, it also makes its way 
into the Atlantic; if, therefore, pieces of timber, unassisted by nautical 
skill, can find their way from the Pacific to the Atlantic, why could not 
a vessel ? I doubt, however, this easy mode of forming ice-arches for 
■'trees to go under; it reads very well, but, if true, could not a boat be 
sent in the same manner i The Cul de sac alluded to, is, however, 
likely to remaiq in a frozen state from being land-locked, like Tchaon 
Bay. Why might not the ice in the Straits of the Fury and Hecla be 
allowed to melt before that which is mort* distant, and thus the drift¬ 
wood reach the Atlantic without jthe aid of ice-arches for it to pass under ( 

t^age 2G7 says, “ Is then ;iny farther attempt to be abandoned as 
hopeless?” I say with the Rcvicwcryi “ No.”—1 say also, that a liberal 
and enlightened government like ours, ought never to abandon it, un¬ 
til the circumnavigation be cither accomplished or proved impracticable. 
Will five hundred failures on this side oj^ America prove the one or the 
other, or even weigh down the s^de^of probability? In saying this 
much, I do not wish to be misunderstood ; convinced as I am, that 
even N. W. attempts carry with them much that is praiseworthy, as en¬ 
larging the sjihere of geograjihical science. If the Reviewer of Captain 
Parry’s work be really sincere in his desire that a navigation round the 
Continent of America should be performed, and if he really have* influ¬ 
ence, directly or indirectly, 1 hope he will take in good part, what 1 in 
a few words recommwid, a recommendation which, I belii've, proceeds 
from nine out of ten individuals who can form an opinion on the sub¬ 
ject. My advice is, fni lichnng’.s Straits: sooner or later it must be done — 
that is, unless the sidiject be in fofw,relinquished, from the breaking out 
of a war, or some sucli unforeseen event. • 

Had the jirojcctort of Maritime Ex])editions paid as much attention 
to the probability of success eta Behring’s Straits^ as has been jiaid to 
the chance By those of the Hecla and Fury, we should, ere this, have 
either succeeded or relinquished the task, and have long since directed 
our exclusive attentioa tfi|ascertaining the Northern boundaries of Ame¬ 
rica by means of,Iqnd expeditions ; and if the “youths of ages yet to 
come” are to be stimulated by the liright examples of Captains Parry 
and Franklin, why not stimulate the youths of the present day also, by 
fitting out more m^itime expeditions, in a diflerent direction ? Pounds, 
shillings, and pence, are nothingMvhen compared with the interest or 
importance of the sidiject. I do think the remark addressed to the 
“youths of ages yet to come,” is a slur upon those of the present day; 
to say the least, it was ill-time(J| and rnispbiced. 

Neither can I agree with the Reviewer, that either the Russians or 
our North American trade will derive great advantages, even //'C aptain 
Franklin does find an easy passage from Mackenzie’s River to Icy Cape; 
for f presume a great deal of difli’erence will be found .by a commercial 
party, in expense, trouble, aiul risk, from the case of an expedition which 
ha^ nothing at stake btit the honour or credit of accomplishing its task. 

I may promise that no very <•//«// passage will be found from Macken- 
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/ie*s River to Icy Cape, even if there were such considerable advanta- 
Ijes at issue. But what commercial advantages are to be derived from 
coasting the American icy sea coast, where there are few beasts and 
fewer inhabitants ? Had these advantages been so numerous or so inv 
portant, as they would have us think, no doubt the Quarterly would have 
given a list of them, which will, however, be retained until the ea.vtf 
passage is discovered. Arctic Anterica, like Arctic Arfla, will become 
less productive and less valuable in furs, as it becomes more visited by 
civilized people. The system hitherto pursued in both hemispheres 
lias tended rather to the extermination than the preservation of the ani¬ 
mals whose skins arc so much sought after. On this head, the expedi- ‘ 
tions are only valuable in a scientiHc light. 

At page 3G8, we arc told by the Reviewer, that “ w'e ji-ntircly concur 
with tlie commander of the expedition, iis to the proj(*cted route, &c.” 
Tliis is new language: the time was, when ^he onus prohandi lay with 
(Captain Parry : the time tvas, when the cre’dit of the success or failure of 
the expedition depended upon him alone, even as to the project; he can¬ 
not, therefore, hut rejoice, that he is now in partnership with the Quar¬ 
terly, that has forgotten, howi'ver, to tell us, what is the plan, and what 
the advantages to be so divided in casi* of success. What the intended 
route is, I cannot understand ; hut 1 suppose it is left discretionary with 
Captain Parry, further than tliat In.# must go from East to West, and 
enter Lancaster Sound. Once upoii^the continent of America, appears 
to he the watch-word, vide page 269, “a tract of open sea will he found 
to conduct the ships to Icy Cape.” Nay, more doe.s the Reviewer tell 
us; he says “ The rejiort of the Russian ships that lately visited Icy 
Cape, is as favourable as the most sanguine mind could wish.” I 
thought differently, I heard the report of the Russian Captain, who said, 
so strong was the current from IVc.sf to East, that he was fearful lest he 
should not have been able to get hack, nor do I thiilk he would have 
been able, had not a very favourable wind assisted his fast-sailing sloop. 

We are told at page 269, that “ to^enter a body of heavy ice, of great 
and uncertain extent, w'ithout any known land stretching in the desired 
direction, is an enterprise differing in character fr#m almost any other 
hitherto attended with success.” Captain Parry, however, “thinks it 
not improbable that some intervening land maij he discovered to assist 
his progress to the S. W.” or, “ should it form one vast expanse of 
sea, channels of open water may occur ib asw^ the ships’ progress to 
the Westward.” All these hopeful may-be’s are agam^t wind and cur¬ 
rent, as well as a heavy body of ice, which ihw.v/ he passed to enable the 
ships to reach Behring’s Straits, or the Continent of America. The Re¬ 
viewer also says, “ less difficultif will be found in a w^ide sea with float¬ 
ing ice, than among an Archipelago o^islands, and yet was it an Archi¬ 
pelago of isles that enabled Captain Parry to reach Melville Island; 
and so is it an Archipelago of isles that he would be glad of to the lon¬ 
gitude of Icy Cape; falling short of whi^h, and meeting field ice, will 
still make Jiim unsuccessful. 

Page 270.—“ Once upon the American coast, we consider the ob¬ 
ject in a great degree accomplished if so, why not get upon the Ame¬ 
rican coast via Bcliring’s Straits I if such be really the opinion of ^he 
Reviewer, and that it be not obstinately jiersevering in going from East 
to West; giving Behring’s Straits a chance cannot do harm, and njigy 
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do good,—it may save rauch money, time, vexation, and probably lives. 
Moreover, ain/ accident befutling Captain Varry, north of the heavy 
ice, will he fotind an irreparable one. 

, I I’nlly coincide with tlie concluding paragraph of Captain Parry's 
work; it is such as becomes an able and zealous officer ; no one can 
doubt his merit, fhxt, whatever may bo his theoretic, as well as his prac¬ 
tical know ledge, and he lias much more than an ordinary share of the 
latter, still I cannot 5)ut think, that his reasons tor not undertaking a 
N. E., and, as he admits, a more practicable passage, are founded, as 
1 liave endeavoured to establish, in error. 

• F. S. From what i*. sl.Ue(l in. jjage 'J-td of the Quarterly, it appears to me 
higidy inconsiderate to fit out maritime expeditions at all. The paragraph 1 
allude to sa)s, “'J'lie Esijuimaux ha\c no domestic animals but dogs: six o/' 
ilttsi usiful (Ka'iiuFs leilt draw half a ton, at /hr rate of seven nr eight miles an 
l.o/ii, and piocced with rase Jif/u or sbli/ wilts a day; yet they appear to pet 
htl'cfood, and aic only sujfctcd to cat al the coiulusion of their journty With 
si|ch a set of powerful and aeln" dogs, has it not appeared to the Reviewer 
that maritime expeditions arc useless, dangeious, and expensive, when we 
have the iiieans of making a certain, i;'ipid, and economical journey of it? 
Ill an article in the New Moiillily last month, I proposed an expcdilton witli 
the aid ol dogs from Repulse Bay : I staled also llieir powers of action. The 
dogs about .Vkkolec Bay ought to enable Captain Lyon to proceed easily from 
Repulse Bay, with half a ton of pro\ision« and six dogs to each nartc, as far 
as Kotzebue’s Sound and baek aga\ji. ^ If the plan 1 proposed were acted 
upon, the result would stand thus:—If ten dogs with 1000 lbs. weight of 
provisions, can go 600 miles out and 600 home, at the rate of 20 miles per 
day, consuming 4lbb. of fish a day ; six dogs, with 1000 lbs. weight of pro¬ 
visions, can go HOO miles out and 800 home, at the same rate; and at 60 
miles a day, they can go 200') miles out and 2000 home. Tims, the whole 
might be accom|)lishcd, out and home, in 80 days, from Repulse Bay to Icy 
Cape. I have travelled some thousands of miles with dogs, and have seen 
them pcrfoim lo,ng yourneys, especially oser good roads siirh as are found 
in KamlchatUa, which I had till now considered as possessing die finest dogs 
for the purpose. 

The power of these dogs is so extraordinary that it may be useful to state 
it. .Six dogs, in harness, can draw half a ton weight seven or eight miles an 
hoiirj that is, 18(1^11^. each, at seven mile'' an Tiour, equ.il to 220 yards a 
minute, or etevea fee/ a serotul. 

In Siberi^ a narte and a half is consideicd equal fo one horse, and is paid 
for accordingly after that ratio. The mongrel animals which I have seen at 
the Admiralty, to make up for their unbeautcous half-starved ai>pearuuce, 
which is precisely lhaf '^'ihc dogs of Siberia, (half wolf half dog, or half 
fox half dog,) possess quaftfications which much more than compensate for 
appearances. 1 hope Captain Lyon has been instructed to make Inal of them. 
But ifso, the expeditious ofCaptains Parry and Franklin are useless, as regards 
a knowledge of thg boundaries of North America. Singular as this state¬ 
ment may appear, )et the truth ofitnoone has ground to question. The 
Quarterly discredits it, (\idc pa"e e.60, 9th line),—“The Esquimaux, after 
this, in stating the distance, called it three sleeps ; but their sleeps are mea¬ 
sured by time, and not by distance, and the longest of them is generally 
short.”—The party that left Winter island on a journey to the NorthWard 
were overtaken by the ships in one day’s sailing, at a spot on the coast which 
had cost them forty sleeps to reach. What distance is to be understood by a 
sleep? 1 suppose a mile; because I doubt not but the I'lsquimaux term their 
slegps, the halts which their dogs are compelled to make to gain wind ; the 
same as the Siberians denote distance by the time that a kettle can be boiled : 
therefore these forty sleeps are forty miles, which, if I understand rightly, 
t^e ships did make one morning, by an extraordinary piece of good fortune. 
(Vide page 26.6.) 



A Dream, by T. Campbell. ou!) 

We are told (vide nape 271 note,) that Captain Franklin is going, or has 
offered to go, to the Pole. This, with the Reviewer, is also so easy a job, (hat 
a person can go, in an herniaphrodite boat and sledge, from Hackluyi’s Head 
to the Pole, leave his mark, I suppose, and come back again in three months. 
It is true the distance is only 1200 geographical miles, or 1500 in a straigTit 
line ; but I presume it cannot so easily be made, to say nothing of the labour, 
the peril, the chance of delays, &c. The Reviewer would hardly undertake 
such a journey, because he not seen, nor docs hp know'what the nature 
of the icy climes is. I refer him to the “youths of ages to come,” to per¬ 
form this journey in the way he lays down for it ; for 1 doubt whether the 
youths of the present age are capable of uudcrtdkiug, in summer too, what 
would be at best most perilous and uncertain if attempted in winter, whicl!„» 
is the only time to try it. .1. D. C. 


A DREAM, riy T, CAMRUEL1-. 

Well may sleep present us (7ctiims, 
Since our waking moments teem 
With such fanciful convictions 
As make life itself a dream.— 

Half our d.iylight iailh’s a fable; 

Slcej) disptirts with shadows too. 
Seeming in their turn as sUblc 
As the world wc^e to view. 

Ne’er by day di(.’»R<,ason’s mint 
Give my thoughts a clearer print 
Of assured reality, 

Than was left hy Phantasy 
Siam|)’d and colour’d on my sprue 
In a dream of yesleinighl. 

Ill a bark, nielhought, lone steering, 

I was cast on Ocean’s strife, ^ 
'J'his, ’twas whisper’d in my hearing, * 
Meant the sea of life. 

Sad regrets from past existence 
(’ame, like gales ofrhilliiig breath ; 
Shadow’d in tlie forward distance 
Lay the land of death. * 

Now seeming more, now less remote. 
On lliat diiii'Secii shore, iiicthoiight, 

1 beheld two hands a space 
Slow unshroud a speclrols fac«;^' 

And my flesh’s hair upstood,-^ * 
’Twas mine own similitude. * 

But my soul revived at seeing 
Ocean, like an emerald spark. 

Kindle, while an air-dropt being ^ 

Smiling steer’d my bevk. 

Heaven-like—yet he look’d as human 
As supernal beauty can. 

More compassionate than woman. 
Lordly more than man. • 

And as some sweet clarion’s breath 
Stirs the soldier’s scorn of death— 

So his accents bade me brook 
The spectre’s eyes of icy look. 

Till it shut them—turn’d its head. 

Like a beaten foe, and fled. 
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“ Types not this/' I said, “fliir Spirit! 

That my death-hour is not come ? 

Say, what days shall I inherit?— 

Tell my soul their sum.” 

“No,” he said, “ yon phantom’s aspect. 

Trust me, would appal thee worse, 

Held in clearly measured prospect:— 

* Ask iy)t for a curse 1 " 

Make not, for 1 overhear 
Thine unspoken thoughts as clear 
As thy mortal ear could catch 
'I'he close-brought tickinas of a watch— 

Make not the untold request 
I’hal’s now revolving in thy breast. 

' “ ’Tis to live again, remeasuring 
Youth’s years,, like a scene rehearsed, 

In thy secend life-time treasuring 
Knowledge ftom the first- 
Hast thou fell, poor self-deceiter ! 

Life’s career so void qf pain. 

As to wish its fitful fever 
New begun again ? 

('ould experience, ten limes thine, 

Pam from Being disenlvwinc— 

Threads by fate tof^llujr spun ? 

Could thy flight heaven’s lightning shun? 

No, nor eould thy foresight’s glance 
’Scape the mjiiad shafts of chance. 

“ Wonld’st thou bear again Love’s trouble— 

Friendship’s dealh-dissever’d ties; 

Toil to grasj) or miss the bubble 
Of Anibilion’'' jirize? 
i^ay fliy life’s new'-guided action 
P'low’d from, Virtue’s fairest springs— 

Still would Knvy and Detraction 
Double not their stijigs ? 

Worth itself is but a charter 
To ke mankind’s distinguish’d martyr.” 

—I caught'lhe moral, and cried, I^ail, 

^irit! let us onward sail 
£n\ying, fearing, hating none, 

Guardio,!! Spirit, steer me on !” 

• _ 

I.KTTRRS FROM THE EAST.-NO. V. 

f Grand Cairo. 

Not far from the city, on the way to the Desert, is the burial-^ilace of 
the Mamelukes, the most splendid cemetery in Egypt. Here repose 
the Beys, with their followers, for many generations. The forms of the 
tombs are various and fantastic, and often magnificent; over the se¬ 
pulchres rise domes which are supported by slender marble columns, 
and some of these are finely carved. The tombs of the Caliphs are a 
mile and a half in another direction from the city, amidst the sand; 
they are beautiful monuments in the elegant and fantastic style of 
the Arabian architecture, and are in a very perfect state of preserva¬ 
tion. They are built of fine lime-stone, and are lofty square buildings. 
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with domes and minarets; some of the latter are of exquisite work¬ 
manship. 

One day I met a marriage-procession in tlie streets, condiictq^g a 
young Egyptian bride to her husband. A square canopy of silk was 
borne along, preceded by several friends and slaves, all women, and 
three men followed with the tambourines and pipe. > Two female rela¬ 
tives, who walked beside the bride, held the canopy over her ; she was 
shrouded from head to foot, so closely and ungracefitlly, that not the 
Idast beatify of figure was discernible, and a thick white veil concealed 
her features, two holes only being, left for her dark eyes to lotik'** 
through. Beneath this coarse exterior the richest dresses are often 
worn; but all is sacred, both form and feature, and splendid attire, till 
arrived in the harem of the bridegiooin, when the disguise is suddenly 
thrown off, and his impatient looks ard bept painfully or delightfully on 
his dear unknown. This proce.ssion nloved at a very slow pace to the 
sounds of the music, and the lively cries of joy of the women. 

Grand Cairo is encompassed,by a wall, which is about ten miles in 
circumference, and of great antiquity. Mount Mokatam stands near 
the city, of which, and the whole country, it commands a most exten¬ 
sive prospect. This mountain is of a yellow colour, and perfectly 
barren. Beneath, and in a veij^ flevated position, is the citadel, which 
is of great extent, and in man^jiarts very ruinous. This fortress is 
now more famous for the massacre of the Mameluke Beys, than for any 
other event. The Mameluke force in Cairo consisted of from five to 
ten thousand choice troops, commanded by their various bc-ys. It was 
a novel and splendid spectacle to a strangei to view the exercises, the 
rich accoutrements, and capital horsemanship of the Mamelukes, which 
were exhibited every day in the great square of the city. The chiefs 
and Mahmoud were constantly jealous of each other: he longed to 
curtail or destroy their power, and they dreaded his unprincipled am¬ 
bition. •’A’fter this state of affairs^ liad lasted a good while, sometimes 
in open Ijostility, or maintaining a hollow friendship, the Pacha pro¬ 
fessed the most entire and cordial reconciliatioii; terms of amity were 
agreed on, and he invited the bcy.s to a splendid banquet in the citadel. 
The infatuation of these unfortunate men was singular, In trusting to 
the protestations of a man whose faithless character they knew so well. 

It was a beautiful day, and the three liundie^ chiefs, on tl^pjjr most su¬ 
perb coursers and in their costliest robes, entcred^hp long arid winding 
pass that conducts to the citadel. This pass was so narrow, as to 
oblige each horseman to proceed singly, and broken and precipitous 
rocks rose on each side. The massy gate of entrJlicc of the pass was 
closed on the last Mameluke, and tfie long file of chiefs, in their pride 
and splendour, yet broken by the windings of the defile, proceeded 
slowly to the gate of the citadel, which was fast shut. From behind the 
rocks above opened at once a fire of njiiskctry so, close and murderous, 
that the unhappy chiefs gazed around in despair; they drew their 
sabres, and as their coursers pranced wildly bcneatli their uounds, 
each bey was heard to utter a wild shriek as he .sank on the ground, 
and in a short time all was hushed. Malimoud heard from bis apart¬ 
ment in the citadel the tumult and outcries; and never were sounds 
more welcome to his car. This massacre completely broke the power 
of the Mamelukes; on the lo?s of their chiefs the troops fled from * 
VOL. X NO. \ i.ii. •> \‘ 
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Cairo. A second piece of treachery of the same kind was afterwards 
executed by Ibrahim, the Pacha’s eldest son: by the most solemn pro¬ 
mises he prevailed on these fugitives to descend from a mountain 
where they had taken refuge in Upper Egypt, and meet him on the 
plain. One of the Mamelukes, an uncommonly handsome young man, 
afterwards govern&r of Ramla in Palestine, told us the tale, during our 
audience of him, of that scene of murder and treachery, when, hemmed in 
on all sides by Ibrahim’s numerous forces, after most of his comrades 
had fallen, he with a few more cut his way through the'^Turks, aiid 
'’Scaped. The death of the beys at Cairo, however cruelly achieved, 
was the only means of confirming the power of Mahmoud, which was 
continually disturbed by their plots and jealousies. 

In one of the streets of this city daily stand a large number of asses 
for hire: immediately on entering it, you are assailed and hemmed in 
by the keepers on every sido,‘ each recommending his own animal. 
They are handsome little creatures, of a quite different breed from 
those of Europe, with elegant saddles and bridles ; some are of a pure 
white or black colour, and they are used by all ranks, and go at a rapid 
rate. You pay so much by the hour, and the Arab master, with a long 
stick in his hand, runs behind or beside y^ou. It is amusing enough to 
gallop in this way through the crowded streets of Cairo, at one time 
avoiding, by the dexterity of the 'Arab, a tall camel, or a soldier 
mounted on a fine charger, at another jostling foot-passengers, or en¬ 
countering numbers alike mounted with yourselves, while the Arab 
attendant shews infinite dexterity in warding off obstacles, calling out 
loudly all the time to clear the way. 

In the citadel is a celebrated well, which goes by the name of Josepli’s 
Well; it is near three hundred feet deep, and thirty or forty in circum¬ 
ference. The descent to it is by a long winding gallery, and you meet 
at every turning with men and cattle conveying the water above. The 
water is raised by means of large wljeels, which are worked by buffa¬ 
loes ; it must have been a work of prodigious labour to execptc, being 
all cut out, both gallefy and well, of the solid rock. The hall of Joseph 
is also shewn in the citadel, 'but the pillars which.support it are evi¬ 
dently of Ardbian architecture ; the granaries of the patriarch, where 
he deposited the Egyptians’ corn, wc could not sec, as the paclia had 
made a storehouse of 

The consul-gerverjl gave me a letter to M. Caviglia, a Frenchman, 
who had resided some time at the Pyramids, where he was most ardently 
engaged in prosecuting discoveries. M. C. came to Cairo one day 
from his desert abcAe, and invited me warmly to return with him. We 
set out soon after two o’clock, the heat being intense. We crossed the 
Nile to the village of Gizeh: the direct route to the Pyramids is only 
ten miles ; but the inundation made it near twenty, and obliged us to 
take a very circuitous course; yet it was a most agreeable one, lead¬ 
ing at times through woods of palm and date-trees, or over barren and 
sandy tracts, without a vestige of population. Fatigued with heat and 
thirst, we came to a few cottages in a palm-wood, and stopped to drink 
of a fountain of delicious water. In this northern climate no idea can 
be formed of the exquisite luxury of drinking in Egypt: little appetite 
for £^od is felt, but when, after crossing the burning sands, you reach the 
rich line of woods on the brink of the Nile, and pluck the fresh limes, and. 
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mixing their juice with Egyptian sugar and the sofl river water, drink 
repeated bowls of lemonade, you feel that every other pleasure of the 
senses must yield to this. One then perceives the beauty and force of 
those similes in Scripture, where the sweetest emotions of the keart 
are compared to the assuaging of thirst in a suh»y land. 

The Nile, in its overflow, had encompassed man^ villages and their 
groups of trees, and was llowly gathering round cottage and grove and 
lonely palm. Its fantastic course was beautiful, for^its bosom was 
co.vered wi^ many green isles of every possible form; here a ham¬ 
let* seemed floating on the wave, above which hung the foliage a^d^ 
fruit of various trees, the stems b^ing shrouded beneath; there it 
warred with the Desert, whose hills of sand, rocks, and ruins of temples, 
looked like so many mournful beacons in the watery waste. We passed 
several very long causeways, erected pver the flat land to preserve a 
passage amidst the inundation; and tlje nun set as we entered on the 
long expanse of soft sand, in the midst of which the Pyramitle are 
built. The red light resting for some time on their enormous sides, pro¬ 
duced a fine effect; for a long 'while we seemed at no great distance 
from them, but the deception of their size on the flat expanse of the 
Desert long misled us, and it was dark before we arrived. As we drew 
near, w'e heard the loud voice»of welcome from the Arabs, who came out 
of the apartments of the rock which the Pyramids stand, and sur¬ 
rounded us. We ascended a narrow winding path to a long and low 
chamber in the rock, that had formerly been a tomb. Here M. Cavi- 
glia, his assistant M. Spinette, a German, and myself, sat down on the 
floor, and supped on some boiled fowl and Nile water; and, being very 
much fatigued, they soon left me to my repose. One of the Arabs 
placed a small light in the wall of this antique abode, and, throwing my¬ 
self on my hard bed of reeds, I tried to obtaiA sfjme sleep; yet the 
novelty of ray situation, the tliought of being at last on the spot around 
which imagination had so long been passionately wandering, made it 
long a stranger to ray eyes. • 

The next morning, at sunrise, we took our coflfje at one of the natural 
windows of this cavern, that looked over Ute plain. My servant, who 
had followed the dhy before with the tent, lost his way, and did not 
arrive till midnight; and being unable to find either dwelling or in- 
habjtant, he vandered about the Pyramids,*shouling and firing his 
pistols, till at last he lay down in one of they^^ holes in the sand, and 
sheltered himself till sunrise. In the course ofi the day we visited 
several of M. C.’s excavations; one was a small and beautiful gateway 
of fine white stone, covered with hieroglj'phics, ancLof so fresh a colour 
that it seemed but lately erected. Descending about sixty feet, we en¬ 
tered three subterraneous apartment^, one of which contained two large 
coffins, side by side, cut out of the rock; some little idols only were 
found in them: there was also a very curious square room, or place of 
tombs, the walls covered with figures, discovered by Mr. Salt. M. Cavi- 
glia is at present e;]gaged in what would be generally considered an al¬ 
most hopeless undertaking; he believes there is a subterraneous commu¬ 
nication between the Pyramids of Gizeh and those of Saccara an^ the 
remains of Memphis, the former fifteen miles off, the latter a few miles 
nearer. He is sanguine of success in his attempts to discover this pas¬ 
sage, and has proceeded some hundred yards in his excavation of the i 

2 p 2 
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sand : there is the work of years before him ore he can effect his object, 
though it is probable he will make some valuable discoveries by the 
way. A man must be animated by no slight enthusiasm to live in this 
place of desolation, deprived of all the joys of civilized life, toiling like 
a slave with forty o-- lifty Arabs from daybreak to sunset amidst 
rocks, sands, and beneath burning heats. About two or three hundred 
yards from the great Pyramid is the Sphinx, with the features and 
breasts of a wopian, and the body of an animal; between the paws an 
altar was formerly Iield; but the face is much mutilated—its expression 
js evidently Nubian. 'I’his enornnous figure is cut out of the solid 
rock, and is twenty-fivi' or thirty'feet in heiglit, and about sixteen from 
the ear to the eliin. The dimensions of the body cannot be ascer¬ 
tained, it being ahiu’st entirely covered with sand. 'J’hc liighest praise 
is due to M. Caviglia’s indefatigable exertions to clear the sand from the 
breast and body of the Sphinx. This work employed him and his Arabs 
during six weeks ; the labour extreme, for the wind, which had set 
in that direction, blow the sand back again nearly as fast as they re¬ 
moved it: and lie is now pfocceding to 'uneover the whole of the figure. 
Evening now drew on, and the laliour of the day being finished, we 
seated ourselves at a humble repast at tlu^ door of tlie place of tombs. 
The solitude that spread around was vastly and tlie stillness unbroken : 
the Arabs had all retired to their'l(iy»es in the distant villages : the 
Santon, who lived in a lofty tomb near by, was tlie only tenant of the 
Desert save ourselves, and his orisons werr* alw^ays silent—in such a si¬ 
tuation one hour of life is v\orth an age at home, it leaves recollections 
which no change or distance can impair or efface. I’he next morning 1 
ascended the great Pyramid. 'I'lie outside is formed of rough stones of a 
light yellow colour, which form unequal stops all round from the bot¬ 
tom to the summit: these stones or steps arc two, three, or four feet 
high, and the ascent is ratlior lahoricns, but perfectly free from danger, 
or any serious difficulty. What a boundless and extraordinary pro¬ 
spect opened from the summit! On< one side a fearful and melancholy 
Desert, either level or broken into wild and fantastic hills of sand and 
rocks; on the other, scenes,of the utmost fertility and beauty marked 
the course of the Nile, that wound its way as far asf'the eye could reach 
into Upper tigypt; beneath, amidst the overflow of waters, appeared 
the numerous hamlets arid gror^es, encircled like so many beautiful 
islets ; and far in the Mfc^nce was seen the smoke of Cairo, and its 
lofty minarets, wkh'the dreary Mount Mokattam rising above. Who 
but would linger over such a scene, and, however wide he roamed, would 
not feel hopeless of^ver seeing it equalled! 

The height of the great Pyramid is five hundred feet; its base seven 
hundred and seventy-eight feet lon§ at each square, making a circum¬ 
ference of more llian three thousand feet; and its summit is twenty- 
eight feet square. It is perfectly true, as a celebrated traveller has 
observed, that you feel much*disappointed at tlic first view of the 
Pyramids, as they stand in the midst of a flat and boundless Desert, and 
there is no elevation near with which to contrast them; it is not easy 
to b% aware of their real magnitude, until after repeated visits and ob¬ 
servations—their vast size fills the mind with astonishment. On the 
third night, carrying lights with us, we entered the large Pyramid by a 
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long gradual descent of near a Imndred feet long : and next ascended 
the long gallery of marble, a Imndred and tifty feet in length, and ex¬ 
cessively steep, vvliieli conducted us to the great chamber. In the roof 
of this lofty room are stones of granite eighteen feet long: in yhat 
manner these masses were conveyed to such a situation is not easy to 
conceive; still less for what purpose these immense structures were 
formed, filled up as the greater part of the jnterierf is with masses of 
stones and marble. ^I'he few eliambers iiitherto discovered bear no pro¬ 
portion whatever to the vast extent of the interior. So immensely 
stfiong is their fabric, and so little do tlu‘y appear injured by the lapse ot'^ 
more than three thousand years, that'one cannot help believing, wlien 
gazing at them, their duration can end only with that of the world. 

The celebrated sarcophagus which Dr. C. fancifully .supposed to have 
contained the bones of Joseph, stands in the great rhainber; it has been 
much injured by the various pieces struck off. The pyramid of Ce- 
phrenes, the passage into which Mr. BeT<foni has opened, stands neaf that 
of Cheops, but cannot be ascended. The pyramids stand on a bed of rock 
a hundred and fifty feet above the Desert, and this elevation contributes 
to their being seen from so great a distance. On one of the days of my 
stay here the wind blew so violently from morning to night, that the 
sand w^as raised, though noi in chiuds, yet in sufficient quantities to 
penetrate every thing, and render it difficult to stand against it: my 
tent, which was pitched in the i^laia below, was blown down, and 1 wa.s 
obliged to take up my abode in the place of tombs. The large chamber 
excavated in the rock, and inhabited by Belzoni during his resilience 
of six months here, is close to the pyramid of Cephrenes; it is very 
commodious and lofty, though excessively warm. On entering the 
door, the only place through which the light is admitud, an immense 
number of bats rushed out against us. All theruiqous apartments and 
temples in this country arc peopled with jhese animals, which Belzoni 
contrived to get rid of by lighting large liri s, the smoke of which soon 
ex])elled them. We paid a visit,one evening to the Arab Santon, or 
Dervise,«who lived in a handsome and spacious chamber, that was for¬ 
merly perhaps a tomb, excavated out ol’ the*rock, not far from the 
great pyramid ; ho»was an elderly man, of a mild and handsome coun¬ 
tenance, and black beard. His wild and singular retreat was divided 
into two rooms ; he was sealed erossHdcggvd in the outer one, and ap¬ 
peared engaged in meditation: but jic ins^^ly rose, and requested us 
to allow him to make some coll’ee for us. *)ottee, raade^by a holy San¬ 
ton, in a tomb that might have held the remains of kings, and close to 
the Pyramids! I shall never be oUered .such a privilege again in this 
state of mortality. What a pity that the Proplu ^nover tasted coffee : 
a Turk may well regret this, as it xndoubtcdly would have had a place 
atnong the enjoyments in paradise for the liuthlid ; for on earth, in sor¬ 
row and in joy, alone or in society, it appears their eiuluring luxury 
and consolatioti. The holy man scciypd to have few enjoyments for the 
senses about him, yet he looked any thing but emaciated, and his dark 
eye was very expressive; and as we did not give him credit for being 
much of au antiquary, it vvas difficult to conceive why he shoul^ liavc 
wandered to this solitude, lie must have been sinci're in bis religion, as 
there was no population among uhich he could piactise (he arts and 
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hypocrisy of tlie dorvisli tribe. The Arabs of the distant villages 
visited him occasionally, and brought some bread and vegetables for his 
subsistence. 

Noar the Pyramids is a small and singular group of trees, called the 
Sacred Trees by the Arabs, not one of whom will ever dare to pluck 
a leaf of them: they consist of two sycamore and two or three palms, 
and stand alone in ’ihe waste of sand ; the leai^es are not withered, but 
have a vivid gr^m colour, and afford a most agreeable relief to the eye. 

The last evening passed here was a very lovely one: I was seated 
..yrith Caviglia near the door of his rocky abode, as the sun was goigg 
slowly down over the extensive sc^ne before us, its red rays lingering on 
the Pyramids, the Desert, and its dreary precipices and wastes. Of all 
the sunsets I ever Jjeheld, none are so beautiful as those of Egypt: the 
fierce redness, almost the colour of blood, that is thrown over the hori¬ 
zon, and then fades into the most delicate hues of yellow, green, and 
azure, make them often a singular spectacle. About a mile on the 
right, a small tribe of wandering Bedouins, who had just arrived, had 
pitched their tents; the camels were Standing beside, the fires were 
lighted, and the Arab masters moving about in their wild and picturesque 
drapery—the only scene of life in that vast solitude. We were to set 
out at daybreak next morning on ^ur return to Cairo; and, having 
taken leave of the Frenchman and lup^mpanion, I lay down for the 
last time on my bed of reeds in the tomb j but every effort to compose 
myself to sleep was useless:—a thousand agitating thoughts crowded 
into my mind, scenes of past life returned again, but clothed in dark 
and distorted colours, and n»y future journey seemed full of appalling 
difficulties and perils: tlie intense heat, and fatigue of the day, with the 
loneliness of my wild resting-place, and the warm exhalations the walls 
sent forth, might lujve Viiuscd this. I quitted my gloomy abode, and 
WTnt into the open air: the desert plains jind the wide and gathering 
waters of the inundation were bright with the most vivid moonlight. 
IIovv deeply interesting was that walk I The vast forms of the Pyramid? 
rose clear and distinct, and, viewed from the plain of sand> as they 
seemed to rest against tne blup midnight sky, their appearance was, in 
truth, magnificent—those of Saccara might be seeft twelve miles dis¬ 
tant in the spfendid light—and the silence around was so hushed and 
deep! Memory will neve^forsakv those Egyptian scenes, but on this it 
w'ill linger, should all 6tp^s fade. Pursuing my way over the soft 
sand, I rcachecktlufncareffet branch of the overflow ; and, the night being 
excessively warn^ I bathed once more in the Nile, a luxury that well 
supplied the want o^ sleep. 'J'hc next morning we set out for Cairo. 
After quilting the barren tracts, the ride became very agreeable; the 
palm-trees were loaded with largft clusters of dates. This fruit is 
manna to the people of Egypt, with whom it is an universal article of 
food; when ripe, it has a sweet and insipid taste; but when dried and 
preserved in lumps, after the stones are extracted, it is extremely good. 

{t is interesting to observe the different, ways these people havb of irri¬ 
gating the land. Sometimes n buffalo is made to turn a large wheel 
which,is covered all round with a number of pitchers, into which the 
water being drawn up from beneath, is poured out again, as the wheel 
turns round, into a small channel cut in the earth, and this channel con- 
, vpys into va/ious others through the fields. Or an Egyptian, half 
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naked, stands all day long in the burning sun on the river’s bank at a 
simple machine of wood, to the ends of which a couple of buckets are 
suspended; these he incessantly lowers into the stream, and then pours 
the water into the small canals cut in his ground. The inundation does 
not extend over the whole of the flat cultivated land, so that it is ne^ 
cessary, by these sluices and irrigations, to distribute the water #very 
where. When the inundation has subsided and been absorbed in the 
earth, a rich black moyld is left, which requires^ little labour. No 
plough is known here; but, a small furrow b^ing made in the earth by 
a stick, the grain is dropped in, and the most abundan>crop soon starts 
\m, as if by magic. There arc two harvests, one in March, the other in 
CTctober. In the way w'e met an 4tab funeral: about twenty raen^ 
friends of the deceased, advanced under a row of palm trees, singing in 
a mournful tone, and bearing the body; they walked two or three 
abreast, with the priest at their head, and, having tbrded a stream in 
front, passed close to us. The corpse was that of a woman, neatly 
dressed in white, and borne on an opyn’bier, with a small awning of 
red .silk over it. ' * 

Tlie market at Cairo, or pljce where the Circassian women may be 
imrchascd, cannot fail to be interesting, though at the same time repul- 
sivij to a stranger’s feelings. These unlbrtunate women, as we term 
them, though it is a doubt if they tliink themselves so, are bought ori¬ 
ginally of their parents, wlkh are ^generally peasants, by the Armenian 
and other merchants who travL'Whrougli Georgia and Circassia. Their 
masters procure them an education, as far as music and singing go, give 
them handsome clothes, and then sell them in private to the rich Turks, 
or bring them to the market at Cairo, where, however, the business is 
conducted with tolerable decorum. The lady, habited handsomely, and 
as best becomes her figure, and veiled, is attended by the merchant 
whose^property she is, and may be seen by the person who wishes to 
become a purchaser. The veil is lifted, and the bebuty stands exposed. 
Ihis is better, however, than a Turkish tvife, who, on the bridal even¬ 
ing, for the first time perhaps, draws aside the shroud of her charms, 
%nd throws herself into her husband’s arms, when he may recoil with 
horror from his own property, at finding the dazzling loveliness he had 
anticipated changed into a plain, yellow, and faded aspect. But the.w 
Georgian style of beauty is rich and joyous, and their dark'eyes!—there 
are no eyes like them in the world.! The stranger then casts his sight 
over the figure, the hand and foor:—a«s'|iq}l and delicate hand is, 
with the Orientals, much valued—even t]K\nen are proud of possess¬ 
ing it. He demands the lady’s accomplishmc'nts; if she sings or is 
skilled in music, in this case tlic price is greatly enhanced: a thousand 
or fifteen hundred pounds are sometimes given f(*r a very lovely woman 
so highly gifted. , 

One day, in company with another traveller, I paid a visit td a rich 
Jew, one of the first merchants in Cairo. He received us in a hand¬ 
some apartment, to winch a flight of steps ascended. The floor was 
covered tvith a rich carpet, and tlfe divan, elevated a couple of feet 
higher, was lined with soft cushions, and laid out for luxurious enjoy¬ 
ment. A lofty dome of glass lighted the chamber. We reclined on 
the divan with the master of the house; and a few yards frort us was 
anothc r and more interesting party: six Oriental ladies, all unveiled 
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and rioldy dressed, were at dinner, and seated in a circle on soft 
cushions on tlie door round a low table about a foot high. The lady 
of the house, a handsome young woman, was just recovered from her 
confinement, and this was the first day of her receiving her friends. 
They ate and conversed much at their ease, and sent us some sweet- 
meatS*, and a pleasant drink like sherbet. The husband told us he and 
his bride were married'at the ago ef fourteen, and* they were then six- 
and-tw'cnty, and hacj a houseful of children. Bismillah ! blessings to the 
Prophet! a Turk would h&ve added, with a devout look; but, being a 
Jew, he invokedii:obody, but looked very resigned about it. The ladies 
having finished their repast, each of them had a Turkish pipe, about 
^va feet long, brought: and puttip^ themselves into an easy postur?, 
with the amber mouth-piece betwetn their lips, and the ball of the pipe 
resting on the carpet, began to smoke, sip colfee, and chat at intervals. 
The custom of smdking in the East is very different from that in our 
country; the tobacco is so ver^' iftild and sweet, that it does no injury 
to the teeth or breath, and it is pften used as a luxury by the women; 
and tire tube of fine amber would hot disfigure any lips; and the atti¬ 
tude, when holding the long chibouque, gr flexible argillee, displays to 
advantage a beautiful arm. 

The cruel punishment inflicted on the Eastern ladies for infidelity with 
a Christian is sometimes resorted to on the Bosphorus: the latter may 
escape by turning a Mahometan, but^thc laHy is tied, clad in her usual 
dress, in a sack, and either carried ou<>^!I a boat, or thrown from the 
lattice-window of the lofty walls into the river beneath, and a sullen 
plunge, amidst the silence of the night, announces that all her miseries 
are over. 


spniziiEiM rersus lavatek. 

« 

LavaIer was once quite “ the go,’' 

And Noses arfd Eyes were the plan. 

By which all the wise ones would know 
The talents and thoughts of a man : 

As for Noses, 1 know not, I vow. 

What tltey really mean or import, 

Rut all who read Sterne must allow 
* That a long one \ preferr’d to a short. 

But oh ! 'lis the glau/e of the Eye— 

'Tis the^aiMce its flashes impart, 

S sttlip li||ntThat 1 love to read by, 
hen I study the Head or the Heart: 
w'ho is so sightless or dull 
But ^uld learn much more by one look 
Of what passes within heart or skull. 

Than by studying Spu’rzheim’s whole book ? 

There are ejes of all colours and hues 
In the gentlest gradation, quite down 
From the brightest oPblacks and of blues. 

To the softest of hazel and brown : 

And still as they vary in hue. 

Expression or lustre, you ’ll find 
Each a vista of light to look through, 

And study each thought of the mind. 
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The black eye, all sparkling and bright. 

Shows a soul full of genius and hre; 
Melting softly in JLove’s tender light. 

But Bashing resplendent in ire. 

The brown eye, bewitching and mild. 

Speaks a heart that is gentle and true. 

Than the black eye less fiery and wild. 

More tender and fond than the blue. 

• 

Yet blue’s a sweet colour, 1 owil. 

The bright laughing hue of high Heaveja% 
Which to light and to gay hearts alone 

By the young Ood of Bove has been given. 
Thus wricked blue eyes 1 to be sure. 

What havock they’d “make in the heart. 
Were they not niiich more eiven to cure 
Than to lengthen the pang of Love’s s*Tiart. 

But Lavater’s no longer “ the go,” 

Now Spurzheim and.^^all are the fashion— 
By the shape of the Skull you *re to know. 

For the future,»each talent and passion. 
Your grandfather look’d for a wife 

Wim a face that was fair and purse-full; 

But you, as you value your life. 

Must look t«> the ^lape of her skull. 


Her forehead, lii?IWlove’s^«nust be large, 
Kxpansive, full, prominent too. 

As if, proud of the bruins in its charge. 

It exultingly swcU’d into view. 

But shun a too prominent eye. 

For the organ of language is there,— 
An organ which all men decry. 

When developed too much in the fair. 


There are some pleasant organs behind. 
Seated just at the top of the neck ;— 

But if too large, 'iwere hard, you would lind. 
To keep such a lady in check :— 

For Love, who was once so sublitife, 
tjas quitted his seat in thb soul. 

Where he lived, in the good “ olden time,”# 
For a snug little spot^in the poll. 

But no longer on organs to dl 

What need 1 of organs nov. _ , 

Which it is to be hoped you ’ll know vvel^ 
Before you are married a week ? 

(^nly this you will still bear in mindj% 

Unless you ’rc confoundedly dull. 

No beauty in shape jfou’re to hnd, 

Fxcept in the shape of the Skull. 


1 ^.— 

>w si^ak^ , 

.1 ’ll know we 
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(;od\\in’s history of the commonwealth.* 

A GENERAL liistory of the period which Mr. Godwin has made his 
subject was very much wanted. It is not that there were no previous 
accojjints of the English Commonwealth on record. On the contrary, 
there were many in the shape of Lives, Memoirs, &c. which may be con¬ 
sidered as standing in the place of*history. But there was no one pro¬ 
duction, professing! with any appearance of good faith, to take a com¬ 
prehensive and impartial survey of those eventful times: none in 
which the Kin^ or the Commonwealth’s-men (most frequently the 
latter) were not either traduced, or the actions and events of the period 
*‘can/assed with a notorious spirit of partiality. On this ground we are 
disposed to meet Mr. Godwin,/in the consideration of his work, 
with our most unq|iialified and sincere congratulation, how great soever 
may be our objections to it in other respects. 

He has well chosen his time. ** lie is neither too near nor too distant 
from the republican era, incomparably the brightest and fullest of event 
and character of any in the history of this country. Upwards of a cen¬ 
tury and a half has elapsed since the copunenccnient of those struggles, 
which, for a time, disturbed the tranquillity of the land, and shook 
royalty to its roots; and indeed ended in driving to a scaffold a mem¬ 
ber of the House of Stuart, and ahniishing for a while th<‘ kingly 
name and influence in Englaiul. We look upon tlie feverish times 
which preceded the Connnonw' ihh, the tempest of yebterd.ay, 

which has passed away, and left—may we say it i —calm and sunshine 
behind. The descend.ants both of Charles and Oliver are gone. Our 
veneration for royalty has somewhat abated, and we can endure to hear 
a republican spoken of as a man of talent, and even of virtue. Indeed 
we must shut our eyes and our hearts altogether, to be insensible to 
tlie worth and great quplities of many of our ancestors who took part in 
the disputes which *occurrcd between Charles and his people. There 
has never been seen, in the* modern world, a brighter constellation of 
gifted men. They shone above the troubles of their time, above the 
smoke and noise of that important conflict, like stars, in whose aspects 
the fates of inferior tlmusands might he read: a few were inustrious, 
and many had some porliori of reputation, till, gt last, all seemed 
eclipsed and oferborne by the then lord of the ascendant; and the splen¬ 
dour even of the most brilliant vwuTiors and statc.snicn became merged 
in, or derived from, tliQ. fi^re dazzling renown of Cromwell. There 
were as brave, as ,in^ell^tilal, and better men than he; but none so 
ambitions or fimtanatc. ^Nor was merit confined to the good cause or 
1o the had. Ea^ had its array of hold, disinterested, and conscientious 
men. First, on the fide of Charles (whom we shall speak of presently) 
were Ins nephews, Maurice, and«the fiery Rupert, young, proud, 
brave, indiscreet, and ambitious, till his spirit was tamed down by the 
stern warriors who conquered him—Lord Falkland, and Hyde (Lord 
Clarendon) a shrewd but partial writer, both of whom went over from 


* Hisiory (if ilic Commonwealth of England, from its commencemeut to the 
Hcsloi ^tion ot Charles II. Hy WiHi.im Godttin. Vol, I, 8vo. containing the 
Civil War. 
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the side of the Commonwealth to the King—Strafford, a formidable 
man, and an able minister for a despotic prince—Hamilton—the ele¬ 
gant courtier Holland (we regret that a peer of this name should have 
been blown from side to side, like a weathercock)—and Montrose, the 
' ** Anderson” of Sir Ay alter Scott’s “ Legend,” one of the bloodiest 
minions that ever forsook the cause Jf his country, and trampled upon 
the rights of a brave poople. On the other side,^we wish we could 
reckon Sir Edward Coke, who stood up agains’t arbitrary imprisonment, 
and underwent himself imprisonment and penalty, and ^ined for us the 
fafgous “ Petition of Right,” (which forbade the imposition of any tax, 
&c. by the King, without the authority of Parliament; the impruwn- * 
ment of any subject without his being able to deliver himself by 
course of law ; the arbitrary billeting of soldiers; and the proceeding 
against any subject by martial law in a time of peace); but he was rather 
the herald than the participator of liberty. But there were still on the 
side of the Commonwealth, Selden-;^V learned Seldcn !”—Hampden, 
brave, intelligent, politic, and honest; a man whose name is echobd by 
patriots, and is the rallying poi»t for all who suffer by oppression—the 
acute and industrious Pym—Saint John, the lawyer—and the younger 
Vane, a subtle, disinterested, and altogether extraordinary man— 

“ Vane, young in j^:ars, ljut in sage counsel old. 

Than whom a bettw^cnator ne’er held 
The helm of Rome*^ 

Essex, a brave and honourable man perhaps, but undecided and perpe¬ 
tually swayed by his humours, and oscillating between king and people 
—Waller, a (juick and w'ell-educatcd general—and that gallant, accom¬ 
plished warrior, Sir Thomas Fairfax—the high-bred and noble Man¬ 
chester—Skippon, a stern good soldier—and Massey, worthy to side 
with him—Argyle, a subtle politician—and others Af the same order of 
men—And last, but not least, over all reigned the glory of Cromwell, 
who hung like a grand and sullen meteor in the English air, shooting 
out his tjpry Harts upon the banfls of wandering royalists opposed to 
him, and cheering with his gloomy rays the li^rdes of bold men and 
desperate fanatics jvhich clustered around and hailed him at once as^ 
their saint and leader! 

We forbear to enter much into l!Le questions which were at issue 
between Charles I. and his people; out vwfcjyinot altogether avoid an 
opinion on the subject. We mean no disr«pj^t to the kingly character, 
when wo say that he deserved to lose at leastnis? cxowjf'. and we think 
that the fact of his still being held up as a martyr ^in our churcheqf^ 
tends not only to degrade the character of martytdom (by shewing that 
the road to it may lie through juggjing and chicanery, and that the only 
requisilc is siijj'ering), but also most unjustly to cast a stain upon the 
many brave and heller men who opposed themselves to his indiscreet en¬ 
croachments upon the liberties of the country. We hear, indeed, occa¬ 
sionally of the reputation of HampdPn, at public meetings and consti¬ 
tutional dinners; but we read of him, in the pages of Hume and Claren¬ 
don, as a sour discontented fanatic and a ciiniiing demagogue. He was 
neither ; but was a disinterested and intelligent politician, an undaunted 
lover of liis country: and the writers w'lio have dared to cast their 
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coloured atul imperfect glass over the face of trutli, in order to degrade 
his character, dcser\c the eternal reprobation of their countrymen. 

On the death of Elizabeth, Janies 1. was welcomed to London from 
Scotland with masques and triumphs. Allegory was strained, and 
fable ransacked for stqries and allusions, tending almost to his deifi¬ 
cation; and the sorrow which ovePfiowed all eyes on the death of the 
“Virgin Queen,” lias changed to smiles of welcome on the arrival of 
the good-natured pedagogue who succeeded her. James came to Lon¬ 
don, steeped inTLatin and prejudice up to the lips ; and, above all, im¬ 
pressed with a profound belief in the “ divine rights” of kings. It 
*bc5fi'said of him, somewhere, rival “he mistook the weight for the 
strength of a scejitrc.” He certainly felt his elevation, but he docs not 
appear to have seen the base onvhich thejiyramid of royalty was founded. 
He did not comprehend the nior.nl strength and value of a great nation. 
Neither did he make many attempts to conciliate the affections of his 
more powerful subjects, and nmie to render himself agreeable to the 
people in general. It is true that his conduct did not give rise to any 
great disturbance; but he sowed .and nourished the seeds of rebellion 
in the land, which in the tyranny of his unfortunate son ripened and 
burst. Charles I. was bred up in the principles of his father ; but he 
was a bolder and prouder man, and pusbe^ the system of mi.sgoverning 
to such an extent, that the spring which he pressed so violently, recoiled, 
and brought ruin upon his fan’dly, and'^ath to himself. 

Some excuses may be urged, perhaps, on behalf of Charles ; as that 
he was educated from his very cradle to believe in the divinity of kings, 
and that none of the noblemen of England had courage or candour 
enough (until too late) to advise him how to ri'ign over a free people; 
so that, after all, he may have commenced his rule under an idea that 
he was only m.aintaijiing the kingly rights when he oppo.sed his “privi¬ 
leges” to the demands and necessities ofliis subjects. Hut—however 
he might deceive himself for a shoit time in this manner—his character 
forbids us to suppose that the dcliusign could have lasted long. Be¬ 
sides, it argues but little in -favour of ««// king, that hc^oqjd prefer 
what are called his “rights” to the solid benefits wliichbccan bestow 
upon a large population. ChaVles professed to regawl the people as liis 
cbildrm; but he exercised more of the rigour than tin' affection of a 
parent. He was a high-born, senyblc, proud, and obstinate personage ; 
ready enough to grasp ti* Jbg^er, but evincing few qualifications for a 
throne beyond^ha^ ajos/imm a certain degree of talent and courage, 
His pride was tffly^rifle of place, but not (if we may so speak) of spirit 
%e disdained to^ve up an inch of prerogative, but stooped at the 
same time to trickery%nd falsehood, and sacrificed bis character to pre¬ 
serve his station. He had a “stiff-necked” dogged inveteracy of pur¬ 
pose, which has been called resolution l)y his admirers, and obstinacy 
liy his foes. It has been well said, in reference to such characters, that 
“ a stiff neck is a diseased neck.”^ In such cases, the best plan is to 
effect a cure, if |)Oisible; but if not, the majority will be apt, on most 
occasions, we fear, if their welfare be affected, to seek some other and 
more violent remedies. As to the course of proceeding adopted towards 
Charle^ we are certainly inclined to regret ih.it matters should liave 
been carried to such extremities: but, the event havinp, happened, it is 
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to be regarded as a salutary lesson, vvhioli despotic princes should never 
forget. 

We sliall abstain from farther dissertation, and introduce Mr. God- 
win's work to the reader’s ac(|uaintance by a few quotations. • 

The first chapter of^he uork is intyjductory, and glances generally at 
the characters of the republicans or commonwealthsmen who were en¬ 
gaged in the war against ?hc king:— <* * 

“ They were,*’ he says, “ a set of men new in this couiitr 3 f? and they may be 
co’ysiderevi as ha\ing become eMinct at the Revolution in jbSH. It will not 
he the object of these nages to treat thiim, as has so often been done,^th • 
indiscriminate contumely. 3’hey were,’jnany of them, men of liberal minds, 
and bountifully endowed with the Irea'srcs of intellect. That their enter¬ 
prise terminated in miscarriage is ccrlaiu ; and a falling jrofty is seldom spoken 
of with sobriety or moderation by the i)arl^that is victorious. Their enterprise 
might he injudicious: the Kiigliah intellect lyid moral feeling were probably 
not sulHciently ripe for a republican govdaimont: it may be, that a repub¬ 
lican government would at no time be a desirable acquisition for the {teople 
of this country. But the mm lyay be worthy of our admiration, whose 
cause has not prospered ; and the tragic termination of a talc will often not 
on that account render the tale Icas instruetbe, or Ie»s iiitertsliiig to a soiiiul 
and judicious observer.” 

He then proceeds to discuss tlii? characters of the individuals whose 
exertions led tlu' way to the rt?9lRt^.inc%fftade to the encroachments of 
Charles, or who themselves commenced the struggle against tyranny. 
These are, Sir Edward Coke, Seldcn, Hampden, and Pyin. Hampden, 
he says truly, “ was one of the most extraordinary men in the records of 
mankind.” He then details the circumstances of the ship-money, and 
afterwards proceeds; — 

‘ He was rather of reputation in his own counlr^, tl»ui of public discourse 
or fame in the kingdom, before the business olisbip-moiiey ; but then he grew 
the argument of all tongues, every man cn(|niriiig who and what he was, that 
durst,’ at the risque of the vengeagee of a court, distinguished for its unre¬ 
lenting agd vindictive character, ‘ support the liberty and property of the 
kingdom.* • 

“ Yet all this wa^ nothing, if he had not possessed qualities, the niost^ 
singularly adapted to the arduous situation in which he stooc^,* He |)ossesscd 
judgment ; all men came to learn froiil him, and it could not be discerned 
that he learned fjrom any one. lie waimnodesti he was free from the least 
taint of overbearing ann arrogance ; he comi^ll^ spoke last, and what he 
said was of such a nature that it could not be t^n^d, I|e v^i the confidence 
of all; and every man trusted him. His coura^ was ofij^e firmest sort, 
equally consummate in council and the field. All me#^ eyes were fixe^ 
upon him*; he was popular and agreeable in all the ibiercourses of life; He 
was endowed with a most discerning spirit, and the greatest insinuation and 
address to bring about whatever he diSired. What crowned the rest, was the 

E revailhig opinion of him as a just man, and that * his att’ections seemed to 
e so publicly guided, that no corrupt and |)rivate enils could bias them.’ 
He was, as Clarendon observes, ‘ possessed with the most absolute spirit of 
popularity, and the most absolute faculties to govern the petite, of any man I 
ever knew.’ Indeed all the above features of charactw'are extracted fn>m 
the noble historian, being only separated from the tinge of party, and tlu; pei 
sonal animosity, which misguided his j)en.” • 

Of these men, two perished early in the dispute, namely, l*yin and 
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Hampden; and Coke died before the contentions began; yet the jus¬ 
tice of the cause prevailed! Their immediate successors in the conduct 
of affairs were Vane, St.John, and Cromwell. Of Vane, who has been 
misrepresented and not well understood, Mr. Godwin speaks in the 
following terms “ The maOj" he says, “ principally confided in was 
Vane,” and ’ 

'' rt 

“ He iiuieecl was the imli\idual best qualified to succeed Hampden as a 
counsellor, in the arduous struggle in which the nation was at this time en¬ 
gaged. In subtlety of intellect and dexterity of negotiation he was inferior 
^ to none, and the known disinterestedness of nis character, and his suncriwity 
tov’.'.a vulgar temptations of gain, give him the greatest authority. When he 
obtained under the new goycrnmeD''*the appointment of treasurer of the navy, 
he found that the fees of his office amounted to little less than thirty thousand 
pounds per annum ;‘hiit he liberally surrendered his patent, which he had for 
life from Charles the First, to the Parliament, stipulating only for a salary of 
two thousand pounds to the deputy who executed the ordinary routine of the 
business. He was no less superior lO the allurements of ambition j and it 
may perhaps be ascribed to the entire absence of such views, that another per¬ 
son in the sequel, fitted better for the rudt intercourse, and the sordid dispo¬ 
sitions of the mass of mankind, got the start of him in the political race.” 

One of the persons next mentioned (Montrose) acquired a consider¬ 
able share of reputation for his pri^cedings in the North. He was a 
shrewd, bloody, uncompromiiivgg sol4Jer; a brave partisan; and for a 
time did Charles great service by his activity and successes in Scotland. 
As a patriot, as a generous victor, or as a man of principle, he has left 
himself without a character.— 

“ The most considerable public characters at this time in Scotland were 
the Marquis of Hamilton, and the Earls of Argyleaiul Montrose. Hamilton 
was a professed courtier, and in peaceable limes would have made a brilliant 
figure ill the train of nis sovereign. But he was subtle by nature, and timid 
in his disposition. He appears to have been infected with the spirit at that 
time prevalent in his country, and devoted in his heart to the prc.sbyterian 
system; at the same time that he cndcat'ourcd to reconcile this predilection 
with a sincere attachment to the king. This gave to his conduct a fluctuating 
and enigmatical appearaifce; aqd, if his own countrymen understood him, 
"the king at least was deceiied. Argyle, on the otlier hailU, was a man of fixed 
temper, and steady to his principles: the presbylcrians relied on him, and 

f ilaced their hopes to a great degree i,^ his conduct and resolution. Montrose 
lad commenced his course 8^ the same career as Argyle; but he was of a 
turbulent temper and iinh^i^d ambition. He saw that, in the party in 
which he had Ikt efigago^, he had no chance of outstri|)|>ing his rival j and 
ffierefore, about years before the period we are treating, made elandes- 
llne overtures to the egurt, which were accepted. His secret correspondences 
and intri^es were however detected; .and, when Charles arrived in Scot¬ 
land, he had already been thrown into>,5rison by the prevailing party.” 

Of this celebrated personage, Cromwell, tlic “ immortal rebel” as ho 
has been called, we have this further account in connexion with Sir 
Thomas Fairfax. 

“ Fairfax was an admirable officer : but it will he decided by all posterity, 
as it was decided by their contemporaries, that it was impossible to name a 
man in the island, of so consiiinmate a military genius, so thoroughly quali¬ 
fied to conduct the war with a victorious event, as Ciomwell. He was also, 
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whatever some historians have said on the subject, of scarcely less weight in 
the senate than in the field. Cromwell was besides an accomplished states* 
man. There was in this respect a striking contrast between him and Fair¬ 
fax. Fairfax, richly endowed with tliose qualities which make a successful 
'' commander, was in council as innocent and unsuspecting as a child.* He 
had great coolness of temper, an eye to« take in ih^ whole disposition of a 
field, and to remark all thy advantages which its positions afforded, and a 
temper happily poised between the yielding and sescre, ^ as to command the 
most ready obedience, and to preserve a perfect discipline. Fairfax was 
formed for the executive branch of the art military in the largest sense of 
that term. But in all that related to government and a state, he seemed in¬ 
tuitively to feel the desire to be guided.,'He was not acquainted with tlwMu- ’ 
nermost folds of the human character, a\d was therefore perpetually liable to 
the chance of being led and misled. IlcSvas guided by Cromwell ; he was 
guided by his wife j and, if he had fallcti into hands Itss qualified for the 
office, he would have been guided by them. But Cromwell saw into the 
hearts of men. He could adapt himself, jn a degree at least exceeding every 
character of modern times, to the persnas\vith whom he had dealings. He 
was most at home perhaps with the soldieis of his army : he could pray with 
them; he could jest with them : in every thing by which the heart of a man 
could in a manner be drawn out of his bosom to devote itself to the service 
of another, he was a consummate master. It was not because he was sus¬ 
ceptible only of the rugged and the coarse, iliat he was so eminently a fa¬ 
vourite with the private soldieft He/was the friend of the mercurial and 
light-hearted Henry Marten. H^^aiiicd (or a time the entire ascendency 
over the gentle, the courteous, th^wcll-Wcd, and the manly earl of Man¬ 
chester. He was the sworn brother of Sir Henry Vane. He deceived Fair¬ 
fax ; he deceived Milton.” 

We conclude by recommending the following extract relative to 
Laud, to the attention of the reader:— 

“ Laud certainly speaks of himself, and probably ^vilb much sincerity, as a 
good man and a martyr. Such he thought himself, was a patron of the 
most minute and imposing formalities and precessions : and wc should shew 
ourselves very slender observers of human nature, if wc supposed that the 
most mortified and saintly cluractcrwlid not feel some flullerings and swellings 
of the heifrt, when he himself formed the central figure of such a scene. He 
was a man of narrow prejudices and great bigotty. He had certainly no 
sympathies for lhos«^ who for alleged otferices against God or the king fell**^ 
under his animadversion. The spectade of his pulling offi his cap in open 
court, and giving God thanks, when tviucnce was [ironounced in the star- 
chamber against Leighton, professor of moralj}||ilosophy in the university of 
Kdinburgh, for a libel, that he should be pulSo^ whipped, stand in the pil¬ 
lory, and there be branded, have his cars cut^^,*atld l^nose slit, and 
afterwards be imprisoned for life [Leighton was at this tinwnetween fifty and 
sixty years of age, and was father of the archbishop of tTOt name"], is an in^ 
structive example of what horrible perversity may bc^ommitted by one who 
holds himself to be a good man. Layd was now, as wc have said, sunk into 
utter insignificance; but, in the period of his prosperity, he was a formidable 
instrument and adviser for a prince aspiring to be a tyrant.” 
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VOIIGKT Ml. NOT. 

Addressed to a young Lady, who, on the Author handing her into a carriage, 
fold out at the window a Nosegay which he luid presented to her, in w’.iclt*-- 
Mjosotis Scorpioides, or Forget nu- Not, made a principal figure. 

1 ^ull’d each floweret for niyjair, 

'I’he wild thyme and the lieatlicr bell, 

^Aiul round them twined a tendril rare ;— 

She said the posy pleased her well. 

But of the flowers that deck the field 
Or grace the gaKlen of the cot. 

Though others rid'ier perfumes yield. 

The sw'celest i$ “ Forget me not.” 

* 

We roam’d the njcad, we climb’d the hill, 

We rambltvl o’er the Irrcckan braer 
The trees that cr6wn’d the mossy rill. 

They screen’d us from the glare of dav. 

She said she loved the svjjvaii bovver. 

Was charm’d with every rural spot, 

And, when ariived the parting hour. 

Her last words were, ” Forget me not ” H P 


ST A N 7-A.s 

Composed by the late Koueri Kamsey, in the vc-ir ' v?0, m llic puwpect of r 

V isit to Italy. 

Yhs, Iwill tread that hallow’d scene 

Where Tiber winds through Latimn’s plains j . 

And mark the world’s departed Queen 
Knihroned amid her mouldering fanes.. 

Here many a column weed-o’ergrown, 

And ftianya fountain’s ceaseless noise, 

And many a fo*rm of breathing stone, • 

* And many a Muse with heavenly voice^— 


And maiiy|a recollvetion grand, 

And uStmyA virtue’s record sweet, 
^lnvet(^tiy|mnc of every land. 

Hither to turn their pilgrim feet. 

Yes !|there shall Memo^ cease to dwell 
On vanish’d joy and Hope’s decay, 
Where all around th«f tale shall tell 
Of might and glory pass’d away. 

For who, howe’er oppress’d by fate. 

Would mourn hii individual doom, 
While, midst the wreck of all that’s great, 
He gazes on a Nation’s tomb. 
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